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FOREWORD 


The title Sixteen Famous British Plays means, of cours^ 
plays that are famous in America. British playgoers have 
tastes that we Americans are often unable to fathom, and 
there have been occasions when plays that ran for five 
years in London withered away within a week in New 
York. • ' 

The sixteen plays in this collection, however, made the- 
atrical history in thA United States 5s well as in Britain, 
and certainly everybody who is at all interested in the 
drama will recognize every title as quickly as he did those 
that we included in our collection of famous American 
plays, published last year. I 

We were anxious to head this collection with a play by 
Bernard Shaw, but the gentleman said “no.” He does not 
want his writings to appear in an anthology, regardless of 
its scope or possible convenience to the reading public. 
The only other play that we wanted and failed to obtain 
was John Balderston’s Berkeley Square, whose publishers 
were disinclined to grant the necessary permission. To the 
authors and publisTbers of all of the other plays we wanted, 
and who, in more than one instance, granted our request 
at some sacrifice to themselves, we dffer our gfateful thanks. 

The plays in this volume are arranged chronologically 
in the order of their original presentation on the New York 
stage. We purposely avoided the inclusion of any two 
plays by the same author. And since the table of contents 
had been deckled upon bpfore John Mason Brown con- 
sented to write the introduction, it is obvious that any 
criticism of the selections “must be levelled not cA Mr. 
Brown but at the editors.* Both of them afe pttblisheft. 
They can take.iti 
FJew York 
January, 1942 


Bennett A. Cerf 
Van H. Cabtmell 
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INTRODUCTION 


BY JOHN MASON BROWN 

Mrs. Wiggs and her Cabbage Patch are not as familiar aif 
they once were. And Mrs.* Wiggs, heaven knows, never 
' thought of herself as a rival of the Messrs. Palgrave, Wooll- 
cott and Fadiman. Yet without knowing it, in her aproned 
way, she, too, possessed the courage and the optimism of 
an anthologist. It was Ishe'who, when Lovey Mary was 
journeying to Niagara, pressed an empty bottle into Lovey 
Mary’s hands, urging her to fill it and to bring it back, so 
that on her return Mrs. Wiggs could sample in the comfoif 
of her home the grandeur of the Falls! 

Although Lovey Mary failed in her mission, Bennett 
Cerf and Van Cartmell have succeeded^ to a surprising 
extent. in theirs. As the editors of this volume they, too, 
have approached a Niagara tvith the ’equivalent of a bottle 
in their hands. Yet from the thousands of plays, many of 
them of high distinction, written by British dramatists since 
the modem English theatre came of age, the sixteen in- 
cluded here manage to suggest* not only the quality and 
variety of that drama, but also the characteristics of some 
of its major contributors. 

Mr. Shaw, alas, is missing. One of the few reticences of 
the Sage of Ayot St. Lawrence happens to b5 anthologies. 
This is a pity. Although it may simplify an editor’s task by 
relieving him of the ugly proble’m of trying to pick the most 
typical of Mr. Shaw’s hydra-headed scripts, it still leaves a 
void. A collection of representative ihodern British plays 
which tries to .get along without Mr. Shaw is a Golden 
Treasury decidedly on the silver standard. It is not Hamlet 
without Hamlet. Far fjrom itt But it is like a history »f the 
Comedie which fails to mehtion Moli^re, alstudy of the 
eighteenth century which omits Voltaire, or a chronicle of 
strip-teasers which overlooks Gypsy Rose Lee. Mr. Shaw 
is as well aware of this as aa:e Mr. Cerf, Mr. Cartmell and I. 



Xii jbnifJ MASON BROWN y 

What is more, he would be the first to trumpet it, which is 
not quite the same thing as admitting it. 

Why, you may ask, start off by toasting Mr. Shaw at a 
party he refuses to attend? The reasons are numerous and 
pressing. If that very Elderly Gentleman, that Methuselah 
of Catlileen ni Houlihan’s other island, haunts this volume 
Banquo-wise, it is because the theatre which most of these 
sixteen plays represent could never have existed had it not 
been for Mr. Shaw. 

Everyone knows, from the point of view of quantity, 
sometimes quality, that the renaissance of the English 
drama which began before ,the turn of the century, and 
siuvived d\at catastrophe now referred to as World War I, 
was one of the most productive periods in the annals of 
playwriting. To maiirtain that. Mr. Shaw was alone respon- 
sible for it, or to picture him as a David who sallied forth 
single-handed to fight the Goliath of the Victorian drama, 
would be worse than an exaggeration. It would be a bare- 
faced lie. There were otliers at work— many others in many 
other countries, who during the same burgeoning years 
were fighting the same good fight to emancipate the theatre 
from the bondage of its old-fashioned puerilities. Wide- 
spread, however, as were the changes which swept through 
the playhouses of the Old World in the nineties, and finally 
invaded our own stage in the twenties, the temperature of 
the new theatre they made possible can be taken with 
almost clinical accmacy by noting how different were not 
the merits but the assumptions of the English stage in 1940 
when The Corn Is Green was Vritten from what they had 
been, in 1893 when The Secor\d Mrs. Tanqueray (or was it 
Mrs. Patrick Campbell? ) took London by storm. 

The whole of London may have succumbed to “that 
inte-resting play— The Second Mrs. Tanque-ray.” Not so 
the red-bearded critic in the Jfieger jacket who was Mr. 



INTRODUCTIOJI xiii 

Shaw. He put his hobnail boots down on it. A new old 
play, he palled it, when all England was adnairing its nov- 
elty and saluting its author as a man of daringly origin^ 
ideas. Mr. Shaw knew bettet. Although he did not under- 
estimate its theatrical merits, he realized that if The Second 
Mr». Tanqueratj struck Londoners as outrageous, their out- 
rage was only a measure of their unreadiness for anything 
more. What was enough foV England was not, and never 
has been, enough for Mr. Shaw. He could not hold his far- 
ranging mind down’to the technical 'niceties of what he 
once described as “Pinerotic” plotting. He did not want the 
English theatre to be a translated version of the French. 
He hated “Sardoodledom,” aucl had as little respect for the 
big scenes and table-thumpings of Duma? fils. was not 
satisfied with one raisonneur however logica’ he wanted 
truth hgwever illogical, and a whole stageful of raisonneurs 
ventriloquizing for Shaw. 

In the old theatre of over-colored grease-paint, sweet 
sentiment and valentine ethics, Mr. Shaw was the Devil’s 
Disciple, both creatively and critically, of the new. And 
the devil— at least in tlie literary London of those days— 
was that surprisingly chilly satan from the north; that brave 
champion of the Woman who then was New; that enemy 
of social evils and “the lie” lived; that formidable, dumpy 
little rebel from Skien; in short (as one of the more scan- 
dalized English reviewers of the time had dubbed him) 
that “nookshotten Norwegian”— Henrik Ibsen. 

Mr. Shaw was an Ibsenite as surely as he was a.Wagiier- 
ite, a Fabian, a Nietzschean, an Erewhonian, or for that 
matter a cychst and a vegetarian. But he was no more a 
perfect Ibsenite than he was ^ perfect Wagnerite. His treat- 
ment of both of his supposed idols was typical of«S:he treaV 
ment he has meted out to all the men from whom he has. 
admitted to hav6 borrowed. Invariably his borrowings have 
been more than loans. They have been arrogant and gleeful 
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invasions of the minds of his so-called "influences,” dinring 
the course of which Mr. S^haw (at the very mpment of 
^wearing allegiance to them) has reduced his "masters” 
to so many unrecognizable colbnials in a giddy intellectual 
empire of his own. Among his many high talents Mr. Shaw • 
must count the genius which is his for turning his gOds 
into unsuspecting worshippers while genuflecting before 
them. 

If Ibsen and Wagner, when he was through with them, 
ended up by becoming perfect Shav'ians, so, with all its 
imperfections, has the modern English theatre, which is 
sampled in this volume, long since ceased to be the theatre 
of diose two doubtful Toms»— Reade and Robertson—, of 
H. J. Byron, Du^nas fils, Sardou, Shakespeare a la Henry 
Irving at the Lyceum, actor-managers rampant, or even 
Henry Arthur Jones 'and Pinero, those two all-important 
transitional figures. It has be'come, at least in its freedom, 
though not in its mentality or its technique, the theatre of 
Shaw. Not by any means the actual theatre he dreamed 
of, wrote for, or would ajiprove of in toto, but still an ex- 
pression of that new theatre which he had helped to make 
possible. 

Although none of the plays to be found here is experi- 
mental in the sense that the word was» employed in the 
Expressionistic twenties, almost all of them— yes, even Mr. 
Tim Passes By, with its talk of bigamy— would have seemed 
revolutiopary to audiences accustomed to Caste, M. P., 
Society, Saints and Sinners, The Silver King or The Money 
Spinners. If even the more daring of them are conservative 
enough when now read, the explanation lies in other things 
l?^sides .ihein being British. That fliey can be accepted 
without shock or controversy means only that the campaign 
against prudery whidi their very existen6e represents is 
now forgotten, having long ago been won. 
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All of these dramas, with the exception of The Impor- 
tance of^Being Earnest which, speaks a comedic language 
of Wilde’s own, are written in the image of realism. That 
is to say, they all endeavor fo make what happens in them 
appear as if it could have happened in other places than 
b^ind the footlights. The older Victorian playgoers had 
been willing— if not anxious— to accept the theatre as some- 
thing happily divorced froin life. The playgoers who fol- 
lowed them, and who both in England and in this coimtry 
have applauded the* dramas herein assembled, have been 
trained to a different expectancy. They take it for granted 
that blood and grease-paint can mix. Like all playgoers, 
make-believe is their pleasure, but, unlike their grand- 
fathers, they have grown accustomed to pretending in the 
interests of life rather than of pretense. 

The realistic drama resulting from 'this changed attitude 
toward make-believe was, of course, the product of that 
victory scored by the Naturahsts in the Free Theatres, the 
Independent theatres, the Repertory companies, and the 
Art Theatres which mushroomed into existence over the 
whole spread of Europe in the nineties and after the tun? 
of the century. If many of the first realists were identified 
as Naturahsts in the more aggressive days of their youth, 
it is only because Naturahsm was the name*under which 
realism passed when it had to be fought for. The contribu- 
tion of the insurgent groups which waged their war under 
Ibsen’s banner and turned their backs on the earUer theatre 
came as more than the triumph of ah outward form dis- 
guising make-ljelieve as reality. It meant that the theatre 
of the playwright had replaced the theatre of the actor. 

To this new, theatre with its new freedoms*and’its fre^ 
sensing of its own possibilities were drawn a host of authors 
who would not otherwise have been attracted to the stage. 
They were far more than jigsaw artists at what had once 
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been prized as theatrical efiFects. They were men of liter- 
ary distinction to whom what they had to say mattered 
more than what they had given others to play. The theatre 
that enticed them was one in ^hich the mind of Ibsen had 
. demonstrated what coirid be added to the blueprint of ' 
Scribe. In England especially, at tlie disposal of these rriSw 
dramatists were the fruits of a whole century of scientific 
discovery and the benefits of the same century’s battling for 
social reform. 

The paradox of thb theatre’s endeaVors to deny itself as 
a medium ( in other words to have its plays seem like life 
and not like plays) is that the dramatists employing this 
form could not help speaking for themselves while speak- 
ing for others. Wh at was supposed to be a slice of life 
ended up by being a revelation of the author. Try as he 
might, the dramatist "could not turn himself into a dicta- 
phone. He remained a man observing life and seeing other 
men, not through their eyes but his own. In short, he con- 
tinued to be an individualist. And that personal possession 
of the common facts of life which in an author’s transmis- 
sion of them is known as style is one of the chief dehghts 
of the plays which follow. 

If some of them have helped to make theatrical history, 
they have done so unconsciously. A dramatist does not 
write to make history. That is an historian’s job. Theatrical 
history is something which’ is thrust upon the playwright 
by scholars rather than by audiences. It is the product of 
hindsight and has very little to do with the pleasure of 
specific instances. And it is as specific instancjes of audiences 
satisfied, of single evenings well spent in the theatre, of the 
challenges of a difficult medfiom happily met and put to 
each dra-’jaatist’s individual uses that all sixteen of these 
plays have justified themselves. 

Had history been the editors’ solemn concern, this col- 



INTRODUCTION xvii 

thologists they would have been compelled to include 
Michael ^nd His Lost Angel ajong with The. Second Mrs. 
Tanqueray, because Henry Arthur Jones and Pinero are 
always “discovered” (to use’the guilty verb so dear to the 
»old stage directions) marching fcfward in the classrooms 
as ike Siamese twins of transition. 

The editors would have had to fin^ room, too, for the 
work of Elizabeth Baker, Stanley Houghton, Granville 
Barker and St. John Hankin. John Galsworthy would have 
, been represented bjf such of his earfier (hence innova- 
. tional) sociological dramas as Strife or Justice rather than 
by Loyalties, which, though one of his best, was written 
long after its author’s dispassk)nate approach to a problem 
had become familiar. The Admirable Crichton, because of 
I its toyings with the socially significant, would have prob- 
ably spoken for Barrie instead of die delights of What 
Every Woman Knows. 

Mr. Pirn would have been passed by entirely. Such melo- 
dramas as The Green Goddess and Dangerous Corner 
would have knocked in vain for ’admittance. Mr. Coward’s 
’ delegate to history would have been either such a drama 
of post-war nerves hs The Vortex, or such a comedy as Hay 
Fever, Private Lives, or Design for Living rather than such 
an untypical pageant of empire as Cavalcade, •eloquent and 
. supreme of its kind though it happens to be. Some indica- 
tion would have had to be given of what British dramatists 
from Stephen Phillips, through T. S. Efiot and right down 
to Auden and Isherwood have tried t6 do to briijg poetry 
back to a stage^ which, in an earlier dramatic renaissance, 
it had once made glorious.* And to cover fully a theatre 
which, for all its fecundity, Jias been strangely lacking in 
dramatists either anxious to, or capable of, ^deahng with 
the eestasies of true tragedy as opposed to the sorrows of 
the pathetic or the ironic, some place would have been left 
for such an attempt at /he tragic as John Masefield’s 
Nan. 
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But in picking these plays, Mr. Cerf and Mr. Cartmell 
have fortunately had more ^an cold history in mjnd. They 
have not forgotten the living theatre which is, after all, the 
theatre playgoers remember Mv^ith gratitude. All of the plays 
they have chosen have been popular successes. Moreover,* 
though British, they have not been insular, as English pJays 
have, imfortunately, tended to become in recent years. 
With the exception of Cavalcade, which was applauded 
here only for one week at the Pasadena Playhouse and 
then for a considerably longer period -on the screen, almost 
all of them have managed to cross the Atlantic trium- 
phantly. They are plays with which any constant theatre- 
goer in New York is as happily familiar as the same kind 
of theatregoer would be in London. 

Moreover, they are dramas still haunted by the memory 
of their performance}*. For most of us George Arhjs stalks 
even now through our libraries with all his sinister suavity 
£ls the wicked Rajah in The Green Goddess, that melodrama 
which came to William Archer as the most profitable of 
dreams, and which was the last kind of play one would ever 
have expected from the austere Scot who, with Shaw, was 
one of the sturdiest of Ibsen s champioils. The frail poetess 
who escapes from the vile tyranny of her Victorian father 
in The Barretts is not the Elizabeth Barrett that Robert 
Browning knew— she is Katherine Cornell in all her shin- 
ing loveliness. It is Colin* Keith-Johnston who, as Stan- 
hope with his frayed nerves, still dominates the dugout in 
Journey'^ End, that war play as typically British in its 
reticences as What Price Glory? was American in its vi- 
tality. * 

Tfipugh gone, it is Mrs. Leslie Carter and John Drew 
who insisi; upon being present as Lady Kitty and Lord 
Porteous, those older social rebels whose disillusionment 
is played off contrapuntally against th6 hopes of the 
younger runaways in Mr. Maugham’s wise and witty com- 
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edy, The Circle. It is James Dale who, as the fetid Mr. 
Dulcimej;, is even now arranging the flowers in The Green 
Bay Tree, and Leo G. Carroll who, as the butler, is handing 
these same symbolical fleurs du mal first to Mr. Dale and 
> then to Laurence Olivier as the Itoy whose character Mr. 
DiSicjmer has taken away. , 

Quite properly Laurette Taylor, the Mrs. Midget in the 
revival of two years back, and Dudley Digges, the heavenly 
customs’ ofiicial in the first American production seventeen 
years ago, join hand^ in time as the ideal spokesmen for 
the dead who haunt the decks of that unearthly steamet, 
which is the scene of Outward Bound. Victoria Regina, 
Laurence Housman’s amusing series of historical vignettes, 
is for democrats on this side of the water as much domi- 
nated by the house of Hayes as that of Hanover. It is Helen 
Hayes, .too, who for the pnisent generation of playgoers 
still gives the final bloom of charm to the Shandyisms of 
Maggie Wylie, the invincible, in What Every Woman 
Knows. And the Ethel Barrymore who may have failed 
some years back as Paula Tanqueray,^ is even now con- 
tributing the finest performance of her career as the Eng- 
lish schoolmistress ’who invades a Welsh mining town in 
The Corn Is Green. 

In a collection of plays as representative as this one is of 
Britain’s popular theatre, I, for’one, wish that room could 
have been found for Ashley Dukes’s The Man with a Load 
of Mischief, a script which, though ruined in New* York by 
a lamentable production, is one of the best comedies of 
manners to have come out of modern England. Or that such 
a fantasy as John Balderstone« Berkeley Square could have 
been included. .Yes, and such a Jules Verne nfelodrama o2 
what-might-have-happened at No. 10 Downing Street as 
Robert Nichols’s and Maurice Browne’s Wings Over 
Europe. 
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I also wish that since the editors have been too wise to 
place any academic bans on melodramas, they could have 
followed Dangerous Corner with one more such psycho- 
logical horror play as Patrick Hamilton’s Rope’s End, Geof- 
frey Dell’s Payment Deferred, or Reginald Denham’s and 
Edward Percy’s Ladies in Retirement. The English exce4’as 
much as guignols of this literate sort as we do at straight 
thrillers, with their clutching hands. And for some of us 
who are ardent De Quinceyans, these chilling scripts, in 
which murder is treated as a fine arf, have an inordinate 
fascination. 

Only critics, however, expect to get everything for noth- 
ing. What really matters in this volume are not the editors’ 
inevitable omissions, which cannot be described as sins, 
but the virtues of their inclusions. The sixteen plays they 
have chosen have been '‘famotis” on the modern stage. No 
one can deny that. They speak not only for themselves and 
for their authors but for a theatre so free that nowadays we 
have almost forgotten its freedom ever had to be fought for. 

There have been disheartening moments when many of 
us as Americans, realizing what our stage once owed to 
England’s, have been forced to wonder if the renaissance 
of the modern British drama represented in these pages had 
not run its cfiurse. One can only hope this is not true. And 
hoping, be grateful that the final play ^vhich speaks here 
for England (when not only England is threatened but so, 
too, are all the civilized values for which these dramas 
stand) is a script possessed of such luminous compassion 
as The Com Is Green. 

Neu^ York City 
Vctoberrl941 
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The Second Mrs, Tanqueray was first produced in America at the Stat 


Theatre, New York City, by Daniel Frohman on Oct., 28, 1893. The 
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• 
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• 
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Oscar Ad)fc 

Cayley Drummle 

J. E. Dodson 

Frank Misquith, Q. C., M. P. 

James East 

Gordon Jayne, M.D. ' 

George HT Gray 

Morse 

H. Deane 

Lady Orreyed 

Nellie Campbell 

Mrs. Cortelyon 

Mary Talbol 

Ellean 

Annie Irish 

Paula 

Mrs Kendal 



SCENE 


The P'^esent Day. 

The Scene of Act One is laid at Mb. Tanqueray’s rooms. No. 2 x, the 
Albany, in the month of November; the occurrences of the succeeding 
Acts take place at his house, ' Higher coombe,"* near Willowmere, Surrey,^ 
during the early part of the follotoing year. ^ 



THE SECOND MRS. TANQUERAY 


ACT ONE- 


AUBREY tanqueray's Chambers in the Albany— a richly and tastefully 
decorated room, elegantly and luxuriously furnished: on the right a large 
pair of doors opening into another room, on the left at the further end of 
the room a small door leading to a bed-chamber. A circular table is laid 
for a dinner for four persotis, which has now reached the stage of dessert 
and coffee. Everything in the apartment suggests wealth and refinement. 
The fire is burning brightly. 

AUBREY TANQUERAY, MisQuiTH, and JAYNE are seated at the dinner- 
table. AUBREY is forty-two, handsome, winning in manner, his speech and 
bearing retaining some of the qualities of young-manhood, misquith is 
about forty-seven, genial and portly, jayne is a year or two misquith’s 
senior, soft-speaking and precise— in appearance a type of the prosperous 
town physician, morse, aubrey s servant, place'' a tittle cabinet of cigars 
and the spirit-lamp on the table beside aubrey and goes out. 


MISQUITH. Aubrey, it is a pleasant 
yet dreadful fact to contemplate, 
‘Ut it’s nearly fifteen years since I 
rst dined with you. You lodged in 
Piccadilly in those days, over a hat- 
;hop. Jayne, I met you at that din- 
ner, and Cayley Drummle. 

JAYNE. Yes, yes. What a pity it is 
that Cayley isn’t here tpnight. 

AUBREY. Confound the old gossip! 
His empty chair has been staring 
us in the face all through dinner. 
I ought to have told Morse to take 
it away. 

MISQUITH. Odd, his sending no ex- 
cuse. 


AUBREY {opening the cigar-cab- 
inet), Doctor, it’s useless to tempt 
you, I know. Frank— (\nsQuiTH 
and AUBREY* smoke) I particularly 
wished Cayley Drummle to be one 
of us tonight. You two fellows and 
Cayley are my closest, my best 
friends— 

MISQUITH. My dear Aubrey! 

JAYNE. I rejoice to hear you say so. 

AUBREY. Axid I wanted to see the 
three of you round this fable. You 
can’t guess the reason. 

MISQUITH. You desired to give us a 
most excellent dinner. ' 


AUBREY. I’ll walk round to his lodg- 

ings later on and ask after him. JAYNE. Obviously. 

MISQUITH. I’ll go with you. 

JAYNE. So will I, 


AUBREY ( hesitatingly ) . Well— I— 
(Glancing at the clock)— Cayley 
won’t turn up now. 
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yAYNE. Hm, hardly. 

AUBREY. Then you two shall heiir 
it. Doctor, Frank, this is the last 
time we are to meet in these ‘ 
rooms. 

r 

(AYNE. The last time? 

r 

jjkiiSQUiTH. You’re going to leave the 
Mbany? 

AUBREY. Yes. You’ve heard me 
speak of a house I bliilt in the 
coimtry years ago, haven’t you? 

MiSQUiTH. In Surrey. 

AUBREY. Well, when my wife died 
I cleared out of that house and let 
it. I think of trying the place again. 

MISQUITH. But you’ll go raving mad ' 
if ever you find yourself down 
there alone. 

AUBREY. Ah, but I sha’n’t be alone, 
and that’s what I wanted to' tell 
you. I’m going to be married. 

JAYNE. Going to be married? 

MISQUITH. Married? 

f , 

AUBREY. Yes~tomorrow. 

JAYNE. Tomorrow? 

MISQUITH. You take my breath 
awayl My dear fellow, I— I— of 
course, I congratulate you. 

JAYNE. And~and— so do I— heartily. 

f V 

, AUBREY. TJ?ank‘5“*thanks. 

{There is a moment or two of 
embarrassment.) 

MISQUITH. Er— ah— this is an excel- 
lent cigar. 


JAYNE. Ah— um— your coffee is re- 
markable. 

I 

AUBREY. Look here; I dare say you 
two old friends think this treat- 
ment very strange, very unkind. 
So I want you to understand me! 
You know a marriage often. "jogIs 
friendships. What’s the usual 
course of things? A man’s engage- 
ment is given out, he is congratu- 
lated, complimented upon his 
choice;^ the church is filled with 
troops of friends, and he goes away 
happily to a chorus of good wis);ies?^ 
He comes back, sets up hou^e in. 
town or country, and thinks' to re- 
sume the old associations, the old. 
companionships. My dear * Frank, 
my dear good doctor, it’s very sel- 
dom that it can be done. Gencr-». 
ally, a worm has begun to eat its" 
way into those hearty, unreserved, 
pre-nuptial friendships; a dam-> 
nable constraint sets in and actsl 
like a wasting disease; and so, be- 
lieve me, in nine cases out of terj’’. 
a man’s marriage severs for hiT{^ 
more close ties than it forms. 

' 

MISQUITH. Well, my dear Aubrey, If 
earnestly hope — 

AUBREY. I know what you’re going 
to say, Frank. I hope so, too. In 
the meantime let’s face dangers. 
I’ve reminded you of the usual 
course of things, but my marriage 
isn’t even the conventional sort of 
marriage likely to satisfy society. 
Now, Cayley’s, a bachelor, but you 
' two men have wives. By-the-bye, 
my love to Mrs. Misquith and to 
Mrs. Jayne when you get home— 
don’t forget that. Well, your wives 
may not— like— the lady I’m going 
to many. 

JAYNE. Aubrey, forgive me for sug- 
gesting that the la^ you are going 
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DRUMMLE {gaily). Ah, ha! Good 
night! {Bustlii^g to the door) Don't 
bother! Til let myself out! Good 
night! God bless yer! 

(He goes out; aubrey follows him. 
MDRSE enters hy the other door^ 
carryir^^ some unopened letters, 
which after a little consideration 
he places on the mantelpiece 
against the clock, aotrey returns.) 

AUBREY. Yes? 

• 

morse. You hadn’t seen your letters 
that came by the nine o’clock post, 
sir; I’ve put ’em where they’ll catch 
your eye by-and-bye. 

AUBREY. Thank you. 

MORSE (hesitatingly). Gunter’s cook 
and waiter ‘have gone, sir. Would 
you prefer me to go to bed? 

AUBREY (frowning). Certainly not. 

MORSB. Very well, sir. 

(He goes out.) 

AUBREY (opening the upper door). 
l?aula! Paula! 

( PAULA enters and throws her arms 
round his neck. She is a young 
woman of about twmty-seven: 
beautiful, fresh, innocent-looking. 
She is in superb evening dress.) 

PAULA. Dearest! 

AUBREY. Why have you come here? 
PAULA. Angry? 

AUBREY. Yes—no. But it’s eleven 
o'clock. 

PAULA (laughing). I know. 

AUBREY. What on earth will Morse 
*think? 


PAULA. Do you trouble yourself 
ab(jut what servants think? 

AUBREY. Of course. 

• 

PAULA. Goose! They’re only ma- 
chines made to wait upon people— 
and to give (jvidence in the Divorce 
Court. (Looking round) Oh, in- 
deed! A snug little dinner! 

AUBREY. Three men. 

PAULA (suspiciously). Men? 

AUBREY. Men. 

pAula (penitently). Ah! (Sitting at 
the table) I’m so hungry. 

AUBREY. Let me get you some game 
pie, or some— 

PAULA. No, no, hungry for this. 
What beautiful fruit! I love fruit 
when it’s expensive. (He clears a 
spaco on the table, places a plate 
before her, and helps her to fruit) 
I haven't dined, Aubrey dear. 

AUBREY. My poor girl! Why? 

PAULA. In the first pltJCe, I forgot to 
order any dinner, and my cook, 
who has always loathed me, 
thought he’d pay me out before 
he departed. 

AUBREY. The beast! • 

PAULA. That’s precisely what I— 

AUBREY. No, Paula! 

• % 

PAULA. What I told»m}^ maid to 
call him. What next will you think 
of me? 

AUBREY. Forgive me. You must be 
starved. 
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PAULA (eating fruit). I didn't care. 
As there was nothing to eat, I sat 
in my best frock, with my toes 
on the dining-room fender, and 
dreamt, oh, such a lovely dinner’ 
party. 

AUBREY. Dear lonely Ijttle woman! 

PAULA. It was perfect. I saw you at 
the end of a very long table, op- 
posite me, and we exchanged sly 
glances now and again over the 
flowers. We were host and hostess, 
Aubrey, and had been married 
about five years. 

AUBREY (kissing her hand). Five 
years. 

PAULA. And on each ;side of us 
was the nicest set imaginable— you* 
know, dearest, the sort of men and 
women that can't be imitated. 

AUBREY. Yes, yes. Eat some more 
fruit. • 

1 

PAULA. But I haven't told you the 
best part of my dream, 

.AUBREY. Tell me. 

PAULA. Well, although we had been 
married only such a few years, I 
seemed to know by the look on 
their faces that none of our guests 
had ever, heard anything— anything 
—anything peculiar about the fas- 
cinating hostess. 

AUBREY. That's just how it will be,, 
Paula. The world moves so quickly. 
That's just how it will be. 

PAULA (with a little grimace). 1 
wonder! (Glancing at the fire) 
Ugh! Do throw another log on. 


AUBREY (mending the fire). There. 
But you musn't be here long. 

PAULA. Hospitable wretch! I've 
something important to tell you. 
No, stay where you are. (Turning 
from him, her face averted) f.ook 
here, that was my dream, Aubrey; 
but the fire went out while I Vv^as 
dozing, and I woke up with a regu- 
lar fit of the shivers. And the result 
of it all was that I ran upstairs and 
scribb^^d you a letter. 

AUBREY. Dear baby! 

PAULA. Remain where you are. 
(Taking a letter from her pocket) 
This is it. I've given you an account 
of myself, furnished you with a list 
of my adventures since I— you 
know. (Weighing the letter in her 
hand) I wonder if it would go for 
a penny. Most of it you're ac- 
quainted with; Tve told you a 
good deal, haven't I? 

AUBREY. Oh, Paula! 

PAULA. What I haven't told you I 
dare say you've heard from others. 
But in case they've omitted any- 
thing— the dears— it's all here. 

f 

AUBREY. In Heaven's name, why 
must you talk like this tonight? 

PAULA. It may save discussion by- 
and-bye, don't you think? (Hold- 
ing out the letter) There you are. 

AUBREY. No, dear, no. 

PAULA. Take it. (He takes the let- 
ter) Read it* through after I've 
gone, and then— read it again, and 
turn the matter over in your mind 
finally. And if, even at the very last 
ihoment, you feel you— oughtn't to 
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go to church with me, send a mes- 
senger to Pont, Street, any time be- 
fore eleven tomorrow, telling me 
that you re afraid, and 1—1*11 take 
the blow. 

AUBREY. Why, what— what do you 
think l*am? 

PAULA. That’s it. It’s because I 
know you’re such a dear good fel- 
low that I want to save you the 
chance of ever feeling soity you 
married me. I really love you so 
much, Aubrey, that to save you 
that, I’d rather you treated me as— 
as the others have done. 

AUBREY (turning from her with a 
cry), Ohl 

PAULA (after a slight pause). I 
suppose rv6 shocked you. I can’t 
help it if I have. 

(She sitSy with assumed languor 
and indifference. He turns to her, 
advances, and kneels by her. ) 

AUBREY. My dearest, you don’t un- 
derstand me. I— I can’t bear to hear 
you always talking about— what’s 
done with. I tell you I’ll never re- 
member it; Paula, can’t you dis- 
miss it? Try. Darling, if we promise 
each other to forget, to forget, 
we’re bound to be happy. After all, 
it’s a mechanical matter; the mo- 
ment a wretched thought enters 
your head, you quickly think of 
something bright— it depends on 
one’s will. Shall I biyrn this, dear? 
(Referring to the letter he holds in 
his hand) Let me; let me! 

PAULA (with a shrug of the shoul- 
ders). I don’t suppose there’s much 
that’s new to you in it,— just as you 
like. 

(He goes to the fire and burns the 
•letter.) * 


AUBREY. There’s an end of it. (Re- 
turning to her) What’s the matter? 

PAULA (rising, coldly). Oh, noth- 
ing! I’ll go and put my cloak on. 

AUBREY (detaining her). What is 
the matter? ^ 

PAULA. Well, I think you might 
have said, ‘‘You’re very generous, 
Paula,” or at least, “Thank you, 
dear,” when# I offered to set you 
free. 

AUBREY (catching her in his arms). 
Ah! 

PAULA. Ah! ah! Ha! ha! It’s all very 
well, but you don’t know what it 
cost me to make such an offer. I do 
So want to be married. 

AUBREY. But you never imagined—? 

PAULA. Perhaps not. And yet I did 
think of what I’d do at the end of 
our acquaintance if you had pre- 
ferred to behave like the rest. 
(Taking a flower from her bodice.) 

AUBREY. Hush! 

PAULA. Oh, I forgot! • 

AUBREY. What would you have 
done when we parted? 

PAULA. Why, killed myself. 

AUBREY. Paula, dear! 

’ PAULA. It’s true. (Putting the 
flower in his buttonhole) Do you 
know, I feel certain I should lAake 
away with myself if anything seri- 
ous happened to me. 

AUBREY. Anything serious! What, 
has nothing ever been serious to 
you, Paula? 
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PAULA. Not lately; not since a long 
while ago. I njade up my mind then 
to have done with talcing things 
seriously. If I hadn’t, I— However, 
we won’t talk about that. 

\ 

AUBREY. But now, now, life will be 
different to you, W9n’t it—quite 
different? Eh, dear? 

PAULA. Oh, yes, now. Only, Aubrey, 
mind you keep me always happy. 

AUBREY. I will try to. 

PAULA. I know I couldn’t swallow a 
second big dose of misery. I know 
that if ever I felt wretched again 
—truly wretched— I should take a 
leaf out of Connie Tirlemont’s 
book. You remember? They foimd 
her— (With a look of horror.) 

AUBREY. For God’s sake, don’t let 
your thoughts run on such things! 

PAULA (laughing). Ha, ha,' how 
scared you look! There, think of 
the time! Dearest, what will my 
coachman say? My cloak! 

(She runs off, gaily, by the upper 
door. AUBREY looks after her for a 
moment, theM he walks Kip to the 
fire and stands warming his feet 
at the bars. As he does so he raises 
his head and observes the letters 


upon the mantelpiece. He takes 
one down quickly.) 

AUBREY. Ah! Ellean! (Opening the 
letter and reading) “My dear 
father,--A great change has come 
over me. I believe my mother in 
Heaven has spoken to nie, and 
counselled me to turn to you in 
your loneliness. At any rate, your 
words have reached my heart, and 
I no longer feel fitted for this sol- 
emn flfe. I am ready to take my 
place by you. Dear father, will 
you receive me?— ellean.” 

( PAULA re-enters, dressed in a 
handsome cloak. He stares at her 
as if he hardly realised her pres- 
ence.) 

PAULA. What are you staring at? 
Don’t you admire my doak? 

AUBREY. Yes. 

PAULA. Couldn’t you wait till I’d 
gone before reading your letters? 

AUBREY (putting the letter away), 
I beg yoiir pardon. 

PAULA. Take me downstairs to 
the carriage. (Slipping her arm 
through his) How I tease you! 
Tomorrow! I’m so happy! (They 
go out.) 


ACT 'TWO 

A morning-rQom in aubrey tanqueray’s house, *"Highercoombe,** near 
WUlowmere, Surrey— a bright and prettily furnished apartment of irregu- 
lar shape, with doubte doors opening into a small hall at the back, another 
door on the left, and a large recessed window through which is obtained 
a view of extensive grounds. Everything about the room is charming and 
graceful. The fire is burning in the gtate, and a small table is tastefully. 
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laid for breakfast. It is a morning in early spring, and the sun is streaming 
til through the window. 

AUBREY and PAULA are seated at breakfast, and aubrey is silently read- 
ing his letters. Two servants, a man and a woman, hand dishes and then 
retire. After a little while aubrey put^ his letters aside and looks across 
tOkthe window. ,, 


AUBREY. Sunshine! Spring! 

PAULA (glancing at the clock). Ex- 
actly six minutes. 

AUBREY. Six minutes? 

PAULA. Six minutes, Aubrey dear, 
since you made your last remark. 

AUBREY. I beg your pardon: I was 
reading my letters. Have you seen 
Ellean this morning? 

PAULA (coldly). Your last observa- 
tion but one was about Ellean. 

AUBREY. Dearest, what shall I talk 
about? 

PAULA. Ellean breakfasted two 
hours ago, Morgan tells me, and 
then went out walking with her 
dog. 

AUBREY. She wraps up warmly, I 
hope; this sunshine is deceptive. 

PAULA. I ran about the lawn last 
night, after dinner, in satin shoes. 
Were you anxious about me? 

AUBREY. Certainly. • 

PAULA (melting). Really? 

AUBREY. You make me wretchedly 
anxious; you delight in doing in- 
cautious things. You are incurable. 

PAULA. Ah, what a beast I am! (Go- 
ring to him and kissing him, theA 


glancing at the letters by his side) 
A letter from Cayley? 

AUBREY. He is staying very neat 
here, with Mrs. — Very near here. 

PAULA. With the lady whose chim- 
neys we have the honour of con- 
templating from our windows? 

• 

AUBREY. With Mrs. Cortelyon— yes. 

PAULA. Mrs. Cortelyon! The woman 
Avho migh? have set the example 
of calling on me when we first 
threw out roots in this deadly- 
lively soil! Deuce take Mrs. Cor- 
telyon! 

AUBREY. Hush! my dear girl! 

PAULA (returning to her seat). Oh, 
I know she s an old acquaintance 
of yours— and of the first Mrs. 
Tanquerj^. And she joins tlie rest 
of "em in slapping the second Mrs, 
Tanqueray in the face. However, 
I have my revenge— she’s six-and- 
forty, and I wish nothing worse te 

happen to any woman. 

• 

AUBREY. Well, she’s going *to town, 
Cayley says here, and his visit’s at 
an end. He’s coming over this 
morning to call on you. Shall we 
*ask him to transfer himself tJ us? 
Do say yes. • • 

PAULA. Yes. 

AUBREY (gladly). Ah, ha! old Cay- 
ley. 
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PAULA (coldly). Hell amuse you. aubrey. Are you— corresponding? 


AUBREY. And* you too. * 

PAULA. Because you find a com- 
panion, shall I be boisterously hi- 
larious? ‘ 

AUBREY. Come, confe! He talks 
London, and you know you like 
that. 

PAULA. London! London or Heaven! 
which is farther from me! 

AUBREY. Paula! 

PAULA. Oh! Oh, I am so bored, 
Aubrey! 

AOTREY (gathering up his letters 
and going to her, leaning over het 
shoulder) . Baby, what can I do for 
you? 

PAULA. I suppose, nothing. You 
have done all you can for me.» 

AUBREY. What do you mean? 

PAULA. You have married me. 

(He walks away from her thought- 
fully, to the writing table. As he 
places his l^ers on the table he 
sees an addressed letter, stamped 
for the post, lying on the blotting- 
book; he picks it up.) 

AUBREY (in an altered tone). 
You've been writing this morning 
before breakfast? 

PAULA (looking at him quickly, 
then away again). Er— that letter# 

:AxmBEY \with the letter in his 
hand). To Lady Orreyed. Why? 

PAULA. Why not? Mabel's an old 
friend of mine. 


PAULA. I heard from 'her yesterday. 
They've just returned from the 
Riviera. She seeans happy. 

AUBREY (sarcastically). That's good 
news. 

PAULA. Why are you always so cut- 
ting about Mabel? She's a kind- 
hearted girl. Everything's altered; 
she eyen thinks of letting her hair 
go back to brown. She's Lady 
Orreyed. She's married to George. 
What's the matter with her? 

AUBREY (turning away). Oh! 

PAULA. You drive me mad some- 
times with the tone you take about 
things! Great goodness,, if you come 
to that, George Orreyed's wife isn't 
a bit worse than yours! (He faces 
her suddenly) 1 suppose I needn't 
have made that observation. 

AUBREY. No, there was scarcely a 
necessity. 

(He throws the letter on to the 
table, and takes up the newspaper. ) 

PAULA. I am very sorry. 

AUBREY. Aw right, dear. 

PAULA (trifling with the letter). I 
—I'd better tell you what I've writ- 
ten. I meant to do so, of course. I 
—I've’ asked the Orreyeds to come 
and stay with* us. (He looks at her, 
and lets the paper fall to the ground 
in a helpless way) George was a 

r t friend of Cayley's; I’m sure 
would b6 delighted to meet 
them here. 

AUBREY (laughing mirthlessly). Ha, 
4ia, ha! They say Orreyed has taken. 
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to tippling at dinner. Heavens 
above! 

PAULA. Oh! IVe no patience with 
you! Youll kill nie with this life! 
{She selects some flowers from a 
vise on the table, cuts and arranges 
them, and fastens them in her bod- 
ice) What is my existence, Sunday 
to Saturday? In the morning, a 
drive down to the village, with the 
groom, to give my orders to the 
tradespeople. At lunch, yop and 
Ellean. In the afternoon, a novel, 
the newspapers: if fine, another 
drive— 1 / fine! Tea— you and Ellean. 
Then two hours of dusk; then din- 
ner— you and Ellean. Then a game 
of Besique, you and I, while Ellean 
reads a religious book in a dull 
corner. Then a yawn from me, an- 
other from you, a sigh from Ellean; 
three figures suddenly rise— ‘'Good 
night, good night, good night!’^ 
(Imitating a kiss) “God bless you!” 
Ah! 

AUBREY. Yes, yes, Paula— yes, dear- 
est— that's what it is now. But by- 
and-bye, if people begin to come 
round us— 

PAULA. Hah! That's where we've 
made the mistake, my friend Au- 
brey! (Pointing to the wfndow) Do 
you believe these people will ever 
come round us? Your former crony, 
Mrs. Cortelyon? Or the grim old 
vicar, or that wife of his whose 
huge nose is positively indecent? 
Or the Ullathornes, or the Gollans, 
or Lady William Petres? I know 
better! And when the young ones 
gradually take the place of the old, 
fliere will still remain the sacred 
tradition that the dreadful person 
who lives at the top of the hill is 
never, under any circumstances, to 
^be called upon! And so we shaU 


go on here, year in and year out, 
until the sap is run out of our lives, 
and we're stale and dry and with- 
ered from sheer, solitary respecta- 
bility. Upon my word, I wonder 
we didn't see that we should have 
been f4^ happier if we'd gone in 
for the devil-may-care, ca/e-living 
sort of hfe ^in town! After all, I 
have a set, and you might have 
joined it. It's true, I did want, 
dearly, dearly, to be a married 
woman, but where's the pride in 
being a married woman among 
married women who are- married? 
If— (Seeing that Aubrey's head 
has sunk into his hands) Aubrey! 
NJy dear boy! You're not— crying? 
(He looks up, with a flushed face. 
ELLEAN enters, dressed very simply 
for walking. She is a low-voiced, 
grave girl vf about nineteen, with 
a*face somewhat resembling a Ma- 
donna. Towards paula her manner 
is cold and distant.) 

AUBREY (in an undertone). Ellean! 

ELLEAN. Gdod morning, papa. 
Good morning, Paula. 

(paula puts her arms round el- 
lean and kisses her. ellean makes 
little response . ) ^ 

PAULA. Good morning. (Brightly) 
We've been breakfasting this side 
of the house, to get the sun. (She 
sits at the piano and rattles at ,a 
gay melodf). Seeing that 
back is turned to them, ellean 
goes to AUBREY and kisses him; he 
returns the kiss almost furtively. 
As they separate, the servants re- 
enter, and proceed to carry out the 
breakfast table.) * • 

AUBREY (to ellean). I gUeSS 
where you've been: there's some 
gorse clinging to your frock. 
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ELLEAN {removing a sprig of gorse 
from her skirt). Rover and I 
walked nearly as far as BlUck 
Moor. The poor fellow has a thorn 
in his pad; I am going up-stairc 
for my tweezers. 

AUBREY. Ellean! (She returns to 
him) Paula is a little depressed 
—out of sorts. She complains that 
she has no companion. 

ELLEAN. I am with Paula nearly all 
the day, papa. 

AUBREY. Ah, but you’re such a little 
mouse. Paula likes cheerful people 
about her. c 

ELLEAN. Fm afraid I am naturally 
rather silent; and it’s so difficult to 
seem to be what one is^not. « 

r 

AUBREY. I don’t wish that, Ellean. 

ELLEAN. I will oflFer to go down to 
the village with Paula this morning 
-shall I? 

AUBREY (touching her hand 
gently). Thank you— do. 

ELLEAN. Wl^n I’ve looked after 
Rover, I’ll come back to Iher. ( She 
goes out; paula ceases playing, 
snd turns on the music-stool, leok- 
ing at AUBREY.) 

PAULA. JVell, have yoif and Ellean 
had your little confidence? 

AUBREY. Confidence? 

PAL^A. Do you think I couldn’t 
feel it, Bke^a pain between my 
shoulders? 

AUBREY. Ellean is coming back in 
a few minutes to be with you. 


(Bending over her) Paula, Paula 
dear, is this how you keep your 
promise? 

PAULA. OhI (Rising impatiently, 
and crossing swiftly to the settee, 
where she sits, moving restlessly) 
I cant keep my promise ;r I am 
jealous; it won’t be smothered. I 
see you looking at her, watching 
her; your voice drops when you 
speak to her. I know how fond you 
are o^that girl, Aubrey. 

AUBREY. What would you have? 
I’ve no other home for her. She is 
my daughter. 

PAULA. She is your saint. Saint 
Ellean! 

AUBREY. You have often told me 
how good and sweet you think her. 

PAULA. Good!— yes! Do you imag- 
ine that makes me less jealous? 
(Going to him and clinging to his 
arm) Aubrey, there are two sorts 
of affection— the love for a woman 
you respect, and the love for the 
woman you— love. She gets the first 
from you: I never can. 

AUBREY. Hush, hush! You don’t 
realise what you say. 

PAULA. If Ellean cared for me only 
a little, it would be different. I 
shouldn’t be jealous then. Why 
doesn’t she care for me? 

AUBREY. She— she— she will, in time. 

PAULA. You can’t say that without 
stuttering. 

AUBREY. Her disposition seems a 
little unresponsive; she resembles 
her mother in many ways; I can 
see it every day^ 
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PAULA. She s marble. It’s a shame, paula. I drive him distracted 


There’s not the slightest excuse; for 
all she knows,’ I’m as much a saint 
as she— only married. Dearest, help 
me to win her over! 

AUBREY. Help you? 

PAULA. You can. Teach her that it 
is her duty to love me; she hangs 
on to every word you speak. I’m 
sure, Aubrey, that the love of a 
nice woman who believed me to 
be like herself would do me a 
world of good. You’d get the bene- 
fit of it as well as I. It would 
soothe me; it would make me less 
horribly restless; it would take this 
—this— mischievous feeling from 
me . ( C oaxingly ) Aubrey ! 

AUBREY. Have patience; everything 
will come right. 

PAULA. Yes, if you help me. 

AUBREY. In the meantime you will 
tear up your letter to Lady Or- 
reyed, won’t you? 

PAULA {hissing his hand). Of 
course I will— anythingl 

AUBREY. Ah, thank you, dearest! 
(Laughing) Why, good gracious! 
—ha, ha!— just imagine ‘‘Saint El- 
lean” and that woman side by side! 

PAULA (going back with a cry). 
Ah! 

AUBREY. What? ^ 

PAULA (passionately). It’s Ellean 
you’re considering, not me? It’s all 
Ellean with you! Ellean! Ellean! 
(ellean re-enters.) * 

ELLEAN. Did you call me, Paula? 
(Clenching his hands, aubrey turns 
jaway and goes out) Is papa angry?* 


sometimes. There, I confess it! 

* 

ELLEAN. Do you? Oh, why do you? 

PAULA. Because I— because I’m 
jealous.^ 

ELLEAN. Jealbus? 

PAULA. Yes- of you. (ellean is 
silent) Well, what do you think of 
that? 

• 

ELLEAN. I knew it; I’ve seen it. It 
hurts me dreadfully. What do you 
wish me to do? Go away? 

PAULA. Leave us! (Beckoning her 
with a motion of the head) Look 
here! (ellean goes to paula 
slowly and unresponsively) You 
fcould cure me of my jealousy very 
eitsily. Why don’t you— like me? 

ellean. What do you mean by- 
like you? I don’t understand. 

PAULA. Love me. 

• 

ELLEAN. Love is not a feeling that 
is under one’s control. I shall alter 
as time goes on, perhaps. I didn’t 
begin to love my father deeply till 
a few nionths ago, •and then I 
obeyed my mother. 

PAi^LA. Ah, yes, you dream things, 
don’t you— see them in your sleep? 
You fancy your mother speaks to 
you? • 

• ellean. When you have lost your 
mother it is a comfort to believe 
that she is dead only to this Jife, 
that she still waters over her 
child. I do believe that of my 
mother. 

PAULA. Well, and so you haven’t 
been bidden to love me? 
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ELLEAN {after a pause, almost in- 
audibly). No. 

• «. 

PAULA. Dreams are only a hash- 
up of ones day-thoughts, I suppose 
you know. Think intently of any- 
thing, and it’s bound to coAie back 
to you at night. I don’t cultivate 
dreams myself. t 

ELLEAN. Ah, I knew you would 
only sneer! 

PAULA. I’m not srjeering; I’m 
speaking the truth. I say that if 
you cared for me in the daytime 
I should soon make friends with 
those nightmares of yours. Ellean, 
why don’t you try to look on me 
as your second mother? Of course 
there are not many years between 
us, but I’m ever so much older 
than you— in experience. I shall' 
have no children of my own, T 
know that; it would be a real com- 
fort to me if you would make me 
feel we belonged to each other. 
Won’t you? Perhaps you think I’m 
odd— not nice. Well, t\ie fact is I’ve 
two sides to my nature, and I’ve let 
the one almost smother the other. 
A few years ago I went through 
some trouble, and since then I 
haven’t shed, a tear. I believe if 
you put your arms round me just 
once I should run rupstairs and 
have a good cry. There, I’ve talked 
to you as I’ve never talked to a 
woman in my life. ]^llean, you 
seem to^fear me. Donu Kiss me! 
(With a cry, almost of despair, el- 
lean turns from paula and sinks 
on to the settee, covering her face 
with her hands,) , 

PAULA {hfidignantly) , Oh! Why is 
iti How dare you treat me like 
this? What do you mean by it? 
What do you mean? 

(A SERVANT enters,) 


SERVANT. Mr. Drummle, ma’am. 

( CAYLEY DRUMMLE, in riding-dress, 
enters briskly. The * servant 
tires.) 

PAULA {recovering herself). Well, 
Cayley! 

DRUMMLE {shaking hands with her 
cordially). How are you? {Shaking 
hands with ei^lean, who rises) I 
saw you in the distance an hour 
ago, in the gorse near Stapleton’s. 

ellean. I didn’t see you, Mr. 
Drummle. 

DRUMMLE. My dear Ellean, it is my 
experience that no charming young 
lady of nineteen ever does see a 
man of forty-five. {Laughing) Ha, 
Ha! 

ELLEAN {going to thc door) . Paula, 
papa wishes me to drive down to 
the village with you this morning. 
Do you care to take me? 

PAULA {coldly). Oh, by all means. 
Pray tell Watts to balance the cart 
for three. 

(ellean goes out.) 

DRUMMLE. How’s Aubrey? 

PAin.A. Very well— when Ellean’s 
about the house. 

DRUMMLE. And you? I needn’t ask. 

PAXU^A {walkihg away to the win- 
dow). Oh, a dog’s life, my dear 
Cayley, mine. 

DRUMMLE. Eh? 

PAULA. Doesn’t that define a happy 
marriage? I’m sleek, well-kept, 
well-fed, never without a bone to 
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gnaw and fresh straw to lie upon. 
{Gazing out of the window) Oh, 
dear mel 

DRUMMLE. Hm! Well, I heartily 
congratulate you on your kennel. 
The view from the terrace here is 
superl?. 

PAULA. Yes; I can see London. 

DRUMMLE. London! Not quite so 
far, surely? • 

PAULA. I can. Also the Mediter- 
ranean, on a fine day. I wonder 
what Algiers looks like this morn- 
ing from the sea! (Impulsively) 
Oh, Cayley, do you remember 
those jolly times on board Peter 
Jarmans yacht when we lay 
oflF— ? (Stopping suddenly, seeing 
DRUMMLE staring at her) Good 
gracious! What are we talking 
about! 

(AUBREY enters,) 

AUBREY (to DRUMMLE). Dear old 
chap! Has Paula asked you? 

PAULA. Not yet. 

AUBREY. We want you to come to 
us, now that youre leaving Mrs. 
Cortelyon— at once, today. Stay a 
month, as long as you please— eh, 
Paula? 

PAULA. As long as you can possibly 
endure it— do, Caylej^. 

DRUMMLE (looking at AUBREY), 

Delighted. (To paula) Charming 
of you to have me. 

PAXJLA. My dear man, youre a 
blessing. 1 must telegraph to Lon- 
don for more fish! A strange appe- 
tite to cater for! Something to dcf, 


to do, to do! (She goes out in a 
mood of almost childish delight.) 

DRUMMLE (eyeing aubrey). Well? 

• 

AUBREY (with a wearied anxious 
look), Well, Cayley? 

DRUMMLE. bow are you getting 
on? 

AUBREY. My position doesn’t grow 
less diflBcult^ I told you, when I 
met you last week, of this feverish, 
jealous attachment of Paula’s for 
Ellean? 

DRUMMLE. Yes. I hardly know why, 
but I came to the conclusion that 
you don’t consider it an altogether 
fortunate attachment. 

AUBREY. Ellean doesn’t respond to 
it. 

DRUMMLE. These are early days. 
Elleaji will warm towards your 
wife by-and-Jbye. 

AUBREY. Ah, but there’s the ques* 
tion, Cayley! 

DRUMMLip. What quq^tion? 

AUBREY. The question which posi- 
tively distracts me. Ellean is so dif- 
ferent from— most women; I don’t 
believe a purer creature exists out 
of heaven. And I— I ask myself, am 
I doing right in exposing her to the 
influence of poor Paula’s light, 
careless nature? 

► » 
DRUMMLE. My dear Aubrey! 

AUBREY. That shocks youl So it 
does me. I assure you 1 long to 
urge my girl to break down the 
reserve which keeps her apart from 
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Paula, but somehow I can t do it 
—well, I don’t do it. How can I 
make you understand? But when 
you come to us you’ll understand 
quickly enough. Cayley, there’i 
hardly a subject you can broach 
on which poor Paula hasr?t some 
strange, out-of-the-wa^ thought to 
give utterance to; some curious, 
warped notion. They are not mere 
worldly thoughts— unless, good 
GodI they belong to the little hell- 
ish world which our blackguardism 
has created: no, her ideas have 
too little calculation in them to be 
called worldly. But it makes it the 
more dreadful that such thoughts 
should be ready, spontaneous; that 
expressing them has become a per- 
fectly natural process; that her 
words, acts even, have almost lost 
their proper significance for her,* 
and seem beyond her control. Ah, 
and the pain of listening to it all 
from the woman one loves, the 
woman one hoped to make happy 
and contented, who is really,, and 
truly a good woman, as it were, 
maimed! Well, this is my burden, 
and I shouldn’t speak to you of it 
but for my anxiety about Ellean. 
Ellean! What is to be her future? 
It is in my bands; whatr am I to 
do? Cayley, when I remember how 
Ellean comes to me, from another 
world I always think— when I real- 
ise the charge that’s laid on me, I 
find myself wishing, in a sort of 
terror, that my child were safe 
under the groundl 

DRUMMLE. My dear Aubrey, aren’t 
yoUfmaking a mistake? , 

AUBREY, ^ery likely. What is it? 

DRUMMLE. A mistake, not in re- 
arding your Ellean as an angel, 
ut in believing that, under any 


circumstances, it would be possible 
for her to go through life without 
getting her white robe— shall we 
say, a little dusty at the hem? 
Don’t take me for a cynic. I am 
sure there are many women uppn 
earth who are almost divinely in- 
nocent; but being on earth, they 
must send their robes to the laun- 
dry occasionally. Ah, and it’s right 
that they should have to do so, for 
what can they learn from the 
checking of their little washing- 
bills but lessons of charity? Now 
I see but two courses open to you 
for the disposal of your angel. 

AOTREY. Yes? 

DRUMMLE. You must either restrict 
her to a paradise which is, like 
every earthly paradise, necessarily 
somewhat imperfect, or treat her 
as an ordinary flesh-and-blood 
young woman, and give her the 
advantages of that society to which 
she properly belongs. 

AUBREY. Advantages? 

DRUMMLE. My dear Aubrey, of all 
forms of innocence mere ignorance 
is the least admirable. Take my 
advice, let her walk and talk and 
suffer and be healed with the great 
crowd. Do it, and hope that shell 
some day meet a good, honest fel- 
low who’ll make her life complete, 
happy, secure. Now you see what 
I’m driving at. 

AUBREY. A sanguine programme, 
my dear Cayley! Oh, I’m not pooh- 
poohing it. Putting sentiment aside, 
of course I know that a fortunate 
marriage for Ellean would be the 
best— perhaps the only— solution of 
my diflBculty. But you forget the 
danger of the course you suggest. 
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DRUMMLE. Danger? 

AUBREY. If Ellean goes among men 
and women^ how can she escape 
from learning, sooner or later, the 
history of— poor Paula’s— old life? 

DRUMMLE. H m! You remember the 
episode of the Jeweller’s Son in the 
Arabian Nights? Of course you 
don’t. Well, if your daughter lives, 
she cant escape— what you’re 
afraid of. (aubrey gives a half- 
stifled exclamation of pair^ And 
when she does hear the story, 
surely it would be better that she 
should have some knowledge of 
the world to help her to under- 
stand it. 

AUBREY. To understand! 

DRUMMLE. To Understand, to— 
philosophise. 

AUBREY. To philosophise? 

DRUMMLE. Philosophy is toleration, 
and it is only one step from tolera- 
tion to forgiveness. 

AUBREY. You’re right, Cayley; I be- 
lieve you always are. Yes, yes. But, 
even if I had the courage to at- 
tempt to solve the problem of 
Ellean’s future in this A^ay, I— I’m 
helpless. 

DRUMMLE. How? 

AUBREY. What means have I now 
of placing my daughter in the 
world I’ve left? 

DRUMMLE. Oh, some friend— some 
woman friend. 

AUBREY. I have none; they’re gone. 

DRUMMLE. You’re wrong there; I 
know one— , 


AUBREY (listening). That’s Paula’s 
cart. Let’s discuss this again. 

• 

DRUMMLE (going up to the win- 
d,ow and looking out). It isn’t the 
dog-cart. (Turning to aubrey) I 
hope )fbu’ll forgive me, old chap. 

AUBREY. What for? 

DRUMMLE. Whose wheels do you 
think have been cutting ruts in 
your immaculate drive? 

(A SERVAN^ enters.) 

SERVANT (to aubrey). Mrs. Cor- 
telyon, sir. 

AUBREY. Mrs. Cortelyon! (After a 
short pause) Very well. (T/ie serv- 
ant withdraws) What on earth is 
•the meaning of this? 

DRUMMLE. Ahem! While I’ve been 
our old friend’s guest, Aubrey, we 
have very naturally talked a good 
deal about you and yours. 

AUBREY. Indeed, have you? 

DRUMMLE. Yes; and Alice Cortel- 
yon has arrived at the conclusion 
that it would have been far kinder 
had she called on Mfs. Tanqueray 
long ago. She’s going abroad for 
Easter before settling down in Lon- 
doh for the season, and I believe 
she has come over this morning to 
ask for Lilian’s companionship. * 

« 

AUBREY. Oh, I see!’ (Frowning) 
Quite a friendly little conspiracy, 
my dear Cayley! 

* DRUMMLE. Conspiracy! Not al: alb 
I assure you. (Laughing) Ha, ha! 
(ellean enters from the hall with 
MRS. CORTELYON, a hcndsome, 
good-humoured, spirited woman of 
about forty-five.) 
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ELLEAN. Papa— 

MRS. CORTELYON (tO AUBREY, shok- 

ing hands with him heartily). 
Well, Aubrey, how are you? IVe, 
just been telling this great girl of 
yours that I knew her whiin she 
was a sad-faced, pale baby. How 
is Mrs. Tanqueray? I have been a 
bad neighbour, and Im here to beg 
forgiveness. Is she indoors? 

AUBREY. She’s upstairs putting on a 
hat, I believe. ^ 

MRS. CORTELYON (sitting Comfort- 
ably). Ahl (She looks round: 
DRUMMLE and ELLEAN are talking 
together in the hall) We used to 
be very frank with each other, 
Aubrey. I suppose the old footing 
is no longer possible, eh^ , 

AUBREY. If SO, I’m not entirely to 
blame, Mrs. Cortelyon. 

MRS. CORTELYON. Mrs. Cortelyon? 
H’m! No, I admit it. But you fnust 
make some little allowance for me, 
Mr, Tanqueray. Your first wife and 
I, as girls, were like two cherries 
on one stalk, and then I was the 
confidential friend of your married 
life. That posf, perhaps, wasn’t al- 
together a sinecure. And now— well, 
when a woman gets to my agq I 
suppose she’s a stupid, prejudiced, 
copventional creature. However, 
I’ve got over it and— (giving him 
her hand)— I hope you’ll be enor- 
mously happy and let me be a 
friend once more. 

AUB&Y. Thank you, Alice. 

c « 

MRS. CORTELYON. That’s right. I 
feel more cheerful than I’ve done 
for weeks. But I suppose it would 
j^rve, me right if tte second Mrs. 


Tanqueray showed me the door. 
Do you tnink she will? 

AUBREY (listening). Here is my 
wife. (mrs. cortelyon rises, arid 
PAULA enters, dressed for driving; 
she stops abruptly on seeing mr^. 
cortelyon) Paula, dear, Mr^. Cor- 
telyon has called to see you. 
(pAtJLA starts, looks at mrs. cor- 
telyon irresolutely, then after a 
slight pause barely touches mrs. 
cortei^yon’s extended hand.) 

PAULA (whose manner now alter- 
nates between deliberate insolence 
and assumed sweetness). Mrs. 
— ? What name, Aubrey? 

AUBREY. Mrs. Cortelyon. 

PAULA. Cortelyon? Oh, yes. Cor- 
telyon. 

MRS. cortelyon (carefully guard- 
ing herself throughout against any 
expression of resentment). Aubrey 
ought to have told you that Alice 
Cortelyon and he are very old 
friends. 

PAULA. Oh, very likely he has men- 
tioned the circumstance. I have 
quite a wretched memory. 

c 

MRS. CORTELYON. You know we are 
neighbours, Mrs. Tanqueray. 

PAULA. Neighbours? Are we really? 
Won’t you sit down? (They both 
sit) Neighbours! That’s most inter- 
• esting! * 

MRS. CORTELYON. Very near neigh- 
bours. You can see my roof from 
your windows.- 

FAULA. I fancy I have observed a 
roof. But you have been away from 
liome; you have only just returned 
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MRS. CORTELYON. I? What malccs 
you think that? 

PAULA. Why, because it is two 
months since we came to Higher- 
coombe, and I don’t remember 
your having called. 

MRS. CORTELYON. Your memory is 
now terribly accurate. No, IVe not 
been away from home, and it is to 
explain my neglect that I am here, 
rather unceremoniously, thi% morn- 
ing. 

PAULA. Oh, to explain— quite so. 
(With mock solicitude) Ah, you’ve 
been very ill; I ought to have seen 
that before. 

MRS. CORTELYON. IllI 

PAULA. You look dreadfully pulled 
down. We poor women show ill- 
ness so plainly in our faces, don’t 
we? 

AUBREY (anxiously), Paula dear, 
Mrs. Cortelyon is the picture of 
health. 

MRS. CORTELYON (with SOmC OS- 

parity), I have never felt better in 
my life. 

PAULA (looking round innocently). 
Have I said anything awkward? 
Aubrey, tell Mrs. Cortelyon how 
stupid and thoughtless I always 
am! 

• 

MRS. CORTELYON (tO DRUMMLE, 

who is now standing close to her). 
Really, Cayley— 1 (He soothes her 
with a nod and smile and a motion 
of his finger to his lip) Mrs. Tan- 
queray, I am afraid my explanation 
will not be quite so satisfactory as 
either of those you have just helped 


me to. You may have heard— but, 
if you have heard, you have doubt- 
lerffe forgotten— that twenty years 
ago, when your husband first lived 
here, I was a constant visitor at 
Highercoombe. 

PAULA. Twenty years ago— fancy! 
I was a naftghty little child then. 

MRS. CORTELYON. Possibly. Well, at 
that time, and till the end of her 
life, my affections were centred 
upon the lafly of this house. 

PAULA. Were they? That was very 
sweet of you. 

(ellean approaches mrs. cortel- 
'An, listening intently to her,) 

MRS. CORTELYON. I will say no 
more on that score, but I must add 
‘this: when, two months ago, you 
chme here, I realised, perhaps for 
the first time, that I was a middle- 
aged woman, and that it had be- 
come impossible for me to accept 
without some effort a breaking-in 
upon many, tender associations. 
Tnere, Mrs. Tanqueray, that is my 
confession. Will you try to under- 
stand it and pardon me? 

PAULA (^catching evlean,— sneer- 
ingly), Ellean dear, you appear to 
be very interested in Mrs. Cortel- 
yon’s reminiscences; I don’t think 
I can do better than make you my 
mouthpiece— there is such sym- 
pathy between us. What» do you 
say— can we bring ourselves to for- 
give Mrs. Cortelyon for neglecting 
us for two weary months? 

*MRS. CORTELYON (tO ELLEAN, 

antly). Well, Ellean?*(Witft a little 
cry of tenderness ellean impul^ 
sively sits beside mrs. cortelyon 
and takes her hand) My dear 
childl 
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PAULA (in an undertone to Au- 
brey). Ellean isn't so very slow in 
taking to Mrs. CortelyonI 

MRil. CORTELYON (tO PAULA and 

auprey). Come, this encourages 
me to broach my schemll. Mrs. 
Tanqueray, it strikes me that you 
two good people are Jiist now ex- 
cellent company for each other, 
while Ellean would perhaps be 
glad of a little peep into the world 
you are anxious to avoid. Now, I'm 
going CO Paris tomorrow for a week 
dr two before settling down in 
Chester Square, so— don’t gasp, 
both of you!— if this girl is willing, 
and you have made no other af- 
rangements for her, will you let her 
come with me to Paris, and after- 
wards remain with me in town dur- 
ing the season? (elleaK utters an^ 
exclamation of surprise, paula is 
silent) What do you say? 

AUBREY. Paula— Paula dear. (Hesi- 
tatingly) My dear Mrs. Cortelyon, 
this is wonderfully kind of you; I 
am really at a loss to*^h, Cayley? 

URUMMLE (watching paula appre- 
hensively). Kindi Now I must say 
I don't think so! I begged Alice to 
take me to PSris, and she* declined. 
I am thrown over for Ellean! Ha! 
ha! 

ft 

MRS. CORTELYON (laughing) . What 
nonsense you talk, Cayley! 

(The laughter dies out. paula re- 
mains quite still.) 

AUBREY. Paula dear. 

PAULA (slowly collecting herself). 
One momSnt?!— I don't quite— (To 
MRS. cortelyon) You propose that 
Ellean leaves Highercoombe al- 
most at once, and remains with 
you some months? 


MRS. CORTELYON. It would be a 
mercy to me. You can afford to be 
generous to a desolate old widow. 
Come, Mrs. Tanqueray, won't you 
spare her? 

PAULA. Won't I spare her. (Stis- 
piciouslxj) Have you me»tioned 
your plan to Aubrey— before I 
came in? 

MRS. CORTELYON. No, I had no op* 
portuijity. 

PAULA. Nor to Ellean? 

liCRS. CORTELYON. Oh, nO. 

PAULA (looking about her in sup- 
pressed excitement). This hasn't 
been discussed at all, behind my 
back? 

MRS. CORTELYON. My dear Mrs. 
Tanqueray! 

PAULA. Ellean, let us hear your 
voice in the matter! 

ELLEAN. I should like to go with 
Mrs. Cortelyon— 

PAtn.A. Ah! 

ELLEAN. That is, if— if— 

PAULA. If— what? 

ELLEAN (looking towards aubrey, 
appealingly). Papa! 

« 

PAULA (in a hard voice). Oh, of 
course— I forgot. (To aubrey) My 
dear Aubrey, it rests with you, nat- 
urally, whether I am— to lose— El- 
lean. 

AUBREY. Lose Ellean! (Advancing 
to paula) There is no question of 



THE SECOND MRS. TAN^UERAY 


losing Eliean. You would see El- 
lean in town constantly when she 
returned from Paris; isn’t that so, 
Mrs. Cortelyon? 

MBS. CORTELYON. Certainly. 

PAULA* (laughing softly). Oh, I 
didn’t know I should be allowed 
that privilege. 

MRS. CORTELYON. Privilege, my 
dear Mrs. Tanqueray! • 

PAULA. Ha, ha! that makes all the 
difference, doesn’t it? 

AUBREY (with assumed gaiety). All 
the difference? I should think so! 
(To ELLEAN, laying his hand upon 
her head tenderly) And you are 
quite certain you wish to see what 
the world is like on the other side 
of Black Moor! 

ELLEAN. If you are willing, papa, I 
am quite certain. 

AUBREY (looking at paula irreso- 
lutely, then speaking with an ef- 
fort). Then I— I am willing. 

PAULA ( rising and striking the 
table lightly with her clenched 
hand). That decides it! (There is 
a general movement. Excitedly to 
MRS. CORTELYON, who odvances 
towards her) When do you want 
her? 

MRS. CORTELYON. We go to town 
this afternoon at five o’clock, and 
sleep tonight at Bayliss’s. There is 
barely time for her to make her 
preparations. 

PAULA. I will undertake that she is 
ready. 


33 

MRS. CORTELYON. I’ve a great deal 
to, scramble through at home too, 
as you may guess. Good-bye! 

PAULA (turning away). Mrs. Cor- 
telyon tis going. ( PAULA stands 
looking out of the window, with 
her back to^those in the room.) 

MRS. CORTELYON (tO DRUMMLE). 

Cayley— 

DRUMMLE (to her). Eh? 

MRS. CORTELYON. I’ve gone through 
it, for the sake of Aubrey and his 
child, but I— I feel a hundred. Is 
that a mad-woman? 

DRUMMLE. Of course; all jealous 
women arp mad. (He goes out 

*with AUBREY.) 

MRS. CORTELYON (hesitatingly, tc 
paula). Good-bye, Mrs. Tam 
queray. 

(pAt^LA inclines her head with the 
slightest possible movement, then 
resumes her former position, el- 
LEAN comes from the hall and takes 
MRS. CORTELYON out of the room.. 
After a brief silence, paula turns 
with a ferce cry, md hurriedly 
takes off her coat and hat, ana 
tosses them upon the settee.) 

PAULA. Who’s that? Oh! Oh! OhI 
(She drops into the chair as au- 
BREY returns; he stands looking at 
her.) 

AUDREY. I— you have altered your 
mind about going out? ^ 

PAULA. Yes. Please totting the beU- 

AUBREY (touching the bell). You 
are angry about Mrs. Cortelyom 
and Eliean. Let me try to explain 
my reasons— 
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PAUIA. Be careful what you say to 
me just now! I have never felt lijce 
this—except once— in my life. Be 
careful what you say to me! 

(A SERVANT enters,) 

• 

PAULA (rising). Is Watts at the 
door with the cart? % 

SERVANT. Yes, ma’am. 

PAxniA. Tell him to drive down to 
the post-oflSce directly with this. 
(Picking up the letter which has 
been lying upon the table.) 

AUBREY. With that? 

# 

PAULA. Yes. My letter to Lady Or- 
reyed. (Giving the letter to the 
SERVANT, who goes out.) 

AUBREY. Surely you don’t wish me 
to countermand any order of yours 
to a servant? Call the man back- 
take the letter from himi 

PAULA. I have not the^ slightest in- 
tention of doing so. 

AUBREY. I must, then. (Going to 
the door. She snatches up her hat 
and coat and follows him) What 
are you going to do? 

PAULA. If you stop that letter^, I 
walk out of the house. (He hesi- 
tates, then leaves the dgor.) 

% 

AUBREY. 1 am right in believing 
that to be the letter inviting 
George Orreyed and his wife to 
stay there, am I not? , 

PAULA. OH; j^s— quite right. 

AtTBREY. Let it go; ni write to him 
by-and-bye. 

PAULA (facing him). You darel 


AUBREY. Hush, Paulal 

PAULA. Insult me again and, upon 
my word. I’ll go straight out of the 
housel 

r 

AUBREY. Insult you? 

PAULA. Insult me! What else is it? 
My God! what else is it? What do 
you mean by taking Ellean from 
me? 

AUBREY. Listen—! 

PAULA. Listen to me! And how do 
you take her? You pack her off in 
the care of a woman who has de- 
liberately held aloof from me, 
who’s thrown mud at me! Yet this 
Cortelyon creature has only to put 
foot here once to be entrusted with 
the charge of the girl you know I 
dearly want to keep near me! 

AUBREY. Paula dear! hear me— I 

PAULA. Ah! of course, of course! I 
can’t be so useful to your daughter 
as such people as this; and so I’m 
to be given the go-by for any town 
friend of yours who turns up and 
chooses to patronise us! Hah! Very 
well, at any rate, as you take El- 
lean from me you justify my look- 
ing for companions where I can 
most readily find ’em. 

AUBREY. You Wish me to fully ap- 
preciate your reason for sending 
that letter to Lady Orreyed? 

PAULA, Precisely— I do. 

AUBREY. And could you, after all, 
go back to associates of that order? 
It’s not possible! 
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PAULA (mockingly). What, not aubrey. Paulal 
after the refining influence of these ^ 

intensely respectable surroundings? paula {violently). Well seel (She 
(Going to the door) Well seel goes out. He stands still looking 

after her.) 


ACT THREE 

The drawing-room at “Higher coombe** Facing the spectator are two large 
French windows, sheltered by a verandah, leading^into the garden; on the 
right is a door opening into a small hall. The fireplace, with a large mirror 
above it, is on the left-hand side of the room, and higher up in the same 
wall are double doors recessed. The room is richly furnished, and every- 
thing betokens taste and luxury, The^windows are open, and there is 
moonlight in the garden. 

LADY ORREYED, a pretty, affected doll of a woman, with a mincing voice 
and flaxen hair, is sitting on the ottoman, her head resting against the 
drum, and her eyes closed, paula, looking pah, worn, and thoroughly 
unhappy, is sitting at a table. Both arq in sumptuous dinner-gowns. 


LADY ORREYED (opening her eyes). 
Well, I never! I dropped off! 
(Feeling her hair) Just fancy! 
Where are the men? 

PAULA (icily). Outside, smoking. 
(A SERVANT enters with coffee, 
which he hands to lady orreyed. 
SIR GEORGE ORREYED comcs in by 
the window. He is a man of about 
thirty-five, with a low forehead, a 
receding chin, a vacuous expres- 
sion, and an ominous redness about 
the nose.) 

LADY ORREYED (tqking coffec) . 
Here’s Dodo. 

sm GEORGE. I say, the flies under 
the verandah make you swear. 
( The SERVANT hafids coffee to 
PAULA, who declines it, then to 
sm GEORGE, who takes a cup) Hi! 
wait a bit! (He looks at the tray 
searchingly, then puts back h& 


cup) Never mind. (Quietly to 
LADY orreyed) I say, they’re 
dooced sparin’ with their liqueur, 
ain’t they? » 

(The servant goes out at win- 
dow.) 

PAULA (to sm GEORGE). Won’t you 
take co^e, George?* 

SIR GEORGE. No, thanks. It’s gettin” 
near time for a whiskey and potass. 
(Approaching paula, regarding 
LADY orreVed admiringly) I say. 
Birdie looks rippin’ tonight, don’t 
she? 

.PAULA. Your wife? o 

sm GEORGE. Yaas— Birdie. 

PAULA. Rippin’? 
sm GEORGE. Yaas. 
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PAULA. Quite— quite rippin’. 

{He moves round to the settee, 
JPAULA watches him with distaste, 
then rises and walks away, sm 
GEORGE falls asleep on the settee,)* 

LADY ORREYED. Paula love, I fan- 
cied you and Aubrey ^ere a little 
more friendly at dinner. You 
haven’t made it up, have you? 

PAULA. We? Oh, no. We speak 
before others, that’s aV. 

LADY ORREYED. And how long do 
you intend to carry on this game, 
dear? 

9 

PAULA (turning away impatiently), 

[ really can’t tell you. 

r , 

LADY ORREYED. Sit down, old girl* 
don’t be so fidgety, (paula sits on 
the upper seat of the ottoman, 
with her back to lady orreyed) 
Of course, it’s my duty, as an old 
friend, to give you a good talking- 
to— (paula glares at her sudderuy 
and fiercely) --hut really I’ve found 
one gets so many smacks in the 
face through interfering in matri- 
monial squal^les that I’ve deter- 
mined to drop it. 

PAULA. I think you’re wise. • 

LADY ORREYED. Howev.er, I must 
say that* I do wish you’d look at 
marriage in a more solemn light- 
just as I do, in fact. It is such a 
beautiful thing— marriage, and if 
people in our position don’t respect . 
it, and set a f;ood example by liv- 
ing happily with their husbands, 
what can you expect from the 
middle classes? When did this sad 
state of affairs between you and 
Aubrey actually begin? 


PAULA. Actually, a fortnight and 
three days ago; I haven’t calcu- 
lated the minutes. 

LADY ORREYED. A day or two be- 
fore Dodo and I turned up— ar- 
rived. 

PAULA. Yes. One always remem- 
bers one thing by another; we left 
off speaking to each other the 
morning I wrote asking you to visit 

us. ^ 

LADY ORREYED. Lucky for you I 
was able to pop down, wasn’t it, 
dear? 

PAULA (glaring at her again). Most 
fortunate. 

LADY ORREYED. A serious Split With 
your husband without a pal on the 
premises— I should say, without a 
friend in the house— would be most 
unpleasant. 

PAULA (turning to her abruptly). 
This place must be horribly doleful 
for you and George just now. At 
least you ought to consider him 
before me. Why didn’t you leave 
me to my difficulties? 

LADY ORREYED. Oh, wc’re quite 
comfortable, dear, thank you— both 
of us. George and me are so 
wrapped up in each other, it 
doesn’t matter where we are. I 
don’t want to crow over you, old 
girl, but I’ve got a perfect husband. 
(sir GEORGE is now fast asleep, his 
head thrown back and his mouth 
open, looking hideous.) 

PAULA (glancing at sir george). 
So you’ve given me to understand. 

LADY ORREYED. Not that we don’t 
have eur little differences. Why, 
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we fell out only this very morning. 
You remember the diamond and 
ruby tiara Charley Prestwick gave 
poor dear Connie Tirlemont years 
ago, don't you? 

PAULA. No, I do not. 

LADY ORREYED. No? Well, its in 
the market. Benjamin of Piccadilly 
has got it in his shop window, and 
I ve set my heart on it. 

• 

PAULA. You consider it quite neces- 
sary? 

LADY ORREYED. Yes, because what 
I say to Dodo is this— a lady of 
my station must smother herself 
with hair ornaments. It s different 
with you, love— people don’t look 
for so much blaze from you, but 
I’ve got rank to keep up; haven’t 
I? 

PAULA. Yes. 

LADY ORREYED. Well, that was the 
cause of the little set-to between I 
and Dodo this morning. He broke 
two chairs, he was in such a rage. 

I forgot they’re your chairs; do you 
mind? 

PAULA. No. 

LADY ORREYED. YoU knOW, pOOr 

Dodo can’t lose his temper with- 
out smashing something; if it isn’t 
a chair, it’s a mirror; if it isn’t that, 
it’s china— a bit of Dresden for 
choice. Dear old pet! he loves a 
bit of Dresden when he’s furious. 
He doesn’t really throw things at 
me, dear; he simply lifts them up 
and drops them, like a gentleman. 

I expect our room upstairs will 
look rather wrecky before I get 
that tiara. • 


PAULA. Excuse the suggestion; per- 

* haps your husband can’t afford it. 

LADY ORREYED. Oh, how dreadfully 
•changed you are, Paula! Dodo can 
always mortgage something, or 
borrow of his ma. What is coming 
to you! ^ 

PAULA. Ah! {She sits at the piano 
and touches the keys.) 

LADY ORREjED. Oh, yes, do play! 
That’s the one thing I envy you for. 

PAULA. What shall I play? 

\ADY ORREYED. What was that 
heavenly piece you gave us last 
night, dear? 

* PAULA. A* bit of Schubert. Would 
you like to hear it again? 

LADY ORREYED. You don’t loiow any 
comic songs, do you? 

PAULA. I’m afraid not. 

LADY ORREYED. I leave it to you. 

( PAULA plays. AUBREY Oud CAYLEY 
DRUMMLE appear outside the win- 
dow; they look into4he room.) 

AUBREY {to DRUMMLE ). YoU Can 
see her face in that mirror. Poor 
girl, how ill and wretched she 
looks. 

DRUMMLE. When are the Orreyeda 
going? 

* AUBREY. Heaven knows! {Entering 

the room.) • • 

DRUMMLE. But yourc entertaining 
them; what’s it to do with heaven? 
(Following AUBREY.) 
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AX^BREY. Do you kuow, Cayley, 
that even the Orreyeds serve a 
use^ purpose? My wife actually 
m^diks to me before our guests— 
think of that I Ive come to rejoice* 
at the presence of the Orj-eyedsl 

DRUMMLE. I dare say; ye re taught 
that beetles are sent for a benign 
end. 

AUBREY Cayley, talk to Paula again 
tonight. « 

DRUMMLE. Certainly, if I get the 
chance. 

AUBREY. Let's contrive it. George 
is asleep; perhaps I can get that 
doll out of the way. (As they 
advance into the room, paula 
abruptly ceases playing' and jinds* 
interest in a volume of music. siR 
GEORGE is now nodding and snor- 
ing apoplectically) Lady Orreyed, 
whenever you feel inclined for a 
game of bdliards I m at your rerv- 
ice. , 

LADY ORREYED (jymping up). 
Charmed, Tm sure! I really thought 

i rou'd forgotten poor little me. Oh, 
ook at Dodol. « 

AUBREY. No, no, don't wake him; 
he's tired. 

LADY ORREYED. I mUSt, he looks SO 
plain. (l(ousing sir george) Dodo! 
Podo! 

SIR GEORGE (stupidly) . 'Ullo! 

LADY orrIyed. Dodo dear, you 
wqre snoring. 

GEORGE. Oh, I say, you could 'a 
told me that by-and-bye. 


AUBREY. You want a cigar, George; 
•come into the billiard-room. (Gfo- 
tng his arm to lady orreyed) Cay- 
ley, bring Paula, (aubrey and 
LADY orreyed gO OUt.) 

sm GEORGE (rising). Hey, what! 
Billiard-room! (Looking at his 
watch) How goes the—? Phew! 
'Ullo, 'Ullo! Whiskey and potass! 
(He goes rapidly after aubrey and 

LADY ORREYED. PAULA teSUmeS 

playing ) 

PAULA (after a pause) . Don't moon 
about after me, Cayley; follow the 
others. 

DRUMMLE. Thanks, by-and-bye. 
(Sitting) That's pretty. 

PAULA (after another pause, stiU 
playing). I wish you wouldn't stare 
so. 

dRummle. Was I staring? I'm 
sorry. (She plays a little longer, 
then stops suddenly, rises, and goes 
to the window, where she stands 
looking out. drummle moves from 
the ottoman to the settee) A lovely 
night. 

PAULA (startled). Oh! (Without 
turning to him) Why do you hop 
about like a monkey? 

drummle. Hot rooms play the 
deuce with the nerves. Now, it 
would have done you good to have 
walked in the garden with us after 
dinner and made merry. Why 
didn't you? 

PAULA. You kriow why. 

drummle. Ah, you're thinking of 
the— difiFerence betv/een you and 
Aubrey? 
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PAULA. Yes, I am thinking of it. 

DRUMMLE.* Well, so am I. How 
long—? 

PAULA. Getting on for three weeks. 

DRUMMLE. Bless me, it must be! 
And this would have been such a 
night to have healed it! Moonlight, 
the stars, the scent of flowers; and 
yet enough darkness to enable a 
Icind woman to rest her hjnd for 
an instant on the arm of a good 
fellow who loves her. Ah, ha! It’s 
a wonderful power, dear Mrs. 
Aubrey, the power of an offended 
woman! Only realise it! Just that 
one touch— the mere tips of her 
fingers— and, for herself and an- 
other, she changes the colour of 
the whole world. 

PAULA {turning to him calmly), 
Cayley, my dear man, you talk 
exactly like a very romantic old 
lady. {She leaves the window and 
sits playing with the knick-knacks 
on the taMe.) 

DRUMMLE {to himself) , H’m, that 
hasn’t done it! Well— ha, ha!— I 
accept the suggestion. An old 
woman, eh? 

0 

PAULA. Oh, I didn’t intend— 

DRUMMLE. But why not? I’ve every 
qualification— well, almost. And I 
confess it would have given this 
withered bosom a throb of grand- 
motherly satisfaction if I could 
have seen you and Aubrey at peace 
before I take my leave tomorrow. 

PAULA. Tomorrow, Cayley! 


PAX7LA. Oh, this house is becoming 
unendurable. 

DRUMMLE. You’re very kind. But 
•you’ve got the Orreyeds. 

TAVuJ {fiercely) , The Orreyeds! I 
—I hate the Orreyeds! I lie awake 
at night, hAing them! 

DRUMMLE. Pardon me, I’ve imder- 
stood that their visit is, in some 
degree, owing to— hem— your sug- 
gestion. * 

PAULA. Heavens! that doesn’t make 
me like them better. Somehow or 
jyiother, I— I’ve outgrown these 
people. This woman— I used to 
think her “jolly!”— sickens me. I 
can’t breathe when she’s near me: 

• the whiff ef her handkerchief turns 
me faint! And she patronises me 
by the hour, until I— I feel my nails 
growing longer with every word 
she speaks! 

DRUMMLE. My dear lady, why on 
earth don’t* you say all this to 
Aubrey? 

PAULA. Oh, I’ve been such an utter 
fool, Cayley! ^ 

DRUMMLE {soothingly). Well, well,, 
mention it to Aubrey! 

PAULA. No, no, you don’t under- 
stand. What do you tlunk I’ve 
done? 

DRUMMLE. Done! What, since you 

• invited the Orreyeds? "" 

PAULA. Yes; I must tell you— 

DRUMMLE. Perhaps you’d better 
not. 


DRUMMLE. I must. 
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PAULA. Look herel I ve intercepted 
some letters from Mrs. Cortelyon 
and Ellean to— him. {Froducfng 
three unopened letters from the 
bodice of her dress) There are the? 
accursed things! From Paris— two 
from the Cortelyon womln, the 
other from Ellean! 

I 

DRUMMLE. But wliy— why? 

PAULA. I don't know. Yes, I do! I 
saw letters coming from Ellean to 
her father; not a line to me— not a 
line. And one morning it happened 
I was downstairs before he was, 
and I spied this one lying with his 
heap on the breakfast-table, and.I 
slipped it into my pocket— out of 
malice, Cayley, pure deviltry! And 
a day or two afterwards I met 
Elwes the postman at the Lodge,* 
and took the letters from him, and 
found these others amongst 'em. I 
.felt simply fiendish when I saw 
them— fiendish! (Returning the let- 
ters to her bodice) And now I 
carry them about wjith me, and 
they're scorching me like a mustard 
plaster! 

DRUMMLE. Oh, this accounts for 
Aubrey not shearing from Paris 
lately! 

PAULA. That's an ingenious conclu- 
sion to arrive at! Of course it does! 
{With an hysterical laugh) Ha, ha! 

DRUMMLE. Well, well! (Laughing) 
Ha, ha, ha! 

PAUi.A (turning upon him). I sup-, 
pose it is ^n^ising! 

DRUMMLE. I beg pardon. 

PAULA. Heaven knows I've little 
enough to brag about! I'm a bad 


lot, but not in mean tricks of this 
sort. In all my life this is the most 
caddish thing I've done. How am I 
to get rid of these letters— that's 
what I want to know? How am I 
to get rid of them? 

DRUMMLE. If I were you I should 
take Aubrey aside and put them 
into his hands as soon as possible. 

PAULA. What! and tell him to his 
face tljat I—! No, thank you. I sup- 
pose you wouldn't like to— 

DRUMMLE. No, DO; I WOn't tOUch 
'em! 

PAULA. And you call yourself my 
friend? 

DRUMMLE (good-humouredly). No, 
I don't! 

PAULA. Perhaps I'll tie them to- 
gether and give them to his man 
in the morning. 

DRUMMLE. That won't avoid an ex- 
planation. 

PAULA (recklessly). Oh, then he 
must miss them— 

DRUMMLE.* And trace them. 

PAULA (throwing herself upon the 
ottoman). I don't care! 

DRUMMLE. I know you don't; but 
let me send h*im to you now, may 
I? 

PAULA. Now! What do you think a 
woman's made of? I couldn't stand 
it, Cayley. I haven't slept for 
nights; and last night there was 
thunder, too! I believe I've got the 
horrors. 
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DRUMMLE (taking the little hand- 
mirror from the table). You 11 sleep 
well enough when you deliver 
those letters. Come, come, Mrs. 
Aubrey— a good night’s rest! (Hold- 
ing the mirror before her face) Its 
quite time. (She looks at herself 
for a moment, then snatches the 
mirror from him.) 

PAULA. You brute, Cayley, to show 
me that! 

» 

DRUMMLE. Then— may I? Be 
jmided by a fr— a poor old woman! 
May I? 

PAULA. You’ll kill me, amongst you! 

DRUMMLE. What do you say? 

PAULA (after a pause). Very well. 
(He nods his head and goes out 
rapidly. She looks after him for a 
moment, and calls **Cayley! Cay- 
ley!** Then she again produces the 
letters, deliberately, one by one, 
fingering them with aversion. Sud- 
denly she starts, turning her head 
towards the door) Ah! 

(AUBREY enters quickly.) 

AUBREY. Paula! 

• 

PAULA (handing him the letters, 
her face averted). There! (He ex- 
amines the letters, puzzled, and 
looks at her enquiringly) They are 
many days old. I stole them, I sup- 
ose to make you ai^ious and un- 
appy. (He looks at the letters 
again, then lays them aside on the 
table.) 

AUBREY (gently). Paula, dear, it 
doesn’t matter. 

PAULA (after a short pause). Why 
—why do you take it like this? * 


AtJBREY. What did you expect? 

PAULA. Oh, but I suppose silent 
reproaches are really the severest. 
And then, naturally, you are itch- 
ing to I open your letters. (She 
crosses the room as if to go.) 

9 

AUBREY. Paula! (She pauses) 
Surely, surely, it’s all over now? 

PAULA. All over! (Mockingly) Has 
my step-daiffghter return^ then? 
When did she arrive? I haven’t 
heard of it! 

AUBREY. You can be very cruel. 

% 

PAm.A. That word’s always on a 
man’s lips; he uses it if his soup’s 
^cold. (Witji another movement as 
if to go) Need we— 

AUBREY. I know I’ve wounded you, 
Paula? But isn’t there any way out 
of this? 

¥ 

PAULA. When does Ellean return? 
Tomorrow? Next week? 

AUBREY (wearily). Oh! Why 
should we grudge Ellean the little 
pleasure “she is likely to find in 
Paris and in London? 

PAULA. I grudge her nothing, if 
that’s a hit at me. But with that 
woman—? 

AUBREY. It must be that woman oi 
another. You know that at present 
we are unable to give Ellean the 
•opportunity of— of— * 

PAULA. Of mixing with respectable 
people. 

AUBREY. The opportunity of gain^ 
ing friends, experience, ordinary 
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knowledge of the world. If you are 
interested in Ellean, can't you see 
how useful Mrs. Cortelyons good 
offices are? 

I 

PAULA. May I put one question? At 
the end of the London season, 
when Mrs. Cortelyon hj^s done with 
Ellean, is it quite understood that 
the girl comes back to us? (aubrey 
is silent) Is it? Is it? 

AUBREY. Let us wait tijl the end of 
the season— 

PAULA. Oh! I knew it. You're only 
fooling me; you put me off with 
any trash. I believe you've sei^ 
Ellean away, not for the reasons 
you give, but because you don’t 
consider me a decent companion 
for her, because you're ‘Afraid she • 
might get a little of her innocence 
rubbed off in my company? Come, 
isn't that the truth? Be honest! 
Isn't that it? 

AUBREY. Yes. {There is a moments 
silence on both sides.)* 

PAULA {with uplifted hands as if 
to strike him). Oh! 

AUBREY {taking her by the orists). 
Sit down. Sit down. {He puts her 
into a chair; she shakes herself free 
with a cry) Now listen to me. Fond 
as you are, Paula, of harking back 
to your past, there's one chapter of 
it you al'Cvays let alone. I've never 
asked you to speak of it; you've 
never offered to speak of it. I mean 
the chapter that relates to the time 
wherfyou were— like Ellean. {She • 
attem^s t(\ rise; he restrains her) 
No> no. 

PAULA. I don't choose to talk about 
that time. 1 won't satisfy your 
curiosi^. 


AUBREY. My dear Paula, I have no 
curiosity— I know what you were 
at Ellean’s age. I'll tell you. You 
hadn't a thought that wasn't a 
wholesome one, you hadn't an im- 
pulse that didn't tend towarcls 
good, you never harboured a no- 
tion you couldn't have gossiped 
about to a parcel of children. {She 
makes another effort to rise: he 
lays his hand lightly on her shoul- 
der) And this was a very few years 
back— there are days now when 
you look like a schoolgirl— but 
think of the difference between the 
two Paulas. You'll have to think 
hard, because after a cruel life, 
one’s perceptions grow a thick skin. 
But, for God’s sake, do think till 
you get these two images clearly 
in your mind, and then ask your- 
self what sort of a friend such a 
woman as you are today would 
have been for the girl of seven or 
eight years ago. 

PAULA {rising). How dare you? I 
could be almost as good a friend 
to Ellean as her own mother would 
have been had she lived. I know 
what you mean. How dare you? 

AUBREY. You say that; very likely 
you believe it. But you're blind, 
Paula; youre blind. You! Every 
belief that a young, pure-minded 
girl holds sacred— that you once 
held sacred— you now make a tar- 
get for a jest, a sneer, a paltry cyni- 
cism. I tell you, you're not mistress 
any longer of your thoughts or your 
tongue. Why, how often, sitting 
between you and Ellean, have I 
seen her cheeks turn scarlet as 
you've rattled off some tale that 
belongs by right to the club or the 
smoking-room! Have you noticed 
the blush? If you have, has the 
c&use of it ever struck you? And 
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this is the girl you say you love, 

I admit that you do love, whose 
love you expect in return! Oh, 
Paula, I make the best, the only, 
excuse for you when I tell you 
you’re blind! 

PAULA. Ellean— Ellean blushes 
easily. 

AUBREY. You blushed as easily a 
few years ago. 

PAULA {after a short pause). Well! 
Have you finished your sermon? 

AUBREY (with a gesture of de- 
spair), Oh, Paula! 

(Going up to the window, and 
standing with his back to the 
room.) 

PAULA (to herself), A few— years 
ago! (She walks slowly towards 
the door, then suddenly drops 
upon the ottoman in a paroxysm of 
weeping) O God! A few years 
ago! 

AUBREY (going to her). Paula! 

PAULA (sobbing). Oh, don't touch 
me! 

AUBREY. Paula! 

PAULA. Oh, go away from me! (He 

f loes back a few steps, and after a 
ittle while she becomes calmer 
and rises unsteadily; then in an 
altered tone) Look here—! (He 
advances a step; she checks him 
with a quick gesture) Look here! 
Get rid of these people— Mabel 
and her husband— as soon as pos- * 
sible! I— I've done. with them! 

AXJBBEY (in a whisper). Paula! 

PAxnLA. And then— then— when the 
time comes for Ellean to leave Mts. 


Cortelyon, give me— give me an- 
other chance! (He advances again, 
but she shrinks away) No, no! 
(She goes out by the door on the 
* right. He sinks on to the settee, 
covering his eyes with his hands. 
There is a brief silence, then a 
SERVANT erfers.) 

SERVANT. Mrs. Cortelyon, sir, with 
Miss Ellean. 

(AUBREY rises to meet mbs. cor- 
telyon, who enters, followed by 
ELLEAN, both being in travelling 
dresses. The servant withdraws.) 

MRS. cortelyon (shaking hands 
with Aubrey). Oh, my dear Au- 
brey! 

AUBREY. Mrs. Cortelyon! (Kissing 
ellean) fellean dear! 

t 

ELLEAN. Papa, is all well at home? 

MRS. CORTELYON. We're shockingly 
anxious. 

t 

AUBREY. Yes, yes, all's well. This 
is quite unexpected. (To mrs. 
cortelyon) You've found Paris 
insufferably hot? 

MRS CORTELYON. Insufferably hot! 
Paris is pleasant enough. We've 
had no letter from you! 

AUBREY. I wrote to Ellean a week 

ago- 

MRS. CORTELYON. Without alluding 
to the subject I had written to you 
upon. 

» 

AxmREY (thinking) of course— 

MRS. CORTELYON. And sincc then 
we've both written, and you've 
been absolutely silent. Oh, it's too 
bad! 
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AUBREY (picking up the letters 
from the table). It isn’t altogether 
my fault. Here are the letters— 

ELLEAN. Papal 

MRS. CORTELYON. They rl un- 
opened. ^ 

AUBREY. An accident delayed their 
reaching me till this evening. Im 
afraid this has upset you very 
much. 

r 

MRS. CORTELYON. Upsct me! 

ELLEAN (in an undertone to mrs. 
CORTELYON). Never mind. Not 
now, dear— not tonight. ^ 

AUBREY. Eh? 

MRS. CORTELYON (tO * ELLEAN, • 

aloud). Child, run away and take 
your things off. She doesn’t look 
as if she’d journeyed from Paris 
today. 

AUBREY. I’ve never seen her with 
such a colour. (Taki'Ag ellean’s 
hands.) 

ELLEAN (to AUBREY, in a faint 
voice). Papa, Mrs. Cortelyon has 
been so very,^ery kind to ‘me, but 
I— I have come home. (She goes 
out.) 

AUBREY. Come home! (To mrs. 
CORTELYON) Ellean returns to us 
then? ‘ 

MRS. CORTELYON. That’s the very 
point I put to you in my letters, 
and you oblige me to travel from € 
Paris to Wil^wmere on a warm 
day to settle it. I think perhaps it’s 
right that Ellean should be with 
you just now, although I— My dear 
friend, circumstances are a little 
altered. 


AUBREY. Alice, you’re in some 
trouble. 

MRS. CORTELYON. Well— yes, I am 
in trouble. You remember pretty 
little Mrs. Brereton who was once 
Caroline Ardale? 

AUBREY. Quite well. 

MRS. CORTELYON. She’s a widow 
now, poor thing. She has the entre- 
sol of the house where we’ve been 
lodging in the Avenue de Fried- 
land. Caroline’s a dear chum of 
mine; she formed a great liking 
for Ellean. 

AUBREY. I’m very glad. 

MRS. CORTELYON. Ycs, it’s nice for 
her to meet her mother’s friends. 
Er— that young Hugh Ardale the 
papers were full of some time ago 
—he’s Caroline Brereton’s brother, 
you know. 

AUBREY. No, I didn’t know. What 
did he do? I forget. 

MRS. CORTELYON. Checked one of 
those horrid mutinies at some far- 
away station in India. Marched 
down with a handful of his men 
and a few fdithful natives, and held 
the place until he was relieved. 
They gave him his company and a 
V.C. for it. 

AUBREY. And he’s Mrs. Brereton’s 
brother? t 

MRS. CORTELYON. Yes. He’s with 
his sister— rather— in Paris. 
He’s home— invalided. Good gra- 
cious, Aubrey, why don’t you help 
me out? Can’t you guess what has 
occurred? 

AtBREY. Alicel 
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MRS. CORTELYON. Young Ardale— 
ElleanI 

AUBREY. An attachment? 

MRS CORTELYON. Yes, Aubrey. 
(After a little pause) Well, I sup- 
pose I ve got myself into sad dis- 
grace. But really I didn’t foresee 
anything of this kind. A serious, 
reserved child like Ellean, and a 
boyish, high-spirited soldier— it 
never struck me as being* likely. 
(AUBREY paces to and fro thought^ 
fully) I did all I could directly 
Captain Ardale spoke— wrote to 
you at once. Why on earth don’t 
you receive your letters promptly, 
and when you do get them why 
can’t you open them? I endured 
the anxiety till last night, and then 
made up my mind— home! Of 
course, it has worried me terribly. 
My head’s bursting. Are there any 
salts about? (aubrey fetches a 
bottle from the cabinet and hands 
it to her) We’ve had one of those 
hateful smooth crossings that won’t 
let you be properly indisposed. 

AUBREY. My dear Alice, I assure 
you I’ve no thought of blaming 
you. 

t 

MRS. CORTELYON. That Statement 
always precedes a quarrel. 

AUBREY. I don’t know whether this 
is the worst or the best luck. How 
will my wife regard it? Is Captain 
Ardale a good fellow? 

MRS. CORTELYON. My dear Aubrey, 
you’d better read up the accounts 
of his wonderful heroism. Face to 
face with deathf for a whole week; 
always with a smile and a cheer- 
ing word for the poor helpless souls 
depending on him! Of course itfs 


that that has stirred the depths of 
yqur child’s nature. I’ve watched 
her while we’ve been dragging the 
^ story out of him, and if angels look 
different from Ellean at that mo- 
ment, Jl don’t desire to meet any, 
that’s all! 

f 

AUBREY. If you were in my posi- 
tion—? But you can’t judge. 

MRS. CORTELYON. Why, if I had a 
marriageable daughter of my own, 
and Captain Ardale proposed for 
her, naturally I should cry my eyes 
out all night— but I should thank 
Heaven in the morning. 

AUBREY. You believe so thoroughly 
in him? 

* MRS. CORTELYON. Do you think I 
should have only a headache at 
this minute if I didn’t! Look here, 
you’ve got to see me down the 
lane; that’s the least you can do, 
my friend. Come into my house for 
a moment and shake hands with 
Hugh. 

AUBREY. What, is he here? 

MRS. CORTELYON. Hc’Kjame through 
with US, to present himself form- 
ally tomorrow. Where are my 
gloves? (aubrey fetches them from 
the ottoman) Make my apologie.*? 
to Mrs. Tanqueray, please. She’s 
well, I hope? (Going toibards the 
door) I can’t feel sorry she hasn’t 
seen me in this condition. 

ELLEAN enters, 

• • 

ELLEAN (to MRS. CORJT^YOn) . I’ve 
been waiting to wish you good 
night. I was afraid I’d missed you. 

MRS. CORTELYON. Cood night, El- 
lean. 
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ELLEAN (in a low voice, embracing 
MRS. cortelyon). I Can’t thapk 
you. Dear Mrs. Cortelyon I 

MRS. CORTELYON (her arms round 
ELLEAN, in a whisper to aitbrey). 
Speak a word to her. (mrs. cor- 
telyon goes out.) \ 

AUBREY (to ELLEAN ). Ellean, I’m 
going to see Mrs. Cortelyon home. 
Tell Paula where I am; explain, 
dear. (Going to the door.) 

ELLEAN (her head drooping). Yes. 
(Quickly) Father I You are angry 
with me— disappointed? 

* 

AUBREY. Angry? No. 

ELLEAN. Disappointed? , 

AUBREY (smiling and going to her 
and taking her hand). If so, it’s 
only because you’ve shaken my be- 
lief in my discernment. I thought 
you took after your poor mother a 
little, Ellean; but there’s a look on 
your face tonight, dear, that I 
never saw on hers— never, never. 

ELLEAN (leaning her head on his 
shoulder). Pfiirhaps I ought not to 
have gone away. 

AUBREY. Hush! you’re quite happy? 
ELLEAN. ^ Yes. 

AUBREY. That’s right. Then, as you 
are quite happy, there is something 
I p^icularly want you to do for^ 
me, Ellean. 

ELLEAN. What is that? 

AUBREY. Be very gentle with Paula. 
Will you? 


ELLEAN. You think I have been 
unkind. 

AUBREY (kissing her upon the fore- 
head). Be very gentle with Paula. 
(He goes out, and she stands look- 
ing after him; then, as she turns 
thoughtfully from the door, a rose 
is thrown through the window and 
falls at her feet. She picks up the 
flower wonderingly and goes to the 
window. ) 

ELLEAN (starting back). HughI 
(HUGH ARDALE, fl handsomc young 
man of about seven-and-twenty, 
with a boyish face and manner, ap- 
pears outside the window.) 

HUGH. Nellyl Nelly dearl 

ELLEAN. What’s the matter? 

HUGH. Hush! Nothing. It’s only 
fun. (Laughing) Ha, ha, ha! I’ve 
found out that Mrs. Cortelyon’s 
meadow runs up to your father’s 
plantation; I’ve come through a 
gap in the hedge. 

ELLEAN. Why, Hugh? 

HUGH. I’m miserable at The War- 
ren; it’s so different from the Ave- 
nue de Friedland. Don’t look like 
that! Upon my word I meant just 
to peep at your home and go back, 
but I saw figures moving about 
here, and came nearer, hoping to 
get a glimpse of you. Was that 

your father r (Entering the room.) 

» 

ELLEAN. Yes. 

HUGH. Isn’t this fun! A rabbit ran 
across my foot while I was hiding 
behind that old yew. 

ELLEAN. You must go away; it’s 
not right for you to be here like 
this. 
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HUGH. But it's only fun, I tell you. 
You take everything so seriously. 
Do wish me good night. 

ELLEAN. We have said good night. 

• 

HUGH. In the hall at The Warren, 
before Mrs. Cortelyon and a man- 
servant. Oh, it s so different from 
the Avenue de Friedlandl 

ELLEAN (giving him her hand 
hastily). Good night, Hugh. 

HUGH. Is that all? We might be the 
merest acquaintances. (He mo- 
mentarily embraces her, but she 
releases herself.) 

ELLEAN. It's when you're like this 
that you make me feel utterly mis- 
erable. (Throwing the rose from 
her angrily) Ohl 

HUGH. I've offended you now, I 
suppose? 

ELLEAN. Yes. 

HUGH. Forgive me, Nelly. Come 
into the garden for five minutes; 
we'll stroll down to the plantation. 

ELLEAN. No, no. 

HUGH. For two minutes— to tell me 
you forgive me. 

ELLEAN. I forgive you. 

HUGH. Evidently. I sha'n't sleep a 
wink tonight after this. What a 
fool I am! Come down to the plan- 
tation. Make it up with me. 

ELLEAN. There is somebody com- 
ing into this room. Do you wish 
to be seen here? • 


HUGH. I shall wait for you behind 
tljat yew tree. You must speak to 
me. Nelly! 

(He disappears, paula enters.) 
PAULA, Ellean! 

ELLEAN. Y^u— you are very sur- 
prised to see me, Paula, of course. 

PAULA. Why are you here? Whj 
aren't you with— your friend? 

• 

ELLEAN. I've come home— if you'll 
have me. We left Paris this morn- 
ing; Mrs. Cortelyon brought me 
back. She was here a minute or two 
cigo; papa has just gone with her 
to The Warren. He asked me to 
tell you. 

* PAULA. There are some people 
staying with us that I'd rather you 
didn't meet. It was hardly worth 
your while to return for a few 
hours. 

> 

ELLEAN. A few hours? 

PAULA. Well, when do you go to 
London? 

ELLEAN.* I don't think I go to Lon- 
don, after all. 

PAULA ( eagerly ) . Y ou— you've 

quarrelled with her? 

ELLEAN. No, no, no, not ‘that; but 
—Paula! (In an altered tone) 
Paula! 

• PAULA (startled). Eh? (eulean 
goes deliberately t^ ^aula and 
kisses her) Ellean! 

ellean. Kiss me. 

PAULA. What— what's come to you? 
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ELLEAN. I want to behave diflFer- 
ently to you in the future. Is it top 
late? 

PAULA. Too— late! (Impulsively 
kissing ellean and crying )c No— 
ao— no! No— no! 

ELLEAN. Paula, don’t cry. 

PAULA (wiping her eyes). Tm a 
little shaky; I haven’t been sleep- 
ing. It’s all right,— talk* to me. 

ELLEAN. There is something I want 
to tell you— 

PAULA. Is there— is there? • 

(They sit together on the ottoman, 
PAULA taking ellean’s hand. ) 

ELLEAN. Paula, in our house in the 
Avenue de Friedland, on the floor' 
below us, there was a Mrs. Brere- 
ton. She used to be a friend of 
my mother’s. Mrs. Cortelyon and 
I spent a great deal of our time 
wim her. c 

PAULA (suspiciously). Oh! (Let- 
ting ellean’s hand fall) Is this lady 
going to take you up in place of 
Mrs. Cortelyou? * 

ELLEAN. No, no. Her brother is 
staying with her— teas staying with 
her. Her brother— (Breaking off in 
confusion. ) 

PAULA. Well? 

ELLEAN (almost inaudibly). Paula— 
(She rises and walks away, paula 
foUouHing her.) 

PAULA. Ellean! (Taking hold of 
her) You’re not in love! (ellean 
looks at, PAULA appealingly) Oh, 
you in l^ve! You! Oh, this is why 
you ve come home! Of course, you 


can make friends with me now! 
You’ll leave us for good soon, I 
suppose; so it doesn’t much matter 
being civil to me for a little while! 

ellean. Oh, Paula! , 

PAULA. Why, how you have de- 
ceived us— all of us! We’ve taken 
you for a cold-blooded little saint. 
The fools you’ve made of us! Saint 
Ellean, Saint Ellean! 

ELLEAN. Ah, I might have known 
you’d only mock me! 

PAULA (her tone changing). Eh? 

ELLEAN. I— I can’t talk to you. 
(Sitting on the settee) You do 
nothing else but mock and sneer, 

‘ nothing else. 

PAULA. Ellean dear! Ellean! I 
didn’t mean it. I’m so horribly 
jealous, it’s a sort of curse on me. 
(Kneeling beside ellean and em- 
bracing her) My tongue runs 
away with me. I’m going to alter, 
I swear I am. I’ve made some good 
resolutions, and as God’s above 
me. I’ll keep them! If you are in 
love, if you do ever marry, that’s 
no reason \rhy we shouldn’t be 
fond of each other. Come, you’ve 
kissed me of your own accord- 
you can’t take it back. Now we’re 
friends again, aren’t we? Ellean 
dear! I want to know everything, 
everything. Ellean dear, Ellean! 

ELLEAN. Paula, Hugh has done 
k something that makes me very 
angry. He came with us from Paris 
today, to see papa. He is staying 
with Mrs. Cortelyon and— I ought 
to tell you— 

PA\JLA. Yes, yes. What? 
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ELLEAN. He has found his way by 
The Warren meadow through the 
plantation up to this house. He is 
waiting to bid me good night. 
(Glancing towards the garden) 

He is— out there. 

• 

PAULA. Oh I 

ELLEAN. What shall I do? 

PAULA. Bring him in to see me! 
Will you? • 

ELLEAN. No, no. 

PAULA. But Im dying to know him. 
Oh, yes, you must. I shall meet 
him before Aubrey does. (Excit- 
edly running her hands over her 
hair) I’m so glad, (ellean goes 
out by the window) The mirror- 
mirror. What a fright I must look! 
('Not finding the hand-glass on the 
table, she jumps on to the settee, 
and surveys herself in the mirror 
over the mantelpiece, then sits 
quietly down and waits) Ellean! 
Just fancy! Ellean! 

(After a pause ellean enters by 
the window with hugh.) 

ELLEAN. Paula, this is Captain Ar- 
dale— Mrs. Tanqueray.* 

( PAULA rises and turns, and she 
and HUGH stand staring blankly at 
each other for a moment or two; 
then PAULA advances and gives 
him her hand,) 

PAULA (in a strange voice, but 
calmly). How do you do? 

HUGH. How do you do? 

PAULA (to ellean). Mr. Ardale 
and I have met in London, Ellean. 
Er— Captain Ardale now? 


HUGH. Yes. 
eLlean. In London? 

• PAULA. They say the world’s very, 
small, don’t they? 

f 

HUGH. Yes. 

f 

PAULA. Ellean, dear, I want to 
have a little talk about you to Mr. 
Ardale — Captain Ardale — alone. 
(Putting her arms round ellean, 
and leading her to the door) 
Come back in a little while, (el- 
lean nods to PAULA with a smile 
and goes out, while paula stands 
watching her at the open door) 
In a little while— in a little— (Clos- 
ing the door and then taking a seat 
facing Hugh) Be quick! Mr. Tan- 

• queray hifs only gone down to The 
Warren with Mrs. Cortelyon. What 
is to be done? 

HUGH (blankly). Done? 

PAXU^A. Done— done. Something 
must be dohe. 

HUGH. I understand that Mr. Tan- 
queray had married a Mrs.— Mrs.— 

PAULA. Jarman? 

HT^H. Yes. 

PAULA. I’d been going by that 
name. You didn’t follow my doings 
after we separated. 

HUGH. No. 

PAULA (sneeringly),J^, 

HUGH. I went out to India. 

PAULA. What’s to be done? 
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HUGH. Damn this chancel 

PAULA. Oh, my GodI ^ 

HUGH. Your husband doesn't know, 
does he? ^ 

PAULA. That you and J— ? 

HUGH. Yes. 

PAULA. No. He knows about others. 

HUGH. Not about me. How long 
were we— ? 

PAULA. I don't remember, exactly. 

« 

HUGH. Do you— do you think it 
matters? 

PAULA. His— his daughter. (With <i 
muttered exclamation he turns 
away, and sits with his head in his 
hands) What's to be done? 

HUGH. I wish I could think. 

PAULA. OhI Oh! What happened 
to that flat of ours in Etnelbert 
Street? 

HUGH. 1 let it. 

PAULA. All that pretty fumiture?i 
HUGH. Sold it. 

PAULA. I came across the key of 
the escritoire the other day in an 
old pursel (Suddenly realising the 
horrqr and hopelessness of her po- ^ 
sition, and starting to her feet with 
an hysterichl cry of rage) What am 
I maundering about? 

HUGH. For God's sake, be quiet! Do 
let jcae think. 


paula. This will send me madl 
(Suddenly turning and standing 
over him) You— you beast, to crop 
up in my life again like this! 

HUGH. I always treated you fairly. 

PAULA (weakly). Oh! I beg your 
pardon— I know you did— I— (She 
sinks on to the settee crying hys- 
terically. ) 

HUGH. ,Hush! 

PAULA. She kissed me tonight! I'd 
won her over! I've had such a fight 
to make her love me! and now- 
just as she's beginning to love me, 
to bring this on her! 

HUGH. Hush, hush! Don't break 
down! 

PAULA (sobbing). You don't know! 
I— I haven't been getting on well in 
my marriage. It's been my fault. 
The life I used to lead spoilt me 
completely. But I'd made up my 
mind to turn over a new leaf from 
tonight. From tonight! 

HUGH. Paula— 

PAULA. Don't you call me that! 

HUGH. Mrs. Tanqueray, there is no 
cause for you to despair in this 
way. It's all right, I tell you— it 
shall be all right. 

PAxn:.A (shivering) . What are we to 
do? 

HUGH. Hold our tongues. 

PAULA. Eh? (Staring vacantly.) 

HUGH. The chances are a hundred 
to one against any one ever turn- 
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ing up who knew us when we were 
together. Besides, no one would be 
such a brute as to split on us. If 
anybody did do such a thing we 
should have to lie! What are we 
imsetting ourselves like this for, 
v^en we Ve simply got to hold our 
tongues? 

PAULA. You’re as mad as I ami 

HUGH. Can you think of a better 
plan? • 

PAXJLA. There’s only one plan pos- 
sible-let’s come to our senses!— Mr. 
Tanqueray must be told. 

HUGH. Your husbandl What, and I 
lose Ellean! I lose ElleanI 

PAULA. You’ve got to lose her. 

HUGH. I won’t lose her; I can’t lose 
herl 

PAULA. Didn’t I read of your doing 
any number of brave things in 
India? Why, you seem to be an aw- 
ful coward! 

HUGH. That’s another sort of pluck 
altogether; I haven’t this sort of 
pluck. * 

PAULA. Oh, I don't ask you to tell 
Mr. Tanqueray. That’s my job. 

HUGH (standing over her). You— 
you— you’d better! Y6u— 

PAULA (rising). Don’t bully me! I 
intend to. 

HUGH (taking hold of her; she 
wrenches herself free). Look here, 
Paula, A never treated you badly— 
youVe^wned it. Why should yoxt 
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want to pay me out like this? You 
dqn’t know how I love Ellean! 

PAULA. Yes, that’s just what I do 
loiow. 

HUGH. I say you don’t! She's as 
good as my, own mother. I’ve been 
downright honest with her, too. I 
told her, in Paris, that I’d been a 
bit wild at one time, and, after a 
damned wretched day, she prom- 
ised to forgive me because of what 
I’d done since in India. She’s be- 
haved like an angel to me! Surely 
I oughtn’t to lose her, after all, just 
because I’ve been like other fellows! 

I haven’t been half as rackety 
as a hundred men we could think 
of. Paula, don't pay me out for 
nothing; be fair to me, there’s a 
•good girl— te fair to me! 

PAULA. Oh, I’m not considering you 
at all! I advise you not to stay here 
any longer: Mr. Tanqueray is sure 
to bQ back soon. 

HUGH (taking up his hat). What’s 
the understanding between us, 
then? What have we arranged to 
do? 

PAULA. I* don’t know^what you’re 
going to do; I’ve got to teU Mr.. 
Tanqueray. 

HUGH. By God, you shall do noth- 
ing of the sort! (Approacl^ing her 
fiercely . ) 

PAULA. You shocking coward! 

HUGH. If you dare! (Going up to 
the window) Mind! K)^u dare! 

PAULA (following him). Why, what 
would you do? 

HUGH (after a short pause, sul 



ARTHUR W. PINERO 


5 ^ 

lenly). Nothing. I'd shoot myself— 
that's nothing. Good night. ^ 

PAULA. Good night. 

(He disappears. She walks un- 


steadily to the ottoman, and sits; 
and as she does so her hand falls 
upon the little silver mirror, which 
she takes up, staring at her own 
reflection , ) 


ACT FOUR 

The drawing room at “Highercoombe,** the same evening, 

PAULA is still seated^on the ottoman, looking vacantly before her, with 
the little mirror in her hand, lady orreyed enters. 


LADY ORREYED. There you are! You 
never came into the billiard roort'i. 
Isn't it maddening— Gayley Brum- 
mie gives me sixty out of a hun- 
dred, and beats me. I n?ust be out 
of form, because I know I play* 
remarkably well for a lady. Only 
l^st month— ( PAULA rises) What- 
ever is the matter with you, old 
girl? 

PAULA. Why? 

LADY ORBEYED (staring). Its the 
light, I suppose, (paula replaces 
the mirror on the table) By Au- 
brey's boltidg from th^ billiard 
table in that fashion I thought 
perhaps— 

PAULA. Yes, it's all right. 

LADY ORREYED. You've patched it 
up? (pAULA nods) Oh, I am jolly 
glad— I I mean— 

PAULA. Yes^ I know what you mean. 
Thanks, Mabel. 

LADY ORREYED (kiSSing PAULA). 
Now take my advice; for the fu- 
ture— ^ 


PAULA. Mabel, if I've been dis 
agreeable to you while you've been 
staying here, I— I beg your pardon. 
(Walking away and sitting down.) 

LADY ORREYED. You disagreeable, 
my dear? I haven't noticed it. Dodo 
and me both consider you make a 
first-class hostess; but then you've 
had such practice, haven't you? 
(Dropping on to the ottoman and 
gaping) Oh, talk about being 
sleepy—! 

PAULA. Why don't you—! 

LADY ORREYED. Why, dear, I must 
hang abou/- for Dodo. You may as 
well know it; he's in one of his 
moods. 

PAULA (under her breath) , Oh—! 

LADY ORREtED. Now, it's not his 
fault; it was deadly dull for him 
while we were playing biUiards. 
Cayley Drummle did ask him to 
mark, but I stopped that; it's so 
easy to make a gentleman look like 
a billiard-marker. This is just how 
it always is; if poor old Dodo has 
nothing to do, ne loses Q||||fnt, as 
Vou may say. ^ y 
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PAULA. HarkI ladyorreyed (rising). Dodo! 


(sir GEORGE ORREYED enters, walk- 
ing slowly and deliberately; he 
looks pale and watery-eyed.) 

sm GEORGE (with mournful indis- 
tinctness) . I’m ’fraid we’ve lef you 
a grea’ deal to yourself tonight, 
Mrs. Tanqueray. Attra’tions of bil- 
liards. I apol’gise. I say, where’s ol’ 
Aubrey? 

PAULA. My husband has» been 
obliged to go out to a neighbour’s 
house. 

SIR GEORGE. I Want his advice on a 
rather pressing matter connected 
with my family— my family. (Sit- 
ting) Tomorrow will do just as 
well. 

LADY ORREYED (tO PAULA). This is 
the mood I hate so— drivelling 
about his precious family. 

SIR GEORGE. The fact is, Mrs. Tan- 
queray, I am not easy in my min’ 
’bout the way I am treatin’ my poor 
ol’ mother. 

LADY ORREYED (tO PAULA ) . Do yOU 

hear that? That’s his mother, but 
my mother he won’t s^ much as 
look at! 

SIR GEORGE. I shall Write to Bruton 
Street firs’ thing in the morning. 

LADY ORREYED (to PAULA ) . Mamma 
has stuck to me throdgh everything 
—well, you know! 

pIR GEORGE. I’ll get ol’ Aubrey to 
figiire out a letter. I'll drop line to 
XJncle Fitz too— dooced shame of 
the ol’ feller to chuck me over in 
this manner. (Wiping his eyes) All 
my fanray have chucked me over. • 


sm GEORGE. Jus’ bccause I’ve mar- 
ried beneath me, to be chucked 
* over! Aunt Lydia, the General, 
Hooky^ Whitgrave, Lady Sugnall— 
my own dear sister!— all turn their 
backs on irjp. It’s more than I can 
Stan’! 

LADY ORREYED (approaching him 
with dignity). Sir George, wish 
Mrs. Tanqufjray good night at once, 
and come upstairs. Do you hear 
me? 

SIR GEORGE (rising angrily) , Wha— ! 

LADY ORREYED. Be quiet! 

SIR GEORGE. You presoom to order 
,me about! » 

LADY ORREYED. You’re making an 
exhibition of yourself! 

SIR GEORGE. Look ’ere—! 

» 

LADY ORREYF,D. Gome along, I tell 
you! 

(He hesitates, utters a few inarticu- 
late sounds, then snatches up a 
fragile ornament from the table, 
and is about to daJh it on the 
ground, lady orreyed retreats, and 
PAULA goes to him.) 

PAULA. George! 

(He replaces the ornament,) 

sm GEORGE (shaking p aula’s 
hand). Good ni’, Mrs. Tanqueray. 

LADY ORREYED (tO PAULA). Oood 

night, darling. Wish ^ijprey good 
night for me. Now, Dodo? (She 
goes out,) 

sm GEORGE (to Paula) . I say, are 
you goin’ to sit up for ol’ Aubrey? 
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t ^J^AXTLA. Yes. 

^sm GEORGE. Shall I keep you com- 
^p’nyP 

PAULA. No, thank you, George, 
sm GEORGE. Sure? % 

PAULA. Yes, sure. 

S|R GEORGE (shaking hands). Good 
night again. • 

PAULA. Good night. 

^She turns away. He goes out, 
Readying himself carefuUy. drum- 
'MLE appears outside the windotD, 
smoking.) 

PRUMMLE (looking intq the room 
and seeing paula). My last cigar.* 
Where’s Aubrey? 

PAXRLA. Gone down to The Warren, 
to see Mrs. Cortelyon home. 

DRUMMLE (entering i the room). 
Eh? Did you say Mrs. Cortelyon? 

PauLa. Yes, She has brought Ellean 
back. 

9 < 

DRUMMLE. Bless my soull Why? 

PAULA. I— Fm too tired to tell you, 
Cayley. If you stroll dong the lane 
youll meet Aubrey. Get the news 
&om hfin. 

DRUMMLE (going up to the win- 
dow). Yes, yes. (Returning to 
paula) I don’t want to bother you,* 
onty— ^e ^ijorious old woman, you 
know. Are you and Aubrey—? 

PAULA. Good friends again? 

muMMLB (nodding). Um. 
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PAULA (giving him her hand). 
Quite, Cayley, quite. 

DRUMMLE (retaining her hand}. 
That's capital. As Im off so early 
tomorrow morning, let me say 
now— thank you tor your hospi- 
tality. 

(He bends over her hand gallantly, 
then goes out by the window.) 

PAULA (to herself). “Are you and 
AubreJ— ?” “Good friends again?” 
“Yes.” “Quite, Cayley, quite.” 
(There is a brief pause, then au- 
BREY enters hurriedly, wearing a 
light overcoat and carrying a cap.) 

AUBREY. Paula dear! Have you seen 
Ellean? 

PAULA. I found her here when I 
came down. 

AUBREY. She— she’s told you? 

PAULA. Yes, Aubrey. 

AUBREY. It’s extraordinary, isn’t it! 
Not that somebody should fall in 
love with Ellean, or that Ellean 
herself should fall in love. All that’s 
natural enough and was bound to 
happen, I jiuppose, sooner or later. 
But this young fellow! You know 
his history? 

PAULA. His history? 

AUBREY. You remember the papers 
were full of his name a few months 
ago? 

PAULA. Oh, yes. 

AUBREY. The man’s as brave as a 
lion, there’s no doubt about that; 
and, at the same time, he’|ilike a 
big good-natured schoolboy, Mrs. 
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Cortelyon says. Have you ever pic- 
tured the kind of man Ellean would 
marry some day? 

PAULA. I can't say that I have. 

• 

AUBREY. A grave, sedate fellow I've 
thought about— hah! She has fallen 
in love with the way in which 
Ardale practically laid down his 
life to save those poor people shut 
up in the Residency. (Taking off 
his coat) Well, I suppose if*a man 
can do that sort of thing, one ought 
to be content. And yet— (Throwing 
his coat on the settee) I should 
have met him tonight, but he'd 
gone out. Paula dear, tell me how 
you look upon this business. 

PAULA. Yes, I will— I must. To be- 
gin with, I— I've seen Mr. Ardale, 

AUBREY. Captain Ardale? 

PAULA. Captain Ardale. 

AUBREY. Seen him? 

PAULA. While you were away he 
came up here, through our grounds, 
to try to get a word with Ellean. 
I made her fetch him in and pre- 
sent him to me. • 

AUBREY (frowning). Doesn't Cap- 
tain Ardale know there's a lodge 
and a front door to this place? 
Never mind! What is your impres- 
sion of him? • 

PAULA. Aubrey, do you recollect my 
bringing you a letter— a letter giv- 
ing you an account of myself— to 
the Albany late one night— the 
night before we got marriecP 


PAULA. You burnt itj^^ don't you 
laK)w? 

AUBREY. Yes, I know. 

PAULA.* His name was in that letter, 

AUBREY (^oing back from her 
slowly, and staring at her). I don't 
understand. 

PAULA. Well— Ardale and I once 
kept house together. (He remains 
silent, not moving) Why don't you 
strike me? Hit me in the face— I'd 
rather you did! Hurt me! Hurt me! 

AUBREY (after a pause). What did 
you— and this man— say to each 
other— just now? 

► • 

PAULA. I— hardly— know. 

AUBREY. Think! 

PAUivV. The end of it all was that I 
—I told him I must inform you of- 
what had happened ... he didn't 
want me to do that ... I de - 
clared that I would ... he dared 
me to. (Breaking down) Let me? 
alone!— oh! • 

AUj^Y. Where was my daughter 
whS this went on? 

i 

PAULA. I— I had sent her out of the 
room . . . that is all right. 

AUBREY. Yes, yes— yes, yes. (He 
turns his head towards the door.) 

» » 

PAULA. Who's that? » • 

(A SERVANT enters with a letter,) 

SERVANT. The coachman has just 
run up with this from The Warren, 
sir. (AUBREY takes the letter) It's 


AXTBREY. A letter? ^ 
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for Mrs. Tanqueray, sir; there’s no 
answer. < 

{The SERVANT withdraws, aubrey 
goes to PAULA arui drops the letter . 
into her lap: she opens it with un- 
certain hands.) r. 

paxjul {reading it to herself). Its 
from— him. Hes going away— or 
gone— I think. {Rising in a weak 
way) What does it say? I never 
could make out his writing. {She 
gives the letter to aUbrey, and 
stands near him, looking at the 
letter over his shoulder as he 
reads.) 

AUTBREY {reading). ‘1 shall be Si 
Paris by tomorrow evening. Shall 
wait there, at Meurice s, for a week, 
ready to receive any communica- , 
tion you or your husband may ad- 
dress to me. Please invent some ex- 
planation to Ellean. Mrs. Tan- 
queray, for God s sake, do what 
you can for me.” 

( PAULA and AUBREY Speak in' low 
voices, both still looidng at the 
letter.) 

PAULA. Has he left The Warren, I 
wonder, already? 

AtJBREY. That doesn’t matter. 

PAULA. No, but I can picture fiim 
going quietly oflF. Very likely he’s 
walking on to Bridgeford or Cot- 
tering tonight, to get the first train 
in the morning. A pleasant stroll for 
him. 

AUB^Y. We’ll reckon he’s gone,* 
that’s enougk'. 

PAULA. That isn’t to be answered in 
any way? 

AUBREY. Silence will answer that. 


PAULA. He’ll soon recover his spir- 
its, I know. 

AUBREY. You know. {Offering her 
the letter) You don’t want this, I 
suppose? 

PAULA. No. 

AUBREY. It’s done with— done with. 
{He tears the letter into small 
pieces. ^ She has dropped the en- 
velope; she searches for it, finds it, 
and gives it to him.) 

PAULA. Here! 

AUBREY {looking at the remnants 
of the letter). This is no good; I 
must burn it. 

PAULA. Bum it in your room. 
AUBREY. Yes. 

PAULA. Put it in your pocket for 
now. 

AUBREY. Yes. {He does so. ellean 
enters, and they both turn, guilty, 
and stare at her.) 

ellean {affer a short silence, won- 
deringly). Papa— 

AUBREY. What do you want, Ellean? 

ellean. I heard from Willis that 
you had come in; I only want to 
wish you good night, (paula steals 
away, without looking back) 
What’s the matter? Ah! Of course, 
Paula has told you about Captain 
Ardale? 

AUBREY. Well? 

ellean. Have you and he met? 
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AUBREY. No. 

ELLEAN. You are angry with him; 
so was I. But tomorrow when he 
calls and expresses his regret— to- 
piorrow— 

AUBREY. Ellean— Ellean! 

ELLEAN. Yes, papa? 

AUBREY. I— I can’t let you see this 
man again. (He walks aw(%ij from 
her in a paroxysm of distress, then, 
after a moment or two, he returns 
to her and takes her to his arms) 
Ellean! My childl 

ELLEAN (releasing herself). What 
has happened, papa? What is it? 

AUBREY (thinking out his words de- 
liberately), Something has oc- 
curred, something has come to my 
knowledge, in relation to Captain 
Ardale, which puts any further ac- 
quaintanceship between you two 
out of the question. 

ELLEAN. Any further acquaintance- 
ship . . . out of the question? 

AUBREY. Yes. (Advancing to her 
quickly, but she shrinks from him,) 

• 

ELLEAN. No, no— I am quite well. 
(After a short pause) Its not an 
hour ago since Mrs. Cortelyon left 
you and me together here; you had 
nothing to urge against Captain 
Ardale then. ^ 

AUBREY. No. 

ELLEAN. You don’t know each 
other; you haven’t even seen him 
this evening. Father! 

AUBREY. I have told you he and I 
have not met. • 


ELLEAN. Mrs. Cortelyon couldn’t 
hjive spoken against him to you 
just now. No, no, no; she’s too good 
a friend to both of us. Aren’t you 
going to give me some explanation? 
You c?jn’t take this position towards 
me— towards Captain Ardale— with- 
out aifordifig me the fullest ex- 
planation. 

AUBREY. Ellean, there are circum- 
stances connected with Captain 
Ardale’s career which you had bet- 
ter remain ignorant of. It must be 
suiBcient for you that I consider 
these circumstances render him un- 
fit to be your husband. 

% 

ELLEAN. Father! 

AUBREY. You must trust me, Ellean; 
• you must try to understand the 
depth of my love for you and the— 
the agony it gives me to hurt you. 
You must trust me. 

ELLBAN. I will, father; but you must 
trust me a little too. Circumstances 
connected with Capain Ardale’s 
career? 

AUBREY. Yes. 

• • 

ELLEAN. When he presents himself 
here tomorrow of course you will 
sed* him and let him defend him^ 
self? 

AUBREY. Captain Ardale will not be 
here tomorrow. 

ELLEAN. Not! You have stopped hif 
tcoming here? • 

AUBREY. Indirectly— yes. 

ELLEAN. But just ROW he was talk- 
ing to me at that window! Nothing 
had taken place then! And since 
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then nothing can have—! Oh! Why 
—you have heard something agaipst 
him from Paula. 

AlUBBEy. From— Paula! 

t 

^LLEAN. She knows him. 

AUBREY. She has told you so? 

ELLEAN. When I introduced Cap- 
tain Ardale to her she said she had 
met him in London. Of. course! It is 
Paula who has done this! 

AUBREY (in a hard voice). I— I 
hope you— you’ll refrain from rush- 
ing at conclusions. There’s nothing 
to be gained by trying to avoid the 
main point, which is that you must 
drive Captain Ardale out of your 
'thoughts. Understand tlfiat! You’re* 
able to obtain comfort from yoiir 
religion, aren’t you? I’m glad to 
think that’s so. I talk to you in a 
harsh way, Ellean, but I feel your 
pain almost as acutely as you do. 
(Going to the door) J— I can’t say 
anything more to you tonight. 

ELLEAN. Father! (He pauses at the 
door) Father, I’m obliged to ask 
you this; there’s no help for it— 
I’ve no mother to go to. Does what 
you have heard about Captain 
Ardale concern the time when he 
led a wild, a dissolute life in 
London? 

AUBREY (returning to her slowly 
and staring at her). Explain your- 
self! 

• f 

ELLEAN. IJe^^has been quite honest 
with me. C)ne day— in Paris— he con- 
fessed to me— what a man’s life is 
—what his life had been. 


ELLEAN. He o£Fered to go away, 
not to approach me again. 

AUBREY. And you— you accepted his 
view of what a man’s life is? 

ELLEAN. As far as I could forgive 
him, I forgave him. 

AUBREY (with a groan). Why, 
when was it you left us? It hasn’t 
taken you long to get your robe 
"just d little dusty at the hem!” 

ELLEAN. What do you mean? 

AUBREY. Hah! A few weeks ago my 
one great desire was to keep you 
ignorant of evil. 

ELLEAN. Father, it is impossible to 
be ignorant of evil. Instinct, com- 
mon instinct, teaches us what is 
good and bad. Surely I am none 
the worse for knowing what is 
wicked and detesting it! 

AUBREY. Detesting it! Why, you 
love this fellow! 

ELLEAN. Ah, you don’t understand! 
I have simply judged Captain Ar- 
dale as we all pray to be judged. 
I have liveS in imagination through 
that one week in India when he 
deliberately offered his life back to 
God to save those wretched, des- 
perate people. In his whole career 
I see now nothing but that one 
week; those few hours bring him 
nearer the saints, I believe, than 
fifty imeventful years of mere 
blamelessness would have done! 
And so, Father, if Paula has re- 
ported anything to Captain Ardale’s 
discredit— 


AUBREY (under his breath). Obi 


’AUBREY. Paula—! 
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ELLEAN. It must be Paula; it can’t 
be anybody else. 

AUBREY. You— you’ll plcase keep 
Paula out of the question. Finally, 
Ellean, understand me— I have 
made up my mind. (Again going to 
the door,) 

ELLEAN. But wait— listen! I have 
made up my mind also. 

AUBREY. Ah! I recognise • your 
mother in you now! 

ELLEAN. You need not speak against 
my mother because you are angry 
with me! 

AUBREY. I— I hardly know what I’m 
saying to you. In the morning— in 
the morning— 

(He goes out. She remains stand- 
ing, and turns her head to listen. 
Then, after a moments hesitation 
she goes softly to the window, and 
looks out under the verandah.) 

ELLEAN (in a whisper). Paula! 
Paula! 

( PAULA appears- outside the win- 
dow and steps into the room; her 
face is white and drawn, her hair 
is a little disordered.) • 

PAULA (huskily). Well? 

ELLEAN. Have you been under the 
verandah all the while— listening? 

PAULA. N— no. 

ELLEAN. You havc overheard us— 
I see you have. And it is you who 
have been speaking to my father 
against Captain Ardale. Isn’t it? 
Paula, wl>y don’t you own it cm: 
deny it? 


PAULA. Oh, I— I don’t mind owning 
it;^why should I? 

ELLEAN. Ah! You seem to have been 
very, very eager to tell your tale. 

PAULA. *No, I wasn’t eager. Ellean. 
I’d have giyen something not to 
have had to do it. I wasn’t eager. 

ELLEAN. Not! Oh, I think you might 
safely have spared us all for a little 
while. , 

PAULA. But Ellean, you forget I— 
I am your stepmother. It was my— 
my duty— to tell your father what I 
— '4^hat I knew— 

ELLEAN. What you knew! Why, 
after all, what can you know? You 
can only spfeak from gossip, report, 
hearsay! How is it possible that 
you—! (She stops abruptly. The two 
women stand staring at each other 
for a moment; then ellean backs 
away, from paula slowly) Paula! 

PAULA. What— what’s the matter? 

ellean. You— you knew Captain 
Ardale in London! 

PAULA. Why— what do you mean? 

elljSan. Oh! (She makes for the 
door, but PAULA catches her by 
the wrist.) 

» 

PAULA. You shall tell me what you 
mean! 

i^LLEAN. Ah! (Suddenly, looking 
fixedly into p aula’s facejj^ ou know 
what I mean. 

PAULA. You accuse me! 

ELLEAN. It’s in your face! 
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PAULA (hoarsely). You— you think 
Im— that sort of creature, do you? 

BLLEAN. Let me go! 

PAULA. Answer me! You ve always 
hated me! (Shaking her) Oht with 
it! 

k 

ELLEAN. You hurt me! 

PAULA. You Ve always hated me! 
You shall answer me! 

c. 

ELLEAN. Well, then, I have always— 
always— 

PAULA. What? 

« 

ELLEAN. I have always known what 
you were! 

PAULA. Ah! Who— who told you? * 

t 

ELLEAN. Nobody but yourself. 
From the first moment I saw you 
I knew you were altogether unlike 
the good women Td left; directly 
I saw you If knew what my father 
had done. You’ve wondered why 
IVe turned from you! There— that s 
the reason! Oh, but this is a hor- 
rible way for the truth to come 
home to evqfy one! Oh! ^ 

PAULA. Its a lie! Its all a lie! 
(Forcing ellean down upon^her 
knees) You shall beg my pardon 
for it. (ellean utters a loud shriek 
of ierrer) Ellean, Tm a good 
woman! I swear I am! IVe always 
been a good woman! You dare to 
say IVe ever been anything else! 
Its 4a lie! (Throwing her off vio- 
lently,) 

( AUBREY ^^nters,) 

AUBREY. Paula! ( PAULA staggers 
back as aubrey advances. Raising 
ellean) Whats this? What’s this? 


ELLEAN (faintly). Nothing. It’s— 
it’s my fault. Father, I— I don’t wish 
to see Captain Ardale again. (She 
goes out, AUBREY slowly following 
her to the door. ) 

i 

PAULA. Aubrey, she— she guesses. 

AUBREY. Guesses? 

PAULA. About me— and Ardale. 

AUBREY. About you— and Ardale? 

PAULA. She says she suspected my 
character from the beginning . . . 
that’s why she’s always kept me at 
a distance . . . and now she sees 
through— (She falters; he helps her 
to the ottoman, where she sits.) 

AUBREY (bending over her). Paula, 
you must have said something— ad- 
mitted something— 

PAULA. I don’t think so. It— it’s in 
my face. 

AUBREY. What? 

PAULA. She tells me so. She’s right! 
I’m tainted through and through; 
anybody cun see it, anybody can 
find it out. You said much the same 
to me tonight. 

AUBREY. If she has got this idea into 
her head we must drive it out, 
that’s all. We«.must take steps to— 
What shall we do? We had better— 
better— what— what? ( Sitting and 
staring before him.) 

TATJLA. Ellean! So meek, so demure! 
You’ve often said she reminded you 
of her mother. Yes, I know now^ 
what your first marriage was like.. 
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AUBREY. We must drive this idea 
out of her head. Well do some- 
thing. What shall we do? 


PAULA. She’s a regular woman 
too. She could forgive him easily 
enough— but me! That’s just a 
woman! 


AUBREY. What can we do? 

PAULA. Why nothing! She’d have 
no difficulty in following up her 
suspicions. Suspicions! You should 
have seen how she looked at me! 
{He buries his head in his hands. 
There is silence for a time, then 
she rises slowly, and goes and sits 
beside him) Aubrey. 


PAULA. Would you like to keep her 
wi|:h you and— and leave me? 

AUBREY. Paula—! 

PAULA. ^You needn’t be afraid I’d go 
back to— what I was. I couldn’t. 

AUBREY. S— sh, for God’s sake! We 
—you and I— well get out of this 
place . . . What a fool I was to 
come here again! 

PAULA. You *lived here with your 
first wife! 

AUBREY. Well get out of this place 
and go abroad again, and begin 
afresh. 


AUBREY. Yes. 

PAULA. I’m very sorry. (Without 
meeting her eyes, he lays his hand 
on her arm for a moment.) 

AUBREY. Well, we must look things 
straight in the face. (Glancing 
around) At any rate, we’ve done 
with this. 

PAULA. I suppose so. (After a brief 
pause) Of course, she and I can’t 
live under the same roof any more. 
You know she kissed me tonight, of 
her own accord. • 

AUBREY. I asked her to alter to- 
wards you. 

PAULA. That was it, then. 

AUBREY. I— I’m sorry I sent her 
away. 

PAULA. It was my fault; I made it 
necessary. 

AUBREY. Perhaps now she’ll pro- 
pose to return to the convent— well, 
she must. 


PAULA. Begin afresh? 

• • 

AUBREY. There’s no reason why the 
future shouldn’t be happy for us— 
no reason that I can see— 

PAULA. Aubrey! 

AUBREY. Yes?, 

PAULA. You’ll never forget this, you 
know. 

AUBREY. This? » 

PAULA. Tonight, and everything 
that^ls led up to it. Our coming 
here, Ellean, our quarrels— cat and 
dog!— Mrs. Cortelyon, the Or- 
reyeds, this man! What ah ever- 
lasting nightmare for you! 

AUBREY. Oh, we can forget it, if 
we choose. » 

PAULA. That was always your cry. 
How can one do it? 

AUBREY. We’ll make our calcula- 
tions solely for the future, talk 
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about the future, think about the 
future. , 

PAULA. I believe the future is only 
the past again, entered through an- 
other gate. I. 

AUBBEY. That's an awiful belief. 

PAULA. Tonight proves it. You must 
see now that, do what we will, go 
where we will, you'll be contin- 
ually reminded of— what I was. I 
see it. 

AUBREY. You’re frightened tonight; 
meeting this man has frightened 

S u. But tliat sort of thing isn't 
ely to recur. The world isn't 
quite so small as all that. 

PAULA. Isn't it! The only great dis- 
tances it contains are those We 
carry within ourselves— the dis- 
tances that separate husbands and 
wives, for instance. And so it'll be 
with us. Youll do your bestn-oh, I 
know that— you’re a, good fellow. 
But circumstances will be too 
strong for you in the end, mark 
my words. 

AUBREY. Paula—! # 

PAULA. Of course I’m pretty now 
—I’m pretty still— and a pretty 
woman, whatever else she may be, 
is always— well, endurable. But 
even ifow I notice that the lines 
of my face are getting deeper; so 
are the hollows about my eyes. 
Yes, my face is covered with little 
shadows that usen't to be there. 
Oh, I kn^ I'm “going oflF.” I hate 
aint ana dye and those messes, 
ut, bv-and-bye, I shall drift the 
way of the others; I sha'n't be able 
to nelp myself. And then, some day 
•^perhaps very suddenly, under a 


queer, fantastic light at night or in 
the glare of the morning— that hor- 
rid, irresistible truth that physical 
repulsion forces on men and 
women will come to you, and 
you'll sicken at me. 

AUBREY. I—! 

PAULA. You'll see me then, at last, 
with other people's eyes; you'll see 
me just as your daughter does now, 
as all ‘wholesome folks see women 
like me. And I shall have no 
weapon to fight with— not one 
serviceable little bit of prettiness 
left me to defend myself with! A 
worn-out creature— broken up, very 
likely, some time before I ought to 
be— my hair bright, my eyes dull, 
my body too thin or too stout, my 
cheeks raddled and ruddled— a 
ghost, a wreck, a caricature, a 
candle that gutters, call such an 
end what you like! Oh, Aubrey, 
what shall I be able to say to you 
then? And this is the future you 
talk about! I know it— I know it! 
{He is still sitting staring forward; 
she rocks herself to and fro as if in 
pain) Oh, Aubrey! Oh! Oh! 

AUBREY. Paula—! (Trying to com- 
fort her.)^ 

PAULA. Oh, and I wanted so much 
to sleep tonight! (Laying her head 
upon his shoulder. From the dis- 
tance, in the garden, there comes 
the sound of drummle’s voice; he 
is singing he approaches the 
house) That's Cayley, coming back 
from The Warren. (Starting up) 
He doesn’t know, evidently. I— I 
won’t see him! (She goes out 
quickly, drummle’s voice comes 
nearer, aubrey rouses himself and 
snatches up a book from the table, 
* making a pretence of reading. 
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After a moment or two, DRtnkiMLE 
appears at the window and looks 
in.) 

DRUMMLE. Ahal my dear chapi 
AUBREY. Cayley? 

DRUMMLE (coming into the room). 
I went down to The Warren after 
you. 

AUBREY. Yes? • 

DRUMMLE. Missed you. Well— IVe 
been gossiping with Mrs. Cortel- 
yon. Confound you, IVe heard the 
news I 

AUBREY. What have you heard? 

DRUMMLE. What have I heardi 
Why— Ellean and young Ardalel 
(Looking at aubrey keenly) My 
dear Aubreyl Alice is under the 
impression that you are inclined to 
look on the affair favourably. 

AUBREY (rising and advancing to 
DRUMMLE). YouVe not— met— Cap- 
tain Ardale? 

DRUMMLE. No. Why do you ask? 
By-the-bye, I don’t knbw that I 
need tell you— but it’s rather 
strange. He’s not at The Warren 
tonight. 

AUBREY. No? 

t 

DRUMMLE. He left the house half 
an hour ago, to stroll about the 
lanes; just now a note came from 
him, a scribble in pencil, simply 
telling Alice that she would receive 
a letter from him tomorrow. What’s 
the matter? There’s nothing very 
wrong, is there? My dear, chap,* 
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pray forgive me if I’m asking too 
mpch. 

AUBREY. Cayley, you— you urged 
me to send her away! 

DRUMMLE. Ellean! Yes, yes. But— 
but— by all ^accounts this is quite 
an eligible young fellow. Alice has 
been giving me the history— 

AUBREY. Curse him! (Hurling his 
book to the fioor) Curse him! Yes, 
I do curse him— him and his class! 
Perhaps I curse myself too in doing 
it. He has only led “a man’s life” 
—just as I, how many of us, have 
dv>ne! The misery he has brought 
on me and mine it’s likely enough 
we, in our time, have helped to 
bring on others by this leading "a 
man’s life!’^ But I do curse him for 
all that. My God, Vve nothing 
more to fear— I’ve paid my fine! 
And so I can curse him in safety. 
Curse him! Curse him! 

t 

DRUMMLE. In Heaven’s name, tell 
me what’s happened? 

AUBREY (gripping drummle’s 
arm). Paula! Paula! 

» 

DRUMMLE. What? 

AUBREY. They met tonight here. 
They— they— they’re not strangers 
to each other. 

DRUMMLE. Aubrey! 

AUBREY. Curse him! My poor, 
wretched wife! My poor, wretched 
wife! ^ 

(The door opens and ellean ap* 
pears. The two men turn to her. 
There is a moments silence.) 

ELLEAN. Father . . . fa^ier . . . ! 



ARTHUR W. PINERO 


H 

AUBBET. Ellean? 

ELLEAN. I— I want you. (He goes 
to her) Father ... go to Paulal 
(He looks into her face, startled) 
Quickly— quickly! (He passf.s her 
to go out; she seizes his arm, with 
a cry) No, no; donj- go! (He 
shakes her off and goes, ellean 
staggers back towards drummle ) 

DRUMMLE (to ELLEAN ). What do 
you mean? What do you mean? 

ellean. I— ^ went to her room— to 


tell her I was sorry for something 
I had said to her. And I was sorry 
—I was sorry. I heard the fall. I— 
Ive seen her. It s horrible. 

DRUMMLE. She— she has—! 

( 

ELLEAN. Killed— herself? Yes— yes. 
So everybody will say. But I know 
—I helped to kill her. If Fd only 
been merciful! (She faints upon 
the ottoman. lie pauses for a mo- 
ment mesolutelxj—then he goes to 
the door, opens it, and stands look- 
ing out.) 
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ACT ONE 


Scene— Morning-room in Algernon s flat in Half-Moon Street, The room 
is luxuriously and artistically pirnished. The sound of a piano is heard iu 
the adjoining room. • 

(lane is arranging afternoon tea on the table, and after the music has 


ceased, Algernon enters.) 

ALGERNON. Did you hear what I 
was playing, Lane? 

LANE. I didn’t think it polite to 
listen, sir. 

ALGERNON. I’m sorry for that, for 
your sake. I don’t play accurately 
—anyone can play accurately— but 
I play with wonderful expression. 
As far as the piano is concerned, 
sentiment is my forte. I keep sci- 
ence for Life. 

LANE. Yes, sir. 

ALGERNON. And, speakii^g of the 
science of Life, have you got the 
cucumber sandwiches cut for Lady 
Bracknell? 

LANE. Yes, sir. (Hands them on a 
salver. ) 

• % 

ALGERNON (inspects them, takes 
two, and sits down on the sofa), 
Ohl . . .^y the way. Lane, I see 
from your book that on Thursday 
night, when Lord Shoreman and 
Mr. Worthing were dining with 
me, eight botues of champagne are 
entered as having been consumed. 


LANE. Yes, sir; eight bottles and a 
pint. 

ALGERNON. Why is it that at a 
Bachelor’s e*stablishment the serv- 
ants invariably drink the cham- 
pagne? I ask merely for informa- 
tion. 

LANE. ,I attribute it to the superior 
quality of thg wine, sir. I have 
often observed that in married 
households the champagne is rarely 
of a first-rate brand. 

ALGERNON.^ Good Hcavf^s! Is mar- 
riage so demoralizing as that? 

LANE* I believe it is a very pleasant 
state, sir. I have had very little ex- 
perience of it myself up to the 
present. I have only been married 
once. That was in consequence of 
a misunderstanding between my- 
self and a young woman. 

ALGERNON (languidly). I don’t 
know that I am mucir%iterested 
in your family life, Lane. 

LANE. No, sir; it is not a very 
interesting subject. I never think 
of it myself. 
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ALGERNON. Very natural, I am sure. Algernon. Got nice neighbours in 
That will do, Lane, thank you., your part of Shropshire? 


LANE. Thank you, sir. (lane goes 
out.) 

K 

ALGERNON. Lane s views on mar- 
riage seem somewhat lax. Really, 
if the lower orders don’t set us a 
good example, what on earth is the 
use of them? They seem, as a class, 
to have absolutely no sense of 
moral responsibility. ^ 

{Enter lane.) 

LANE. Mr. Ernest Worthing. 
(Enter jack, lane goes out.) 

ALGERNON. How are you, my dear 
Ernest? What brings you up to 
town? , 

JACK. Oh, pleasure, pleasure! WKat 
else should bring one anywhere? 
Eating as usual, 1 see, Algy! 

ALGERNON (stiffly). I believo it is 
customary in good society to take 
some slight refreshment at five 
o’clock. Where have you been since 
last Thursday? 

JACK (sittiftg down on Hhe sofa). 
In the country. 

ALGERNON. What On earth doi" you 
do Aere? 

JACK XpuUing off his gloves). 
When one is in town one amuses 
oneself. When one is in the coun- 
try one amuses other people. It is 
excessively boring. • 

ALGERNON And who are the people 
you amuse? 

(aktty). Oh, neighbours, 
nei^bours. 


JACK. Perfectly horrid! Never speak 
to one of them. 

ALGERNON. How immensely you 
must amuse them! (Goes over and 
takes sandwich) By the way, 
Shropshire is your county, is it not? 

JACK. Eh? Shropshire? Yes, of 
course*. Hallo! Why all these cups? 
Why cucumber sandwiches? Why 
such reckless extravagance in one 
so young? Who is coming to tea? 

ALGERNON. Oh! merely Aunt Au- 
gusta and Gwendolen. 

JACK. How perfectly delightful! 

ALGERNON. Ycs, that is all very 
well; but I am afraid Aunt Augusta 
won’t quite approve of your being 
here. 

JACK. May I ask why? 

ALGERNON. My dear fellow, the 
way you flirt with Gwendolen is 
perfectly disgraceful. It is almost 
as bad as the way Gwendolen flirts 
with you., 

JACK. I am in love wiA Gwen- 
dolen. I have come up to town 
expressly to propose to ner. 

ALGERNON. I thought you had come 
up for pleasure? ... I call that 
business. 

JACK. How utterly unromantic you 
are! 

ALGERNON. I really don’t see any- 
thing, romantic in proposing. It is 
'very romantic to in love. But 
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there is nothing romantic about a 
definite proposal. Why, one may 
be accepted. One usually is, I be- 
lieve. Then the excitement is all 
' over. The very essence of romance 
i is* uncertainty. If ever I get mar- 
‘ried. 111 certainly try to forget the 
fact. 

JACK. I have no doubt about that, 
dear Algy. The Divorce Court was 
specially invented for people whose 
memories are so curiously consti- 
tuted. 

ALGERNON. Oh! there is no use 
speculating on that subject. Di- 
vorces are made in Heaven— (jack 
puts out his hand to take a sand- 
wich, ALGERNON at oncc inter- 
feres) Please don’t touch the cu- 
cumber sandwiches. They are or- 
dered specially for Aunt Augusta. 
(Takes one and eats it,) 

JACK. Well, you have been eating 
them all the time. 

ALGERNON. That is quite a different 
matter. She is my aunt. (Takes 
plate from below) Have some 
bread and butter. The bread and 
butter is for Gwendolen. Gwen- 
dolen is devoted to bread and but- 
ter. 

JACK (advancing to table and help- 
ing himself). And very good bread 
and butter it is, too. 

• 

ALGERNON. Well, my dear fellow, 
you need not eat as if you were 
going to eat it all. You behave as if 
you were married to her already. 
You are not married to her already, 
and I don’t think you ever will be. 

JACK. Why on earth do you say 
tibatP^ 
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ALGERNON. Well, in the first place 
girls never marry the men theyj 
flirt with. Girls don’t think it right. 

JACK. Oh, that is nonsense! 

t 

ALGERNON. It isn’t. It is a great 
truth. It accounts for the extraor- 
dinary number of bachelors that 
one sees all over the place. In the 
second place. I don’t give my con- 
sent. 

JACK. Your consent! 

ALGERNON. My dear fellow, Gwen- 
dolen is my first cousin. And before. 
I ifllow you to marry her, you will 
have to clear up the whole ques- 
tion of Cecily. (Rings bell,) 

• • 

jAfK. Cecily! What on earth do you 
mean? What do you mean, Algy, 
by Cecily? I don’t know anyone of 
the name of Cecily. 

(Enter lane.) 

ALGERNON. Bring me that cigarette 
case Mr. Worthing left in the 
smoking-room the last time he 
dined here. 

LANE. Yes,* sir. (lane gbcs out.) 

JACK* Do you mean to say you have 
had my cigarette case all this time? 
I wish to goodness you had let me 
know. I have been writing ^frantic 
letters to Scotland Yard about it. 

I was very nearly offering a large 
reward. 

ifiLGERNON. Well, I wish you woSld 
offer one. I happen t;^»be more 
than usually hard up. 

JACK. There is no good offering a 
large reward now that the thing is 
found. 
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{Enter lane with the cigarette 
case on a salver, Algernon takes 
it at once, lane goes out.) 

ALGERNON. I think that is rather 
mean of you, Ernest, I miist say. 
(Opens case and examines it) 
However, it makes no' matter, for, 
now that I look at the inscription, 
I find that the thing isn’t yours 
after all. 

JACK. Of course it’s mine. (Moving 
to him) You have seen me with it 
a hundred times, and you have no 
right whatsoever to read what is 
written inside. It is a very ungen- 
tleman (y thing to read a private 
ciga^'ette case. 

ALGERNON. OhI it is abstxrd to have, 
a hard-and-fast rule about what 
one should read and what one 
shouldn’t. More than half of mod- 
en\ culture depends on what one 
shouldn’t read. 

JACK. I am quite aware of the fact, 
and I don’t propose to discuss mod- 
ern culture. It isn’t the sort of thing 
one should talk of in private. I 
pimply waqj; my cigarette case 

ALGERNON. Yes; but this isn’t your 
cigarette case. This cigarette case 
is a present from someone of the 
name of Cecily, and you said you 
didn’t know anyone of that name. 

JACK. Well, if you want to know, 
Ceelly happens to be my aunt. , 

ALGERNON. YoUT aunti 

jACE. Yes. Charming old lady she 
is, too. Lives at Tunbridge Wells. 
Just give it back to me, Algy. 


ALGERNON (retreating to back of 
sofa). But why does she call her- 
self little Cecily if she is your aunt 
and lives at Tunbridge Wells? 
(Reading) "From little Cecily with 
her fondest love.” . 

JACK (moving to sofa and kneeling 
upon it) . My dear fellow, what on 
earth is there in that? Some aunts 
are tall, some aunts are not tall. 
That is a matter that surely an 
aunt may be allowed to decide for 
herself. You seem to think that 
every aunt should be exactly like 
your aunt! That is absurd! For 
Heaven’s sake give me back my 
cigarette case. (Follows ernest 
round the room.) 

ALGERNON. Ycs. But why does your 
aunt call you her uncle? "From 
little Cecily, with her fondest love 
to her dear Uncle Jack.” There is 
no objection, I admit, to an aunt 
being a small aunt, but why an 
aunt, no matter what her size may 
be, should call her own nephew 
her uncle, I can’t quite make out. 
Besides, your name isn’t Jack at 
all; it is Ernest. 

JACK. It isn’t Ernest; it’s Jack. 

ALGERNON^ You havc always told 
me it was Ernest. I have intro- 
duced you to everyone as Ernest. 
You answer to the name of Ernest. 
You look as if your name was Er- 
nest. You are the most earnest-look- 
ing person I ever saw in my life. It 
is perfectly absurd your saying that 
your name isn’t Ernest It’s on your 
cards. Here is one of tnem (Taking 
it from case) "Mr. Ernest Worth- 
ing, B 4, The Albany.” Ill keep 
th^ as a proof your name is Ernest 
if ever you attempt to deny it to 
me, or to Gwendolen, or to anvone 
else. (Puts the card in his pocK$t.) 
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JACK. Well, my name is Ernest in 
town and Jack in the country, and 
the cigarette case was given to me 
in the country. 

AT»GERNON. Yes, but that does not 
account for the fact that your small 
Aunt Cecily, who lives at Tun- 
bridge Wells, calls you her dear 
uncle. Come, old boy, you had 
much better have the thing out at 
once. 

» 

JACK. My dear Algy, you talk ex- 
actly as if you were a dentist. It is 
very vulgar to talk like a dentist 
when one isn’t a dentist. It pro- 
duces a false impression. 

ALGERNON. Well, that is exactly 
what dentists always do. Now, go 
onl Tell me the whole thing. I may 
mention that I have always sus- 
pected you of being a confirmed 
and secret Bunburyist; and I am 
quite sure of it now. 

JACK. Bunburyist? What on earth 
do you mean by a Bunburyist? 

ALGERNON. I’ll rcvcal to you the 
meaning of that incomparable ex- 
pression as soon as you are kind 
enough to inform me why you are 
Ernest in town and Jack in the 
country. 

JACK. Well, produce my cigarette 
case first. 

ALGERNON. Here it is. \Hands ciga- 
rette case) Now produce your ex- 
planation, and pray make it im- 
probable. (Sits on sofa.) 

JACK. My dear fellow, there is noth- 
ing improbable about my explana- 
tion at all. In fact it’s perfectly 
ordinaiy. Old Mr. Hiomas Cardew, 


who adopted me when I was a 
little boy, made me in his will 
guardian to his grand-daughter. 
Miss Cecily Cardew. Cecily, .who 
addresses me as her uncle from 
motives»of respect that you could 
not possibly appreciate, lives at my 
place in th^ country under the 
charge of her admirable governess. 
Miss Prism. 

ALGERNON. Where is that place in 
the country, by the way? 

JACK. That is nothing to you, dear 
boy. You are not going to be in- 
vited. ... I may tell you candidly 
that the place is not in Shropshire. 

ALGERNON. I suspccted that, my 
dear fellow! I have Bunburyed all 
over Shropshire on two separate 
occasions. Now, go on. Why are 
you Ernest in town and Jack in the 
country? 

JACK. My dear Algy, I don’t know 
whether you will be able to under- 
stand my real motives. You are 
hardly serious enough. When one 
is placed in the position of guard- 
ian, one has to adopt a very high 
moral tone on all subjects. It’s 
one’s duty’to do so. And as a high 
moral tone can hardly be said to 
condjice very much to either one’s 
health or one’s happiness, in order 
to get up to town I have always 
pretended to have a ypunger 
brother of the name - of Ernest, 
who lives in the Albany, and gets 
into the most dreadful scrapes. 
That, my dear Algy, is the whole 
tfuth pure and simple. * 

ALGERNON. The truth is rarely pure 
and never simple. Modem life 
would be very tedious if it were 
either, and modem literature a« 
complete impossibility! 
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IkCX. That wouldn't be at all a bad 
thing. 

ALGERNON. Literary criticism is not 
your forte, my dear fellow. Don’t 
try it. You should leave cthat to 
people who haven’t been at a Uni- 
versity. They do it ss well in the 
daily papers. What you really are 
is a Bunburyist. I was quite right 
in saying you were a Bunburyist. 
You are one of the most advanced 
Bunburyists I kncw.<^ 

JACK. What on earth do you mean? 

ALGERNON. You have invented a 
very useful younger brother called 
Ernest, in order that you may be 
able to come up to town as often 
as you like. I have invented an 
invmuable permanent invalid 
called Bunbury, in order that I 
may be able to go down into the 
coimtry whenever I choose. Bun- 
bury is perfectly invaluable. If it 
wasn’t for Bunbury ’s extraordinarv 
bad health, for instance, I wouldn^t 
be able to dine with you at Willis’s 
tonight, for I have been really en- 
gage to Aimt Augusta for more 
than a week. 

‘L «» 

JACK. I haven’t asked you to dine 
with me anywhere tonight. 

ALGERNON. I loiow. You are abso- 
lutely careless about sending out 
invitations. It is very foolish of you. 
Nothing annoys people so much as 
not receiving invitations. 

jaGk, You had much better dine 
with yomi^iunt Augusta. 

ALGERNON. I haven’t the smallest 
intention of doing anything of the 
1^. To begin widi, I dinra there 
^ ^Monday, and once a week is 


quite enough to dine with (me’s 
own relatives. In the second plac^, 
whenever I do dine there I am 
always treated as a member of the 
family, and sent down with either 
no woman at aU, or two. In the 
third place, I know perfectly well 
whom she will place me next to, 
tonight. She will place me next 
Mary Farquhar, who always flirts 
with her own husband across the 
dinner-table. That is not very 
pleasant. Indeed, it is not even 
decent . . . and thaj sort of thing 
is enormously on the increase. The 
amount of women in London who 
flirt with their own husbands is 
perfectly scandalous. It looks so 
bad. It is simply washing one’s 
clean linen in public. Besides, now 
that I know you to be a confirmed 
Bunburyist I naturally want to talk 
to you about Bunburying. I want 
to teU you tlie rules. 

JACK. I’m not a Bunburyist at all. 
If Gwendolen accepts me, I am 
going to kill my brother, indeed I 
think I’ll kill him in any case. 
Cecily is a little too much inter- 
ested in him. It is rather a bore. 
So 1 am going to get rid of Ernest. 
And I strongly advise you to do 
the same .with Mr. . , . with your 
invalid friend who has the absurd 
name. 

ALGERNON. Nothing will induce 
to part with Bunbuiy, and if you 
ever get married, wnich seems to 
me extremely problematic, you will 
be very glad to know Bunbury. A 
man who marries without knowing 
Bunbury has a very tedious time 
of it. 

JACK. That is nonsense. If I marry 
a charming girl like Gwendolen, 
and she is only girl 1 ever saw 
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in my life that I would marry, I 
certainly won't want to know Bim- 
bury. 

ALGERNON. Then your wife will. 
You don't seem to realize, that in 
married life three is company and 
two is none. 

JACK (sententiously) . That, my 
dear young friend, is the theory 
that the corrupt French Drama has 
been propounding for the last^ fifty 
years. 

ALGERNON. Ycs; and that the happy 
English home has proved in half 
the time. 

JACK. For heaven's sake, don't try 
to be cynical. It's perfectly easy to 
be cynical. 

ALGERNON. My dear fellow, it isn't 
easy to be anything now-a-days. 
There's such a lot of beastly com- 
petition about. (The sound of an 
electric bell is heard) Ahl that 
must be Aunt Augusta. Only rela- 
tives, or creditors, ever ring in that 
Wagnerian manner. Now, if I get 
her out of the way for ten minutes, 
so that you can have an oppor- 
tunity for proposing to Gvyeno^olen, 
may I dine with you tonight at 
Willis's? ^ 

JACK. I suppose so, if you want to. 

ALGERNON. Yes, but you must be 
serious about it. I hate' people who 
are not serious about meals. It is 
so shallow of them. 

{Enter lane.) 

LANE. Lady Bracknell and Miss 
Fairfax, (algebnon goes forward 
to meet them. Enter, lady brack- 
insLL and gwbndousn.) 
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LADY BRACKNELL. Good aftemoon, 
deai; Algernon, I hope you are be- 
having very well. 

ALGERNON. I'm feeling very well. 
Aunt Augusta, 

LADY BRACKNjfcLL. That's not quite 
the same thing. In fact the two 
things rarely go together. (Sees 
JACK and bows to him with icy 
coldness, ) 

B 

ALGERNON (tO GWENDOLEN). Dear 

me, you are smart! 

GWENDOLEN. I am always smart! 
Aren't 1, Mr. Worthing? 

JACK. You're quite perfect. Miss 
Fairfax. 

» 

GWENDOLEN. Oh! I hope I am not 
that. It would leave no room for 
developments, and I intend to de- 
velop in many directions, (Gwen- 
dolen and JACK sit down together 
in the corner,) 

LADY BRACKNELL. I'm SOTTf if we 
are a little late, Algernon, but I 
was obliged to call on dear Lady 
Harbury. I hadn't been there since 
her poor husband's death. I never 
saw a* woman so altered; she looks 
quite twenty years younger. And 
now I'll have a cup of tea, and one 
of those nice cucumber sandwiches 
you promised me. 

ALGERNON. Certainly, Aunt Au- 
gusta. (Goes over to tea-table,) » 

' 

LADY BRACKNELL. Won't you come 
and sit here, Gwendolen? 

fk 

GWENDOLEN. Thanks, mamma, Fm 
quite comfortable where I am. 
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ALGERNON (picking up empty plate 
in horror). Good heavens! Line! 
Why are there no cucumber sand- 
wiches? I ordered them specially. 

LANE (gravely). There <were no 
cucumbers in the market this morn- 
ing, sir. I went dowil twice. 

ALGERNON. No cucumbers! 

LANE. No, sir. Not even for ready 
money. 

ALGERNON. That ^vill do. Lane, 
thank you. 

LANE. Thank you, sir. (Goes out.) 

ALGERNON. I am greatly distressed. 
Aunt Augusta, aboutr there beii^g 
no cucumbers, not even for ready 
money. 

LADY BRACKNELL. It really makes 
no matter, Algernon. I had some 
crumpets with Lady Harbury, who 
seems to me to be« living entirely 
for pleasure now. 

ALGERNON. I hear her hair has 
turned quite gold from grief, 

lADY BRACKNELL. It Certainly has 
changed its colour. From what 
cause I, of course, cannot say. (Al- 
gernon crosses and hands tea) 
Thank you. Tve quite a treat for 
you tonight, Algernon. I am going 
to send you down with Mary 
Farquhar. She is such a nice 
woman, and so attentive to her 
htisband. It’s delightful to watCh 
them. > 

ALGERNON. I am afraid, Aunt Au- 
gusta, I shall have to give up the 
pleasure of dining with you to- 
night after all. 


LADY BRACKNELL (frOWning) . I 
hope not, Algernon. It would put 
my table completely out. Your 
uncle would have to dine upstairs. 
Fortunately he is accustomed to 
that. 

ALGERNON. It is a great bore, and, 
I need hardly say, a terrible disap- 
pointment to me, but the fact is I 
have just had a telegram to say 
that my poor friend Bunbury is 
very 'ill again. (Exchanges glances 
with jack) They seem to think I 
should be with him. 

LADY BRACKNELL. It is Very 

strange. This Mr. Bunbury seems 
to suffer from curiously bad health. 

ALGERNON. Yes; poor Bunbury is a 
dreadful invalid. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Well, I must say, 
Algernon, that I think it is high 
time that Mr. Bunbury made up 
his mind whether he was going to 
live or to die. This shilly-shallying 
with the question is absurd. Nor 
do I in any way approve of the 
modern sympathy with invalids. I 
consider it morbid. Illness of any 
kind is hardly a thing to be encour- 
aged in others. Health is the pri- 
mary duty of life. I am always tell- 
ing that to youi poor uncle, but he 
never seems to take much notice 
... as far as any improvement in 
his ailments goes. I should be much 
obliged if you would ask Mr. Bun- 
bury, from me, to be kind enough 
not to have a relapse on Saturday, 
for I rely on you to arrange my 
music for me. It is my last recep- 
tion and one wants something that 
will encourage conversation, par- 
ticularly at the end of the season 
when everyone has practically said 
whatever they had to say, which^ 
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in most cases, was probably not 
much. 

ALGERNON. Til Speak to Bunbury, 
Aunt Augusta, if he is still con- 
scious, and I think I can promise 
you he’ll be all right by Saturday. 
You see, if one plays good music, 
people don’t listen, and if one 
plays bad musie people don’t talk. 
But I’ll run over the programme 
I’ve drawn out, if you will kindly 
come into the next room for a mo- 
ment. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Thank you, Al- 
gernon. It is very thoughtful of 
you. (Rising, and following Al- 
gernon) I’m sure the programme 
will be delightful, after a few ex- 
purgations. French songs I cannot 
possibly allow. People always seem 
to think that they are improper, 
and either look shocked, which is 
vulgar, or laugh, which is worse. 
But German sounds a thoroughly 
respectable language, and indeed, 
I believe is so. Gwendolen, you 
will accompany me. 

/endolen. Certainly, mamma. 

(LADY BRACKNELL and ALGERNON 

go into the music-room, Gwendo- 
len remains behind.) 

JACK. Charming day it has been. 
Miss Fairfax. 

GWENDOLEN. Pray don’t talk to me 
about the weather, Mr. Worthing. 
Whenever people talk to me about 
the weather, I always feel quite 
certain that they mean something 
else. And that makes me so nerv- 
ous. 

JACK. 1 do mean something else. 

GWENDOLEN. I thought SO. In fact, 
I am never wrong. 


JACK. And I would like to be al- 
lowed to take advantage of Lad) 
Bracknell’s temporary absence . . . 

GWENDOLEN. I would Certainly ad- 
vise yoi* to do so. Mamma has a 
way of coming back suddenly into 
a room that»»I have often had to 
speak to her about. 

JACK {nervously). Miss Fairfax, 
ever since I met you I have ad- 
mired you mAe than any girl . . . 
I have ever met since ... I met 
you. 

GWENDOLEN. Yes, I am quite aware 
of the fact. And I often wish that 
in public, at any rate, you had 
been more demonstrative. For me 
yon have always had an irresistible 
fa.scination. Even before I met you 
I was far from indifferent to you. 
(jack looks at her in amazement) 
We live, as I hope you know, Mr. 
Worthing, in an age of ideals. The 
fact is constantly mentioned in the 
more expensive monthly maga- 
zines, and has reached the pro- 
vincial pulpits I am told: and my 
ideal has always been to love some 
one of the name of Ernest. There 
is something in that name that in- 
spires absolute confidence. The 
moment Algernon first mentioned 
to me that he had a friend called 
Ernest, I knew I was destined to 
love you. > 

JACK. You really love me, Gwem 
dolen? 

GWENDOLEN. Passiouately! 

JACK. Darlingl You don’t know how 
happy you’ve made me. 

GWENDOLEN. My own Ernest! 
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jAcac. But you don't really mean to 
say that you couldn't love me if^my 
name wasn't Ernest? 

GWENDOLEN. But youT name is Er- 
nest. ^ 

JACK. Yes, I know it is. But suppos- 
ing it was something^else? Do you 
mean to say you couldn't love me 
then? 

GWENDOLEN (glibly). Ah! that is 
clearly a metaphysical speculation, 
and like most metaphysical specu- 
lations has very little reference at 
all to the actual facts of real life, as 
we know them. 


JACK. Personally, darling, to speak 

r ’te candidly, I don't much care 
ut the name of Eniest . . . J 


doi:’t think that name suits me 
all. 


at 


GWENDOLEN. It suits you perfectly. 
It is a divine name. It has a music 
of its own. It produces vibrations. 

• 

JACK. Well, really, Gwendolen, I 
must say that I think there are 
lots of other much nicer names. I 
think. Jack, for instance, a charm- 
ing name.«. 

GWENDOLEN. Jack? , . . No, there 
is very little music in the name 
Jack, if any at all, indeed. It does 
not thrill. It produces absolutely 
no vibrations. ... I have known 
several Jacks, and they all, without 
exception, were more than usually 
plain. Besides, Jack is a notorious 
docnesticity for John! And I pity 
any woma^ who is married to a 
man calleid John. She would prob- 
ably never be allowed to know the 
entrancing pleasure of a single 
moment’s solitude. The only re^y 
safe name is ^Ernest 


JACK. Gwendolen, I must get 
christened at once—I mean we 
must get married at once. There 
is no time to be lost. 

GWENDOLEN. Married, Mr. Worth- 
ing? 

JACK (astounded). Well . . . 
surely. You know that I love you, 
and you led me to believe. Miss 
Fairfax, that you were not abso- 
lutely indifferent to me. 

GWENDOLEN. I adore you. But you 
haven't proposed to me yet. Noth- 
ing has been said at all about mar- 
riage. The subject has not even 
been touched on. 

JACK. Well . . . may I propose to 
you now? 

GWENDOLEN. I think it would be 
an admirable opportunity. And to 
spare you any possible disappoint- 
ment, Mr. Worthing, I think it 
only fair to tell you quite frankly 
beforehand that I am fully deter- 
mined to accept you. 

JACK. Gwendolen! 

GWENDOLEN. Yes, Mr. Worthing, 
what have you got to say to me? 

JACK. You know what I have got 
to say to you. 

GWENDOLEN. Yes, but you don't say 
it. 

JACK. Gwendolen, will you marry 
me? (Goes on his knees,) 

GWENDOLEN. Of couTse I Will, dar- 
ling. How long you have been 
about it! I am afraid you have had 
very little experience in how to 
propose. 
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JACK. My own one, I have never 
loved anyone in the world but you. 

GWENDOLEN. Yes, but men often 
propose for practice. I know my 
brother Gerald does. All my girl- 
friends tell me so. What wonder- 
fully blue eyes you have, Ernest! 
They are quite, quite blue. I hope 
you will always look at me just like 
that, especially when there are 
other people present. 

(Enter lady Bracknell.) * 

LADY BRACKNELL. Mr. Worthing! 
Rise, sir, from this semi-recumbent 
posture. It is most indecorous. 

GWENDOLEN. Mamma! (He tries to 
rise; she restrains him) I must beg 
you to retire. This is no place for 
you. Besides, Mr. Worthing has 
not quite finished yet. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Finished what, 
may I ask? 

GWENDOLEN. I am engaged to Mr. 
Worthing, mamma. (They rise to- 
gether. ) 

LADY BRACKNELL. Pardon me, you 
are not engaged to anyone. When 
you do become engaged to some 
one, I or your father, should his 
health permit him, will inform you 
of the fact. An engagement should 
come on a young girl as a surprise, 
pleasant or unpleasant, as the case 
may be. It is hardly a matter that 
she could be allowed to arrange 
for herself. . . . And now I have 
a few questions to put to you, Mr. 
Worthing. While I am making 
these inquiries, you, Gwendolen, 
will wait for me below in the car- 
riage. 

GWENDOLEN (reproochfuUy),, Mam- 
ma! 


LADY BRACKNELL. In the Carriage, 
Gwsiendolen! (Gwendolen goes to 
the door. She and jack blow kisses 
to each other behind lady Brack- 
nell's back. LADY BRACKNELL 
looks vaguely about as if she could 
not understand what the noise was. 
Finally turrn} round) Gwendolen, 
the carriage! 

GWENDOLEN. Yes, mamma. (Goes 
out, looking back at jack.) 

LADY BRACKNELL (sitting down) , 

You can take a seat, Mr. Worthing. 
(Looks in her pocket for notebook 
and pencil.) 

JACK. Thank you. Lady Bracknell, 
I prefer standing. 

BADY brackJjell (pcncU and note- 
book in hand). I feel bound to 
tell you that you are not down on 
my list of eligible young men, al- 
though I have the same list as the 
dear Duchess of Bolton has. We 
work together, in fact. However, I 
am quite ready to enter your name, 
should your answers be what a 
really afectionate mother requires. 
Do you smoke? 

JACK. Well, yes, I must admit I 
smoke. 

LADY BRACKNELL. I am glad to hear 
it. A man should always have an 
occupation of some kind. Th^re are 
far too many idle men in London 
as it is. How old are you? 

JACK. Twenty-nine. 

LADY BRACKNELL. A vej% good age 
to be married at. 1 have always 
been of opinion that a man who 
desires to get married should know 
either everything or nothing. 
Which do you know? 
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JACK {aper some hesitation). I 
know nothing, Lady Bracknell* 

LADY BRACKNELL. I am pleased to 
hear it. I do not approve of any- 
thing that tampers witl^ natural 
ignorance. Ignorance is like a deli- 
cate exotic fruit; toiA*;h it and the 
bloom is gone. The whole theory 
of modern education is radically 
unsound. Fortunately in England, 
at any rate, education produces no 
eflFect whatsoever. «If it did, it 
would prove a serious danger to 
the upper classes, and probably 
lead to acts of violence in Gros- 
venor Square. What is your in- 
come? 

JACK. Between seven and eight 
thousand a year. 

LADY BRACKNELL {makes a note* in 
her book). In land, or in invest- 
ments? 

JACK. In investments, chiefly. 

LADY BRACKNELL. That is Satisfac- 
tory. What between the duties ex- 
pected of one during ones life- 
time, and the duties exacted from 
one after ones death, land has 
ceased to *06 either a 'profit or a 
pleasure. It gives one position, and 
prevents one from keeping it up. 
That’s all that can be said about 
land. 

JACK. 1 have a country house with 
some land, of course, attached to 
it, about fifteen hundred acres, I 
believe; but I don’t depend on that 
fdt my real income. In fact, as far 
as I can i»:Jce out, the poachers are 
the only people who make any- 
thing out of it. 

LADY BRACKNELL. A country housel 
How many bedroooms? Well, that 


point can be cleared up afterwards. 
You have a town house, I hope? 
A girl with a simple, unspoiled na- 
ture, like Gwendolen, could hardly 
be expected to reside in the coun- 
try. 

JACK. Well, I own a house in Bel- 
grave Square, but it is let by the 
year to Lady Bloxham. Of course, 
I can get it back whenever I like, 
at six months' notice. 

i 

LADY BRACKNELL. Lady Bloxham? 
I don’t know her. 

JACK. Oh, she goes about very 
little. She is a lady considerably 
advanced in years. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Ah, now-a-days 
that is no guarantee of respecta- 
bility of character. What number 
in Belgrave Square? 

JACK. 149. 

LADY BRACKNELL {shaking hCT 
head). The unfashionable side. I 
thought there was something. How- 
ever, that could easily be altered. 

JACK. Do you mean the fashion, or 
the side?.- 

LADY BRACKNELL {stemly) . Both, 
if necessary, I presume. What are 
your politics? 

JACK. Well, ^I am afraid I really 
have none. I am a Liberal Unionist. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Oh, they count 
as Tories. They dine with us. Or 
come in the evening, at any rate. 
Now to minor matters. Are your 
parents living? 

JACK. I have lost both my parents. 
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LADY BRACKNELL. Both? . . . That 
seems like carelessness. Who was 
your father? He was evidently a 
man of some wealth. Was he born 
in what the Radical papers call the 
purple of commerce, or did he rise 
from the ranks of the aristocracy? 

JACK. I am afraid I really don't 
know. The fact is, Lady Bracknell, 
I said I had lost my parents. It 
would be nearer the truth t^ say 
that my parents seem to have lost 
me ... I don't actually know 
who I am by birth. I was . . . 
well, I was found. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Found! 

JACK. The late Mr. Thomas Car- 
dew, an old gentleman of a very 
charitable and kindly disposition, 
found me, and gave me the name 
of Worthing, because he happened 
to have a first-class ticket for 
Worthing in his pocket at the time. 
Worthing is a place in Sussex. It 
is a seaside resort. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Where did the 
charitable gentleman who had a 
first-class ticket for this seaside re- 
sort find you? 

JACK {gravely). In a hand-bag. 

LADY BRACKNELL. A hand-bag? 

JACK {very seriously Yes, Lady 
Bracknell. I was in a hand-bag— a 
somewhat large, black leather 
hand-bag, with handles to it— an 
ordinary hand-bag in fact. 

LADY BRACKNELL. In what locality 
did this Mr. James, or Thomas, 
Cardew come across this ordinary 
hand-bag? 


JACK. In the cloak-room at Victoria 
Station. It was given to him in 
mistake for his own. 

LADY BRACKNELL. The cloak-room 
at Victoria Station? 

JACK. Yes. Tl/e Brighton line. 

LADY BRACKNELL. The line is im- 
material. Mr. Worthing, I confess 
I feel somewhat bewildered by 
what you haVe just told me. To 
be bom, or at any rate bred, in a 
hand-bag, whether it had handles 
or not, seems to me to display a 
contempt for the ordinary decen- 
cies of family life that remind one 
of the worst excesses of the French 
Revolution. And I presume you 
kpow what 4iat unfortunate move- 
ment led to? As for the particular 
locality in which the hand-bag was 
found, a cloak-room at a railway 
station might serve to conceal a 
social indiscretion— has probably, 
indeed, been used for that purpose 
before now— bdt it could hardly be 
regarded as an assured basis fot 
a recognised position in good so^ 
ciety. 

JACK. May* I ask you then what 
you would advise me to do? I need 
hardly say I would do anything 
in the world to ensure Gwendo- 
len's happiness. 

LADY BRACKNELL. I wovild Strongly 
advise you, Mr. Worthing, to try 
and acquire some relations as soon 
as possible, and to make a definite 
effort to produce at any rate ofie 
parent, of either sex, before the 
season is quite over. 

JACK. Well, I don’t see how I could 
possibly manage to do that. I can 
produce the hand-bag at any mo- 
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xnent. It is in my dressing-room at 
home. I really think that should 
satisfy you. Lady Bracknell. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Me, sir! What 
has it to do with me? ITou can 
hardly imagine that I and Lord 
Bracknell would dreain of allowing 
our only daughter— a girl brought 
up with the utmost care— to marry 
into a cloak-room, and form an 
alliance with a parcel? Good morn- 
ing, Mr. Wortliingl •(lady Brack- 
nell sweeps out in majestic in- 
dignation, ) 

JACK. Good momingl (Algernon, 
from the other room, strikes up 
the Wedding March, jack looks 
perfectly furious, and goes to the 
door) For goodness’t sake don’t 
play that ghastly tune, Algyl Hpw 
idiotic you are I (The music stops, 
and ALGERNON enters cheerily,) 

ALGERNON. Didn’t it go oflF all right, 
old boy? You don’t mean to say 
Gwendolen refused you? I know it 
is a way she has. She is always 
refusing people. I think it is most 
ill-natured of her. 

JACK. Oh,^ Gwendolen Is as right 
as a trivet. As far as she is con- 
cerned, we are engaged. Her 
mother is perfectly unbearable. 
Never met such a Gorgon ... I 
don’t jeally know what a Gorgon 
is like, but I am quite sure that 
Lady Bracknell is one. In any case, 
she is a monster, without being a 
myth, which is rather unfair. . , . 
I beg your pardon, Algy, I suppo^^b 
I shouldiA: talk about your own 
aunt in that way before you. 

ALGERNON. My dear boy, I love 
hearing my relations abused. It is 
thd omy thing that makes me put 


up with them at all. Relations are 
simply a tedious pack of people, 
who haven’t got the remotest 
knowledge of how to live, nor the 
smallest instinct about when to 
die. 

JACK. Oh, that is nonsensel 

ALGERNON. It isn’t! 

jACK.j Well, I won’t argue about 
the matter. You always want to 
argue about things. • 

ALGERNON. That is exactly what 
things were originally made for. 

JACK. Upon my word, if I thought 
that, I’d shoot myself ... (A 
pause) You don’t think there is 
any chance of Gwendolen becom- 
ing like her mother in about a hun- 
dred and fifty years, do you, Algy? 

ALGERNON. All women become like 
their mothers. That is their trag- 
edy. No man does. That’s his. 

JACK. Is that clever? 

ALGERNON. It is perfectly phrased! 
and quit^ as true as any observa- 
tion in civilized life should be. 

JACK. I am sick to death of clever- 
ness. Everybody is clever now-a- 
days. You can’t go any\^here with- 
out meeting^ clever people. The 
thing has become an absolute pub- 
lic nuisance. I wish to goodness 
we had a few fools left. 

ALGERNON. We have. 

JACK. I should extremely like to 
meet them. What do th^ talk 
about? 
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ALGERNON. The fools? OhI about 
the clever people, of course. 

JACK. What fools! 

ALGERNON. By the way, did you 
tell Gwendolen the truth about 
your being Ernest in town, and 
Jack in the country? 

JACK (in a very patronising man- 
ner), My dear fellow, the truth 
isn't quite the sort of thing one 
tells to a nice, sweet, refined girl. 
What extraordinary ideas you have 
about the way to behave to a 
woman! 

ALGERNON. The Only way to be- 
have to a woman is to make love 
to her, if she is pretty, and to some- 
^one else if she is plain. 

JACK. Oh, that is nonsense. 

ALGERNON. What about your 
brother? What about the profligate 
Ernest? 

JACK. Oh, before the end of the 
week I shall have got rid of him. 
ril say he died in Paris of apo- 
plexy. Lots of people die of apo- 
plexy, quite suddenly, don't they? 

ALGERNON. Yes, but it’s hereditary, 
my dear fellow. It's a sort of thing 
that runs in families. You had 
much better say a severe chill. 

JACK. You are sure a severe chill 
isn't hereditary, or anything of that 
kind? 

ALGERNON. Of couTse it isn't! 

JACK. well, then. My poor 

bm*^ ' nest is carried oflF sud- 


denly in Paris, by a severe chilL 
That gets rid of him. 

ALGERNON. But I thought you said 
that . . . Miss Cardew was a 
little too much interested in your 
poor brother Ernest? Won't she 
feel his loss h good deal? 

JACK. Oh, that is all right. Cecily 
is not a silly, romantic girl, I am 
glad to say. She has got a capital 
appetite, goes* for long walks, and 
pays no attention at all to her les' 
sons. 

ALGERNON. I would rather like to 
see Cecily. 

JACK. I will take very good care 
you never (Jo* She is excessively 
pretty, and she is only just eight- 
een. 

ALGERNON. Have you told Gwen- 
dolen yet that you have an exces- 
sively pretty ward who is only just 
eighteen? • 

JACK. Oh! one doesn't blurt these 
things out to people. Cecily and 
Gwendolen are perfectly certain to 
be extremely great friends. I'll bet 
you anything you like that half an 
hour after they have met, they will 
be calling each other sister. 

ALGERNON. Women only do that 
when they have called each other 
a lot of other things first. Now, my 
dear boy, if we want to get a good 
table at Willis's, we really must go 
and dress. Do you know it is neany 
seven? 

JACK (irritably). Oh! it always is 
nearly seven. 

ALGERNON. Well, I'm himgry. 
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JACK. I never knew you when you 
weren't. ... 

ALGERNON. What shall we do after 
dinner? Go to a theatre? 

c 

JACK. Oh, no! I loathe listening. 

ALGERNON. Well, let US go to the 
Club? 

JACK. Oh, no! I hate talking. 

ALGERNON. Well, we might trot 
round to the Empire at ten? 

JACK. Oh, no! I can't bear looking 
at things. It is so silly. 

ALGERNON. Well, what shall we do? 

« f 

JACK. Nothing! * 

ALGERNON. It is awfully hard work 
doing nothing. However, I don't 
mind hard work where there is no 
definite object of an^ kind. 

{Enter lane.) 

LANE. Miss Fairfax. 

{Enter Gwendolen, lane goes 
out.) « , 

ALGERNON. Gwendolen, upon my 
word! 

GWENDOLEN. Algy, kindly turn your 
back, i have something very par- 
ticular to say to Mr. Worthing. 

ALGERNON. Really, Gwendolen, I 
don't think I can allow this at all. 

GWENDOLEN. Algy, you always 
adopt a strictly immoral attitude 
towards life. You are not quite old 
enough to do that. (Algernon re- 
tires to the fireplace.) 


JACK. My own darling! 

GWENDOLEN. Emest, we may never 
be married. From the expression 
on mamma's face I fear we never 
shall. Few parents now-a-days pay 
any regard to what their chilclren 
say to them. The old-fashioned re- 
spect for the young is fast dying 
out. Whatever influence I ever had 
over mamma, I lost at the age of 
three. But although she may pre- 
vent «us from becoming man and 
wife, and I may marry someone 
else, and marry often, nothing that 
she can possibly do can alter my 
eternal devotion to you. 

JACK. Dear Gwendolen. 

GWENDOLEN. The story of your ro- 
mantic origin, as related to me by 
mamma, with unpleasing com- 
ments, has naturally stirred the 
deeper fibres of my nature. Your 
Christian name has an irresistible 
fascination. .The simplicity of your 
character makes you exquisitely in- 
comprehensible to me. Your town 
address at the Albany I have. What 
is your address in the country? 

JACK. The Manor House, Woolton, 
Hertfordshire. (Algernon, who has 
been carefully listening, smiles to 
himself, and writes the address on 
his shirt-cuff. Then picks up the 
Railway Guide.) 

GWENDOLEN. There is a good postal 
service, I suppose? It may be nec- 
essary to do something desperate. 
That, of course, will require se- 
rious consideration. I will commu- 
nicate with you daily. 

JACK. My own one! 

GWENDOLEN. How long vou re- 
main in town? 
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JACK. Till Monday. 

GWENDOLEN. Goodl Algy, you may 
turn round now. 

ALGERNON. Thanks, IVe turned 
round already. 

GWENDOLEN. You may also ring the 
bell. 

JACK. You will let me see )^ou to 
your carriage, my own darling? 

GWENDOLEN. Certainly. 

JACK (to LANE, tvho Tiow enters), 
I will see Miss Fairfax out. 

LANE. Yes, sir. (jack and Gwen- 
dolen go off. LANE presents sev- 
eral letters on a salver to Alger- 
non. It is to he surmised that they 
are bills, as Algernon, after look- 
ing at the envelopes, tears them 
up.) 

ALGERNON. A glass of sheiiy, Lane. 

LANE. Yes, sir^ 

« 

/ 

ALGERNON. Tomotfow, Lane, Im 
going Bunburying. 

LANE. Yes, sir. 

ALGERNON. I shall probably not be 
back till Monday. You can put up 
my dress clothes, my smoking 
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jacket, and all the Bunbury 
suits . . . 

LANE. Yes, sir. (Handing sherry.) 

ALGERNON. I hope tomorrow will 
be a fine day, Lane. 

I 

LANE. It never is, sir. 

ALGERNON. Lane, you’re a perfect 
pessimist. 

LANE. I do my best to give satis- 
faction, sir. 

(Enter jack, lane goes off.) 

JACK. There’s a sensible, intellec- 
tual girl! the only girl I ever cared 
for in my life. (Algernon is laugh- 
ing immoderately) What on earth 
are you so amused at? 

ALGERNON. Oh, I’m a little anxious 
about poor Bunbury, that’s all. 

JACK. If you don’t take care, your 
friend Bunbury will get you into a 
serious scrape some day. 

ALGERNON. I love scrapcs. They are 
the only things that are never se- 
rious. 

9 9 

JACK. Oh, that’s nonsense, Algy. 
You never talk anything but non- 
sense. 

ALGERNON. Nobody ever does. 
(jack looks indignantly at him, and 
leaves the room. Algernon lights 
a cigarette, reads his shirt-cuff and 
smiles.) 
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ACT TWO 


Scene— G arden at the Manor House. A flight of gray stone steps leads up 
to the house. The garhen, an old-fashioned one, full of roses. Time of year, 
July. Basket chairs, and a table covered with books, are set under a large 
yew tree. 

(miss prism discovered seated at the table, cecily is at the back water- 
ing flowers.) ^ 


MISS PRISM (calling). Cecily, Ce- 
cilyl Surely such a utilitarian occu- 
pation as the watering of flowers 
is rather Moulton’s duty than 
yours? Especially at a moment 
when intellectual pleasures await 
you. Your German grammar is on 
the table. Pray open it at page 
fifteen. We wiU repeat yesterday’s 
lesson. 

CECILY (coming over very slowly). 
But I don’t like German. It isn’t at 
all a becoming language. I know 
perfectly well that I look quite 
plain after my German lesson. 

MISS PRISM. Child, you know how 
anxious y^ar guardian is that you 
should improve yourself in every 
way. He laid particular stress on 
your German, as he was leaving 
for town yesterday. Indeed, he al- 
ways lays stress on your German 
when The is leaving for town. 

CECILY. Dear Uncle Jack is so very 
seriousi Sometimes he is so serious 
th&t I think he cannot be quite 
well. 

Mxss PRISM (drawing herself up). 
Your guardian enjoys the best of 
health, and his cavity of de- 
meanour is especially to be com- 


mended in one so comparatively 
young as he is. I know no one who 
has a higher sense of duty and 
responsibility. 

CECILY. I suppose that is why he 
often looks a little bored when we 
three are together. 

MISS PRISM. Cecily! I am surprised 
at you. Mr. Worthing has many 
troubles in his life. Idle merriment 
and triviality would be out of place 
in his conversation. You must re- 
member his constant anxiety about 
that unfortunate young man, his 
brother. 

CECILY. I wish Uncle Jack would 
allow that unfortunate young man, 
his brother, to come down here 
sometimes. We might have a good 
influence over him, Miss Prism. I 
am sure you certainly would. You 
know German, and geology, and 
things of that kind influence a man 
very much.^ (cecily begins to 
write in her diary.) 

MISS PRISM (shaking her head). I 
do not think that even I could pro- 
duce any effect on a character tnat, 
according to his own brother's ad- 
mission, is irretrievably weak and 
vaciUating. Indeed, I am not sure 
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that I would desire to reclaim him. 
I am not in favour of this modem 
mania for turning bad people into 
good people at a moment s notice. 
As a man sows so let him reap. You 
must put away your diary, Cecily. 
I really don’t see why you should 
keep a diary at all. 

CECILY. I keep a diary in order to 
enter the wonderful secrets of my 
life. If I didn’t write them down 
I should probably forget all hbout 
them. 

MISS PRISM. Memory, my dear 
Cecily, is the diary that we all 
carry about with us. 

CECILY. Yes, but it usually chron- 
icles the things that have never 
happened, and couldn’t possibly 
have happened. I believe that 
Memory is responsible for nearly 
all the three-volume novels that 
Mudie sends us. 

MISS PRISM. Do not speak slight- 
ingly of the three-volume novel, 
Cecily. I wrote one myself in 
earlier days. 

CECILY. Did you really. Miss 
Prism? How wonderfully clever 
you are! I hope it did not end 
happily? I don’t like novels that 
end happily. They depress me so 
much. 

MISS PRISM. The good ended hap- 
pily, and the bad unhappily. That 
is what Fiction means. 

CECILY. I suppose so. But it seems 
very unfair. And was your novel 
ever published? 

MISS PRISM. Alas! no. The manu- 
script unfortunately was aban- 


doned. I use the word in the sense 
of lost or mislaid. To your work, 
child, these speculations are profit- 
less. 

CECILY {smiling). But I see dear 
Dr. Chasuble coming up through 
the garden. I 

MISS PRISM (rising and advancing). 
Dr. Chasuble! This is indeed u 
pleasure. 

(Enter cancx* chasuble. ) 

CHASUBLE. And how are we this 
morning? Miss Prism, you are, I 
trust, well? 

CECILY. Miss Prism has just been 
complaining of a slight headache. 
1^ think it would do her so much 
good to have a short stroll with you 
in the park. Dr. Chasuble. 

MISS PRISM. Cecily, I have not 
mentioned anything about a head^ 
ache. 

CECILY. No, dear Miss Prism, 1 
know that, but I felt instinctively 
that you had a headache. Indeed 
I was thinking about that, and not 
about my German lesson* when the 
Rector came in. 

CHASUBLE. I hope, Cecily, you are 
not inattentive. 

CECILY. Oh, I am afraid I am. 

CHASUBLE. That is strange. Were I 
fortunate enough to be Miss Prism’s 
pupil, I would hang upon her lips. 
(miss PRISM gZares) I spoke meta- 
phorically.— My metaphor was 
mawn from bees. Ahem! Mr. 
Worthing, I suppose, has not re- 
turned from tovm yet? 
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MISS PRISM. We do not expect him 
till Monday afternoon. 

CHASUBLE. Ah yes, he usually likes 
to spend his Sunday in London. He 
is not one of those whose tsole aim 
is enjoyment, as, by all accounts, 
that unfortunate yotog man, his 
brother, seems to be. But I must 
not disturb Egeria and her pupil 
any longer. 

MISS PRISM. Egeriai My name is 
Laetitia, Doctor. 

CHASUBLE (bowing). A classical al- 
lusion merely, drawn from the Pa- 
gan authors. I shall see you both 
no doubt at Evensong. 

MISS PRISM. I think, dear Doctor, 
I will have a stroll witJi you. I find 
I have a headache after all, arid 
a walk might do it good. 

CHASUBLE. With pleasure. Miss 
Prism, with pleasure. We might 
go as far as the schools and back. 

MISS PRISM. That would be de- 
lightful. Cecily, you will read your 
Political Economy in my absence. 
The chapter on the Fall of the 
Rupee you may omit. It is some- 
what too sensational. Even these 
metallic problems have their melo- 
dramatic side. 

(Goes down the garden with dr. 
CHASUbLE.) 

CECILY (picks up books and throws 
them back on table). Horrid Po- 
litical Economy! Horrid Geography! 
Horrid, horrid German! 

(Enter merriman with a card on 
a salver.) 

MERRIMAN. Mr. Emest Worthing 
has just driven over from the sta- 


tion. He has brought his luggage 
with him. 

CECILY (takes the card and reads 
it). “Mr. Ernest Worthing, B 4 The 
Albany, W.” Uncle Jacks brother! 
Did you tell him Mr. Worthing 
was in town? 

MERRIMAN. Yes, Miss. He seemed 
very much disappointed. I men- 
tioned that you and Miss Prism 
were •in the garden. He said he was 
anxious to speak to you privately 
for a moment. 

CECILY. Ask Mr. Ernest Worthing 
to come here. I suppose you had 
better talk to the housekeeper 
about a room for him. 

MERRIMAN. YcS, MisS. ( MERRIMAN 

goes off.) 

CECILY. I have never met any really 
wicked person before. I feel rather 
frightened. I am so afraid he will 
look just like everyone else. (Enter 
ALGERNON, Very gay and debo~ 
nair) He does! 

ALGERNON (raising his hat). You 
are my little cousin Cecily, Tm 
sure. 

CECILY. You are under some 
strange mistake. I am not little. In 
fact, I am more than usually tall 
for my age. (Algernon is rather 
taken aback) But I am your cousin 
Cecily. You, T see from your card, 
are Uncle Jack s brother, my cousin 
Emest, my wicked cousin Ernest. 

ALGERNON. Oh! I am not really 
wicked at all, cousin Cecily. You 
mustn't think that I am wicked. 

CECILY. If you are not, then you 
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have certainly been deceiving us 
all in a very inexcusable manner. 
I hope you have not been leading 
a double life, pretending to be 
wicked and being really good all 
the time. That would be hypocrisy. 

ALGERNON (looks at her in amaze- 
ment), Oh I of course I have been 
rather reckless. 

CECILY. I am glad to hear it. 

• 

ALGERNON. In fact, now you men- 
tion the subject, I have been very 
bad in my own small way. 

CECILY. I don’t think you should 
be so proud of that, though I am 
sure it must have been very pleas- 
ant. 

ALGERNON. It is much pleasanter 
being here with you. 

CECILY. I can’t understand how 
you are here at all. Uncle Jack 
won’t be back till Monday after- 
noon. 

ALGERNON. That is a great disap- 
pointment. I am obliged to go up 
by the first train on Monday morn- 
ing. I have a business appoint- 
ment that I am anxious ... to 
miss. 

CECILY. Couldn’t you miss it any- 
where but in London? 

ALGERNON. No; the ajJpointment is 
in London. 

CECILY. Well, I know, of course, 
how important it is not to keep a 
business engagement, if one wants 
to retain any sense of the beauty 
of life, but still I think you had 
better wait till Uncle Jack arrives. 


I know he wants to speak to you 
about your emigrating. 

ALGERNON. About my what? 

CECILY. lYour emigrating. He has 
gone up to buy your outfit. 

i 

ALGERNON. I Certainly wouldn’t let 
Jack buy my outfit. He has no taste 
in neckties at all. 

CECILY. I don,’t think you will re- 
quire neckties. Uncle Jack is send- 
ing you to Australia. 

ALGERNON. Australia! I’d sooner die. 

CECILY. Well, he said at dinner on 
Wednesday night, that you would 
have to choose between this world, 
die next wo?ld, and Australia. 

• 

ALGERNON. Oh, Well! The accounts 
I have received of Australia and 
the next world, are not particularly 
encouraging. This world is good 

enough for me, cousin Cecily. 

• 

CECILY. Yes, but are you good 
enough for it? 

ALGERNON. I’m afraid I’m not that. 
That is why I want you' to reform 
me. You might make that your mis- 
sion, if you don’t mind, cousin 
Cecily. 

CECILY. I’m afraid I’ve not time, 
this afternoon. 

ALGERNON. Well, would you mind 
my reforming myself this after- 
neon? ^ 

CECILY. That is rather Quixotic of 
you. But I think you should try. 

ALGERNON. I Will. I feel better al- 
ready. 
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CECILY. You are looking a little 
worse. 

ALCERNON. That is because I am 
hungry. 

I 

CECILY. How thoughtless of me. I 
should have reme^ibered that 
when one is going to lead an en- 
tirely new life, one requires reg- 
ular and wholesome meals. Won’t 
you come in? 

f 

ALGERNON. Thank you. Might I 
have a button-hole first? I never 
have any appetite unless I have a 
button-hole first. 

CECILY. A Mar^chal Niel? (Picks 
up scissors.) 

ALGERNON. No, I’d sooner have & 
pink rose. * 

CECILY. Why? (Cuts a flower.) 

ALGERNON. Bccausc you are like a 
pink rose, cousin Cepily. 

CECILY. I don’t think it can be 
right for you to talk to me like 
that. Miss Prism never says such 
things to me. u 

ALGERNON. Then Miss Prism is a 
short-sighted old lady, (cecily 
puts the rose in his hutton-hole) 
You are the prettiest girl I ever 
saw. • 

CECILY. Miss Prism says that all 
good looks are a snare. 

• • 
ALGERNON. They are a snare that 
every sensible man would like to 
be caught in. 

CECILY. OhI I don't think I would 
care to catch a s^sible man. 1 


shouldn’t know what to talk to him 
about. 

(They pass into the house, miss 
PRISM and DR. CHASUBLE retum.) 

MISS PRISM. You are too much 
alone, dear Dr. Chasuble. You 
should get married. A misanthrope 
I can understand— a womanthrope, 
never! 

CHASUBLE (with fl scJiolar s shud- 
der) .%)Be\icve me, I do not deserve 
so neologistic a phrase. The pre- 
cept as well as the practice of the 
Primitive Church was distinctly 
against matrimony. 

MISS PRISM (sententiously) . That is 
obviously the reason why the Prim- 
itive Church has not lasted up to 
the present day. And you do not 
seem to realize, dear Doctor, that 
by persistently remaining single, a 
man converts himself into a per- 
manent public temptation. Men 
should be careful; this very celi- 
bacy leads weaker vessels astray. 

CHASUBLE. But is a man not equally 
attractive "when married? 

MISS PRISM. No married man is 
ever attractive except to his wife. 

CHASUBLE. And often, I’ve been 
told, not even to her. 

MISS PRISM. That depends on the 
intellectual sympathies of the 
woman. Maturity can always be 
depended oft. Ripeness can be 
trusted. Young women are green. 
(dr. CHASUBLE staiis) I spoke hor- 
ticulturally. My metaphor was 
drawn from fruits. But where is 
Cecily? 

CHASUBLE. Perhaps she followed us 
to the schools. 
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(Enter jack slowly from the hack 
of the garden. He is dressed in the 
deepest mourning, with crape hat- 
band and black gloves.) 

MISS PRISM. Mr. Worthing! 

CHASUBLE. Mr. Worthing? 

MISS PRISM. This is indeed a sur- 
prise. We did not look for you till 
Monday afternoon. 

JACK (shakes miss prism’s hand in 
a tragic manner). I have returned 
sooner than I expected. Dr. Chas- 
uble, I hope you are well? 

CHASUBLE. Dear Mr. Worthing, I 
trust this garb of woe does not be- 
token some terrible calamity? 

JACK. My brother. 

MISS PRISM. More shameful debts 
and extravagance? 

CHASUBLE. Still leading his life of 
pleasure? 

JACK (shaking his head). Dead! 

CHASUBLE. Your brother Ernest 
dead? 

JACK. Quite dead. 

MISS PRISM. What a lesson for him! 
I trust he will profit by it. 

CHASUBLE. Mr. Worthing, I offer 
you my sincere condolence. You 
have at least the consolation of 
knowing that you were always the 
most generous and forgiving of 
brothers. 

JACK. Poor Ernest! He had many 
feults» but it is a sad, sad blow. 


CHASUBLE. Very sad indeed. Were 
you with him at the end? 

JACK. No. He died abroad; in Paris, 
in fact. I had a telegram last night 
from thte manager of the Grand 
Hotel. 

# 

CHASUBLE. Was the cause of death 
mentioned? 

JACK. A sever^ chill, it seems. 

MISS PRISM. As a man sows, so shall 
he reap. 

CHASUBLE (raising his hand). Char- 
ity, dear Miss Prism, charity! None 
of us are perfect. I myself am pe- 
culiarly susceptible to draughts. 
Will the interment take place 
hete? 

JACK. No. He seems to have ex- 
pressed a desire to be buried in 
Paris. 

CHASUBLE. In Paris! (Shakes his 
head) I fear that hardly points to 
any very serious state of mind at 
the last. You would no doubt wish 
me to make some slight allusion 
to this tragic domestic affliction 
next Sunday, (jack presses his 
hand convulsively) My sermon on 
the meaning of the manna in the 
wilderness can be adapted to al- 
most any occasion, joyful, or* as in 
the present case, distressing. (AH 
sigh) I have preached it at harvest 
celebrations, christenings, confir- 
mations, on days of humiliation aAd 
festal days. The last time I deliv- 
ered it was in the Cathedral, as a 
charity sermon on behalf of the 
Society for the Prevention of Dis- 
contentment among the Upper 
Orders. The Bishop, who was pres- 
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ent, was much struck by some of 
the analogies I drew. 

JACK. Ah, that reminds me, you 
mentioned christenings I think. Dr. 
Chasuble? I suppose you know how 
to christen all right? (dr. chasuble 
looks astounded) I mA^in, of course, 
you are continually christening, 
aren't you? 

MISS PRISM. It is, I regret to say, 
one of the Rector's most constant 
duties in this parish. I have often 
spoken to the poorer classes on the 
subject. But they don't seem to 
know what thrift is. 

CHASUBLE. But is there any par- 
ticular infant in whom you are in- 
terested, Mr. Worthing? Your 
brother was, I believe, unmarried, 
was he not? 

JACK. Oh, yes. 

Miss PRISM (bitterly). People who 
live entirely for pleasure usually 
are. 

JACK. But it is not for any child, 
dear Doctor. I am very fond of 
children. Nol the fact is, I would 
like to be christened myself, this 
afternoon, if you have nothing bet- 
ter to do. 

CHASUBLE. But surely, Mr. Worth- 
ing, you have been christened al- 
ready? 

JACK. I don't remember anything 
aBbut it. • 

CHASUBLE. But have you any grave 
doubts on the subject? 

JACK. I certainly intend to have. 
Of course, I don't know if the 


thing would bother you in any 
way, or if you think I am a little 
too old now. 

CHASUBLE. Not at all. The sprin- 
kling, and, indeed, the immersion 
of adults is a perfectly canonical 
practice. 

JACK. Immersion! 

CHASiJBLE. You need have no ap- 
prehensions. Sprinkling is all that 
is necessary, or indeed I think ad- 
visable. Our weather is so change- 
able. At what hour would you wish 
the ceremony performed? 

JACK. Oh, I might trot around about 
five if that would suit you. 

CHASUBLE. Perfectly, perfectly! In 
fact I have two similar ceremonies 
to perform at that time. A case of 
twins that occurred recently in one 
of the outlying cottages on your 
own estate. Poor Jenkins the carter, 
a most hard-working man. 

JACK. Oh! I don't see much fun in 
being christened along with other 
babies. It would be childish. 
Would half-past five do? 

CHASUBLE. Admirably! Admirably! 
(Takes out watch) And now, dear 
Mr. Worthing, I will not intrude 
any longer into a house of sorrow. 
I would merely beg you not to be 
too much b(5wed down by grief. 
What seem to us bitter trials at the 
moment are often blessings in dis- 
guise, 

MISS PRISM. This seems to me & 
blessing of an extremely obvious 
kind. 

(Enter cecily from the house.) 
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CECILY. Uncle Jack! Oh, I am 
leased to see you back. But what 
orrid clothes you have onl Do go 
and change them. 

MISS piiisM. Cecily! 

CHASUBLE. My child! my child! 
( CECILY goes towards jack; he 
kisses her hrow in a melancholy 
manner . ) 

CECILY. What is the matter, *Uncle 
Jack? Do look happy! You look as 
if you had a toothache and I have 
such a surprise for you. Who do 
you think is in the dining-room? 
Your brother! 

JACK. Who? 

CECILY. Your brother Ernest. He 
arrived about half an hour ago. 

JACK. What nonsense! I haven^t got 
a brother. 

CECILY. Oh, don’t say that. How- 
ever badly he may have behaved 
to you in the past he is still your 
brother. You couldn’t be so heart- 
less as to disown him. I’ll tell him 
to come out. And you will shake 
hands with him, won’t you. Uncle 
Jack? (Runs back into the house,) 

ciMSUBLE. These are very joyful 
tidings. 

MISS PRISM. After we^ had all been 
resigned to hrs loss, his sudden 
return seems to me peculiarly dis- 
tressing. 

JACK. My brother is in the dining- 
room? I don’t know what it all 
means. I think it is perfectly absurd. 
{Enter Algernon and cecily hand 


in hand. They come slowly up to 

JACK. ) 

JACK. Good heavens! (Motions Al- 
gernon away. ) 

• 

ALGERNON. Brother John, I have 
come down /rom town to tell you 
that I am very sorry for all the 
trouble I have given you, and that 
I intend to lead a better life in the 
future, (jack glares at him and 
does not take his hand. ) 

CECILY. Uncle Jack, you are not 
going to refuse your own brother’s 
hand? 

JACK. Nothing will induce me to 
take his hand. I think his coming 
down here ^disgraceful. He knows 
perfectly well why. 

CECILY. Uncle Jack, do be nice. 
There is some good in everyone. 
Ernest has just been telling me 
about his poor invalid friend, Mr. 
Bunbury, whsjm he goes to visit 
so often. And surely there must be 
much good in one who is kind to 
an invalid, and leaves the pleasures 
of London to sit by a bed of pain. 

t • 

JACK. Oh, he has been talking about 
Bunbury, has he? 

CECILY. Yes, he has told me all 
about poor Mr. Bunbury, and his 
terrible state of health. 

JACK. Bunbury! Well, I won’t have 
him talk to you about Bunbury oi 
about anything else. It is enough* to 
drive one perfectly frantic. 

alcxrnon. Of course I admit that 
the |kults were all on my side. But 
I must say that I think that Brother 
John’s coldness to me is peculiarly 



OSCAR WILDE 


94 ‘ 

painful. I expected a more en- 
thusiastic welcome, especially con- 
sidering it is the first time I have 
come here. 

CECILY. Uncle Jack, if ycxi don’t 
shake hands with Ernest I will 
never forgive you. 

JACK. Never forgive me? 

CECILY. Never, never, neverl 

JACK. Well, this is the last time I 
shall ever do it. ( Shakes hands with 
ALGERNON and glares,) 

ciiASUBLE. It’s pleasant, is it not, 
to see so perfect a reconciliation? 
I think we might leave the two 
brothers together. « 

• 

MISS PRISM. Cecily, you will come 
with us. 

CECILY. Certainly, Miss Prism. My 
little task of reconciliation is over. 

9 

CHASUBLE. You havc done a beauti- 
ful action today, dear child. 

MISS PRISM* We must notbe prema- 
ture in our judgments. 

CECILY. I feel very happy. {They 

(til go ojf.) 

JACK. "You young scoundrel, Algy, 
you must get out of this place as 
soon as possible. I don’t allow any 
Bunburying here. 

{Enter merriman.) « 

MERRiMAN. I have put Mr. Ernest’s 
things in the room next to yours, 
Ik. 1 suppose that is all right? 

jyiGK. What? 


merriman. Mr. Ernest’s luggage, 
sir. I have unpacked it and put it 
in the room next to your own. 

JACK. His luggage? 

merriman. Yes, sir. Three port- 
manteaus, a dressing-case, two hat- 
boxes, and a large luncheon-basket. 

ALGERNON. I am afraid I can’t stay 
more than a week tliis time. 

JACK. Merriman, order the dog-cart 
at once. Mr. Ernest has been sud- 
denly called back to town. 

merriman. Yes, sir. {Goes back 
into the house.) 

ALGERNON. What a fearful liar you 
are. Jack. I have not been called 
back to town at all. 

JACK. Yes, you have. 

ALGERNON. I haven’t heard anyone 
call me. 

JACK. Your duty as a gentleman 
calls you back. 

ALGERNON. My duty as a gentleman 
has never interfered with my pleas- 
ures in the smallest degree. 

JACK. I can quite understand that. 

ALGERNON. Well, Cecily is a dar- 
ling. 

JACK. You are not to talk of Miss 
Cardew like that. I don’t like it. 

ALGERNON. Well, I don’t like your 
clothes. You look perfectly ridicu- 
lous in them. Why on earth don’t 
you go up and change? Jt is per- 
fectly childish to be in deep mourn- 
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ing for a man who is actually stay- 
ing for a whole week with you in 
your house as a guest. 1 call it 
grotesque. 

JACK. You are certainly not staying 
with me for a whole week as a 
guest or anything else. You have 
got to leave ... by the four-five 
train. 

ALGERNON. I Certainly won’t^ leave 
you so long as you are in mourning. 
It would be most unfriendly. If I 
were in mourning you would stay 
with me, I suppose. I should think 
it very unkind if you didn’t. 

JACK. Well, will you go if I change 
my clothes? 

ALGERNON. Yes, if you are not too 
long. I never saw anybody take 
so long to dress, and with such 
little result. 

JACK. Well, at any rate, that is bet- 
ter than being always over-dressed 
as you are. 

ALGERNON. If I am occasionally a 
little over-dressed, I make up for 
it by being always immensely over- 
educated. 

JACK. Your vanity is ridiculous, 
your conduct an outrage, and your 
presence in my garden utterly ab- 
surd. However, you have got to 
catch the four-five, aijd I hope you 
will have a pleasant journey back 
to town. This Bunburying, as you 
call it, has not been a great success 
for you. {Goes into the house,) 

ALGERNON. I think it has been a 
great success. Tm in love with 
Cecily, and that is everything. {En- 
ter CECILY at the back of the 
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garden. She 'picks up the can and 
begins to water the flowers) But 
I must see her before I go, and 
make arrangements for another 

Bunbury. Ah, there she is. 

• 

CECILY. Oh, I merely came back 
to water the"^ roses. I thought you 
were with Uncle Jack. 

ALGERNON. He s gone to order the 
dog-cart for me. 

CECILY. Oh, is he going to take you 
for a nice drive? 

ALGERNON. He s going to send me 
away. 

CECILY. Then have we got to part? 

Ai^GERNON. I am afraid so. It’s a 
very painful parting. 

CECILY. It is always painful to 
part from people whom one has 
known for a very brief space of 
time. The absence of old friends 
one can endure with equanimity. 
But even a momentary separation 
from anyone to whom one has just 
been introduced is almost unbear- 
able. 

ALGERNON. Thank you. 

{Enter merriman.) 

MERRiMAN. The dog-cart is ;it the 
door, sir. (Algernon looks appeal- 
ingly at cecily.) 

CECILY. It can wait, Merriman . . . 
for . . . five minutes. 

MERRIMAN. Yes, miss. 

(Exit MERRIMAN.) 

ALGERNON. 1 hope, Cecily, I shall 
not oiSend you if I state quite 
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frankly and openly that you seem to 
me to be in every way the visible 
personification of absolute perfec- 
tion. 

CECILY. I think your franknfess does 
you great credit, Ernest. If you will 
allow me I will copy your remarks 
into my diary. {Goes over to table 
and begins writing in diary.) 

ALGERNON. Do you really keep a 
diary? Fd give anything to look at 
it. May I? 

CECILY. Oh, no. (Puts her hand 
over it) You see, it is simply a very 
young girls record of her own 
thoughts and impressions, and con- 
sequently meant for publication. 
When it appears in volume form I 
hope you will order a copy. But 
pray, Ernest, don't stop. I delight 
in taking down from dictation. I 
have reached ‘‘absolute perfection." 
You can go on. I am quite ready 
for more. 

c 

ALGERNON {somcwhat taken 
tback), Aheml Aheml 

CECILY. Oil, don't cough, Ernest. 
When one is dictating one should 
speak fluently and not cough. Be- 
sides, I don’t know how to spell a 
cough. (Writes as Algernon 

speaks,) 

% 

ALGERNON {speaking very rapidly), 
Cecily, ever • since I first looked 
upon your wonderful and incom- 

f )£ltable beauty, I have dared to 
ove you wildly, passionately, de- 
votedly, hopelessly. 

CECILY. I don't think that you 
should tell me that you love me 
wildly, passionately, devotedly. 


hopelessly. Hopelessly doesn't seem 
to make such sense, does it? 

ALGERNON. Cecilyl 
{Enter merriman.) 

MERRiMAN. The dog-cart is waiting, 
sir. 

ALGERNON. Tell it to comc round 
next week, at the same hour. 

MERRIMAN (looks at CECILY, who 
makes no sign). Yes, sir. 
(merriman retires.) 

CECILY. Uncle Jack would be very 
much annoyed if he knew you were 
staying on till next week, at the 
same hour. 

ALGERNON. Oh, I don’t care about 
Jack. I don't care for anybody in 
the whole world but you. I love 
you, Cecily. You will marry me, 
won't you? 

CECILY. You silly you! Of course. 
Why, we have been engaged for 
the last three months. 

ALGERNON. For the last three 
months? 

CECILY. Yes, it will be exactly three 
months on Thursday. 

ALGERNON. But how did we be- 
come engaged? 

CECILY. Well,* ever since dear Uncle 
Jack first confessed to us that he 
had a younger brother who was 
very wicked and bad, you of 
course have formed the chief topic 
of conversation between myself and 
Miss Prism. And of course a man 
who is much talked about is al- 
ways very attractive. One feels 
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there must be something in him 
after all. I daresay it was foolish 
of me, but I fell in love with you, 
Ernest. 

ALGERNON. Darling! And when was 
the engagement actually settled? 

CECILY. On the 4th of February 
last. Worn out by your entire ig- 
norance of my existence, I de- 
termined to end the matter one 
way or the other, and after a long 
struggle with myself I accepted 
you under this dear old tree here. 
The next day I bought this little 
ring in your name, and this is the 
little bangle with the true lovers' 
knot I promised you always to 
wear. 

ALGERNON. Did I give you this? It s 
very pretty, isn't it? 

CECILY. Yes, you've wonderfully 
good taste, Ernest. It's the excuse 
I've always given for your leading 
such a bad life. And this is the box 
in which I keep all your dear let- 
ters. {Kneels at table, opens box, 
and produces letters tied up with 
blue ribbon.) 

ALGERNON. My letters! But my own 
sweet Cecily, I have never written 
you any letters. 

CECILY. You need hardly remind 
me of that, Ernest. I remember only 
too well that I was forced to write 
your letters for you. I wrote always 
three times a week, and sometimes 
oftener. 

ALGERNON. Oh, do let me read 
them, Cecily? 

CECILY. Oh, I couldn't possibly. 
They would make you far too con- 


ceited. (Replaces box) The three 
you wrote me after I had broken 
ofiF the engagement are so beautiful, 
and so badly spelled, that even now 
I can hardly read them without 
crying a^little. 

ALGERNON. Etit was our engage- 
ment ever broken off? 

CECILY. Of course it was. On the 
22nd of last March. You can see 
the entry if you like. (Shows diary) 
‘‘Today I broke off my engagement 
with Ernest. I feel it is better to 
do so. The weather still continues 
charming." 

ALGERNON. But why on earth did 
you break it off? What had I done? 
I had done nothing at all. Cecily, 
I am very much hurt indeed to hear 
yoh broke it off. Particularly when 
the weather was so charming. 

CECILY. It would hardly have been 
a really serious engagement if it 
hadn't been broken off at least 
once. But I forgave you before the 
week was out. 

ALGERNON (crossing to her, and 
kneeling). ^What a perfect angel 
you are, Cecily. 

CECILY. You dear romantic boy. 
(He kisses her, she puts her fingers 
through his hair) I hope your hair 
curls naturally, does it? • 

ALGERNON. Yes, darling, with a lit- 
tle help from others. 

cfeciLY. I am so glad. * 

ALGERNON. You'll never break off 
our engagement again, Cecily? 

CECILY. I don't think I could break 
it off now that I have actually met 
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you. Besides, of course, there is the 
question of your name. 

ALGERNON. Yes, of course. (Nerv- 
ously, ) 

4 

CECILY. You must not laugh at me, 
darling, but it had aKvays been a 
girlish dream of mine to love some 
one whose name was Ernest. (Al- 
gernon rises, cecily also) There 
is something in that name that 
seems to inspire absolute confi- 
dence. I pity any poor married 
woman whose husband is not called 
Ernest. 

ALGERNON. But, my dear child, do 
you mean to say you could not 
love me if I had some other name? 

CECILY. But what name? 

< 

ALGERNON. Oh, any name you like 
—Algernon, for instance. . . . 

CECILY. But I don’t like the name 
of Algernon. • 

ALGERNON. Well, my own dear, 
sweet, loving little darling, I really 
can’t see why you should object to 
the name Of Algernon. It is not at 
all a bad name. In fact, it is rather 
an aristocratic name. Half of the 
chaps who get into the Bankruptcy 
Court are called Algernon. But 
serioujly, Cecily . . . (Moving to 
her) ... if my name was ^gy, 
couldn’t you love me? 

CECILY (rising), I might respect 
yoti, Ernest, I might admire youc 
character, but I fear that I should 
not be able to give you my un- 
divided attention. 

ALGERNON. AhemI Cecily! (Picking 
up hat) Your Rector here is, I 


suppose, thoroughly experienced in 
the practice of all the rites and 
ceremonials of the church? 

CECILY. Oh, yes. Dr. Chasuble is a 
most learned man. He has never 
written a single book, so you can 
imagine how much he knows. 

ALGERNON. I must scc him at once 
on a most important christening— I 
mean on most important business. 

CECILY. Oh! 

ALGERNON. I sha’n’t be away more 
than half an hour. 

CECILY. Considering that we have 
been engaged since February the 
14th, and that I only met you to- 
day for the first time, I think it is 
rather hard that you should leave 
me for so long a period as half an 
hour. Couldn’t you make it twenty 
minutes? 

ALGERNON. I’ll be back in no time. 
(Kisses her and rushes down the 
garden. ) 

CECILY. What an impetuous boy he 
is. I like his hair so much. I must 
enter his proposal in my diary. 
(Enter merriman.) 

MERRiMAN. A Miss Fairfax has just 
called to see Mr. Worthing. On 
very important business. Miss Fair- 
fax states. 

CECILY. Isn’t Mr. Worthing in his 
library? 

MERRIMAN. Mr. Worthing went 
over in the direction of the Rectory 
some time ago. 

CECILY. Pray ask the lady to come 
out here; Mr. Worthing is sure to 
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be back soon. And you can bring 
tea. 

MERRIMAN. YcS, HlisS. (GoeS OUt) 

CECILY. Miss Fairfax! I suppose one 
of the many good elderly women 
who are associated with Uncle Jack 
in some of his philanthropic work 
in London. I don’t quite like 
women who are interested in phil- 
anthropic work. I think it is so 
forward of them. * 

{Enter merriman.) 

MERRIMAN. Miss Fairfax. 

{Enter Gwendolen. Exit merri- 
man.) 

CECILY {advancing to meet her). 
Pray let me introduce myself to 
you. My name is Cecily Cardew. 

GWENDOLEN. Cccily Cardew? 
{Moving to her and shaking hands) 
What a very sweet name! Some- 
thing tells me that we are going to 
be great friends. I like you already 
more than I can say. My first im- 
pressions of people are never 
wrong. 

CECILY. How nice of you to like 
me so much after we have known 
each other such a comparatively 
short time. Pray sit down. 

GWENDOLEN {stUl Standing up), I 
may call you Cecily, may I not? 

CECILY. With pleasure! 

GWENDOLEN. And you will always 
call me Gwendolen, won’t you? 

CECILY. If you wish. 

GWENDOLEN. Then that is all quite 
settled, is it not? 


CECILY. I hope so. (A pause. They 
both sit down together,) 

GWENDOLEN. Perhaps this might be 
a favorable opportunity for my 
mentioiUng who I am. My father 
is Lord Bracknell. You have never 
heard of pajA, I suppose? 

CECILY. I don’t think so. 

GWENDOLEN. Outside the family 
circle, papa, I am glad to say, is 
entirely unknown. I think that is 
quite as it should be. The home 
seems to me to be the proper 
sphere for the man. And certainly 
once a man begins to neglect his 
domestic duties he becomes pain- 
fully effeminate, does he not? And 
I don’t like* that. It makes men so 
v^ry attractive. Cecily, mamma, 
whose views on education are re- 
markably strict, has brought me up 
to be extremely short-sighted; it is 
part of her system; so do you mind 
my looking at you through my 
glasses? * 

CECILY. Oh, not at all, Gwendolen. 
I am very fond of being looked at. 

• *» 

GWENDOLEN {after examining ce- 
ciLY carefully through a lorgnette). 
You are here on a short visit, 1 
suppose. 

CECILY. Oh, no, I live here.^ 

GWENDOLEN {severely). Really? 
Your mother, no doubt, or some 
female relative of advanced years, 
resides here also? 

CECILY. Oh, no. I have no mother, 
nor, in fact, any relations. 

GWENDOLEN. Indeed? 
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CECILY. My dear guardian, with 
the assistance of Miss Prism, has 
the arduous task of looking after 
me. 

GWENDOLEN. Your guardian? 

CECILY. Yes, I am Mr. Worthing’s 
ward. 

GWENDOLEN. Oh! It is Strange he 
never mentioned to me that he had 
a ward. How secretive of him! He 
grows more interesting hourly. I 
am not sure, however, that the news 
inspires me with feelings of un- 
mixed delight. (Rising and going 
to her) I am very fond of you, 
Cecily; I have liked you ever since 
I met you. But I am bound to state 
that now that I know that you are 
Mr. Worthing’s ward, I cannot help 
expressing a wish you were— well, 
just a little older than you seem to 
be— and not quite so very alluring 
in appearance. In fact, if I may 
speak candidly 

CECILY. Pray do! I think that when- 
ever one has anything unpleasant 
to say, one should always be quite 
candid. » 

GWENDOLE/iT. Well, to Speak with 
perfect candour, Cecily, I wish that 
you were fully forty-two, and more 
than iisnally plain for your age. 
Ernest has a strong upright nature. 
He is 'ihe very soul of truth and 
honou’. . Disloyalty would be as im- 
possible to him as deception. But 
evAi men of the noblest possible* 
moral character are extremely sus- 
ceptible to the influence of the 
physical charms of others. Modern, 
no less than Ancient History, sup- 
plies us with many most painful ex- 
amples of what I refer to. If it 


were not so, indeed. History would 
be quite unreadable. 

CECILY. I beg your pardon, Gwen- 
dolen, did you say Ernest? ^ 

GWENDOLEN. YcS. 

CECILY. Oh, but it is not Mr. 
Ernest Worthing who is my guard- 
ian. It is his brother— his elder 

brother. 

c 

GWENDOLEN (sitting down again). 
Ernest never mentioned to me that 
he had a brother. 

CECILY. I am sorry to say they have 
not been on good terms for a long 
time. 

GWENDOLEN. Ah! that accounts for 
it. And now that I think of it I 
have never heard any man mention 
his brother. The subject seems dis- 
tasteful to most men. Cecily, you 
have lifted a load from my mind. I 
was growing almost anxious. It 
would have been terrible if any 
cloud had come across a friendship 
like ours, would it not? Of course 
you are quite, quite sure that it is 
not Mr. Ernest Worthing who is 
your guardian? 

CECILY. Quite sure. (A pause) In 
fact, I am going to be his. 

GWENDOLEN (enquiringly). I beg 
your pardon?^ 

CECILY (rather shy and confid- 
ingly). Dearest Gwendolen, there 
is no reason why I should make a 
secret of it to you. Our little county 
newspaper is sure to chronicle the 
fact next week. Mr. Ernest Worth- 
ing and 1 are engaged to be mar«* 
ried. 
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GWENDOLEN (quite politely, rising). 
My darling Cecily, I think there 
must be some slight error. Mr. 
Ernest Worthing is engaged to me. 
The announcement will appear in 
the Morning Post on Saturday at 
the latest. 

CECILY (very politely, rising), I am 
afraid you must be under some mis- 
conception. Ernest proposed to me 
exactly ten minutes ago. (Shows 
diary . ) • 

GWENDOLEN (examines diary 
through her lorgnette carefully). 
It is certainly very curious, for he 
asked me to be his wife yesterday 
afternoon at 5.30. If you would 
care to verify the incident, pray do 
so. (Produces diary of her own) I 
never travel without my diary. One 
should always have something sen- 
sational to read in the train. I am 
so sorry, dear Cecily, if it is any 
disappointment to you, but I am 
afraid I have the prior claim. 

CECILY. It would distress me more 
than I can tell you, dear Gwendo- 
len, if it caused you any mental or 
physical anguish, but I feel bound 
to point out that since Ernest pro- 
posed to you he clearly has changed 
his mind. 

GWENDOLEN (meditatively). If the 
poor fellow has been entrapped 
into any foolish promise I shall con- 
sider it my duty to rescue him at 
once, and with a firm hand. 

CECILY (thoughtfully and sadly). 
Whatever unfortunate entangle- 
ment my dear boy may have got 
into, I Mrill never reproach him with 
it after we are married. 

GWENDOLEN. Do you allude to me, 
Miss Cardew, as an entanglement? 


You are presumptuous. On an oc- 
casion of this kind it becomes more 
than a moral duty to speak one’s 
mind. It becomes a pleasure. 

cecily.iDo you suggest. Miss Fair- 
fax, that I entrapped Ernest into 
an engagement? How dare you? 
This is no time for wearing the 
shallow mask of manners. When 
I see a spade I call it a spade. 

GWENDOLEN ( Satirically ) , I am 
glad to say that I have never seen 
a spade. It is obvious that oui 
social spheres have been widely 
different. 

(Enter merriman, followed by the 
footman. He carries a salver, table- 
cloth, and plate-stand, cecily is 
about to retprt. The presence of the 
servants exercises a restraining in- 
fluence, under which both girls 
chafe. ) 

MERRIMAN. Shall I lay tea here as 
usual, miss? 

» 

CECILY (sternly, in a calm voice). 
Yes, as usual, (merriman begins to 
clear and lay cloth. A long pause. 
CECILY and Gwendolen glare at 
each othef . ) 

GWENDOLEN Are there many inter- 
esting walks in the vicinity. Miss 
Cardew? 

» 

CECILY. Oh, yes, a ^eat many. 
From the top of one of the hills 
quite close one can see five coun- 
ties. 

• » 

GWENDOLEN. Five counties! I don’t 
think I should like that. I hate 
crowds. 

CECILY (sweetly), I suppose that 
is why you live in town? (gwen‘ 
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DOLEN bites her lip, and beats her 
foot nervously with her parasol ) 

GWENDOLEN (looking round) , Quite 
a well-kept garden this is, Miss 
Cardew. •» 

CECILY. So glad you^ke it, Miss 
Fairfax. 

GWENDOLEN. I had TiO idea tliere 
were any flowers in the country. 

CECILY. Oh, flowers are as common 
here, Miss Fairfax, as people are in 
London. 

GWENDOLEN. Personally I cannot 
understand how anybody manages 
to exist in the country, if anybody 
who is anybody does. country 
always bores me to death. 

CECILY. Ah! This is what the news- 
papers call agricultural depression, 
is it not? I believe the aristocracy 
are suffering very much from it 
just at present. It is almost an 
epidemic amongst them, I have 
been told. May I offer you some 
tea, Miss Fairfax? 

GWENDOLEN (with elabofute polite- 
ness), Thank you. (Aside) Detest- 
able girl! But I require teal 

CECILY (sweetly). Sugar? 

GWENDOLEN (superciUously) , No, 
thank you. Sugar is not fashionable 
any more, (cecily looks angrily at 
her, takes up the tongs and puts 
foth lumps of sugar into the cup,y 

I 

CECILY (severely). Cake or bread 
wad butter? 

GWENDOLEN (in a bored manner). 
Bread and butter, please* Cake is 


rarely seen at the best houses now- 
a-days. 

CECILY (cuts a very large slice of 
cake, and puts it on the tra^). 
Hand that to Miss Fairfax, (merri- 
MAN does so, and goes out with 
footman. Gwendolen drinks the 
tea and makes a grimace. Puts 
down cup at once, reaches out her 
hand to the bread and butter, 
looks at it, and finds it is cake. 
Rises fn indignation.) 

GWENDOLEN. You have filled my 
tea with lumps of sugar, and 
though I asked most distinctly for 
bread and butter, you have given 
me cake. I am known for the gen- 
tleness of my disposition, and the 
extraordinary sweetness of my na- 
ture, but I warn you. Miss Cardew, 
you may go too far. 

CECILY ( rising). To save my poor, 
innocent, trusting boy from the 
machinations of any other girl 
there are no lengths to which I 
would not go. 

GWENDOLEN. From the moment I 
saw you I distrusted you. I felt that 
you were false and deceitful. I am 
never deceived in such matters. My 
first impressions of people are in- 
variably right. 

CECILY. It seems to me. Miss Fair- 
fax, that I am trespassing on your 
valuable time. No doubt you have 
many other cdlls of a similar char- 
acter to make in the neighborhood. 
(Enter jack.) 

GWENDOLEN (cotching Sight of 
him). EmestI My own Emestl 

JACK. CwendolenI Darling! (Offers 
to kiss her.) 
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GWENDOLEN {drawing back). A 
moment! May I ask if you are en- 
gaged to be married to this young 
lady? (Points to cecily.) 

JACK (laughing). To dear little 
Cecily! Of course not! What could 
have put such an idea into your 
pretty little head? 

GWENDOLEN. Thank you. You may. 
(Offers her cheek.) 

f 

CECILY (very sweetly). I knew 
there must be some misunderstand- 
ing, Miss Fairfax. The gentleman 
whose arm is at present aroimd 
your waist is my dear guardian, 
Mr. John Worthing. 

GWENDOLEN. I beg your pardon? 

CECILY. This is Undo Jack. 

GWENDOLEN (receding). Jack! Oh! 
(Enter Algernon.) 

CECILY. Here is Ernest. 

ALGERNON (goes Straight over to 
CECILY without noticing anyone 
else). My ovm love! (Offers to kiss 
her.) 

CECILY (drawing back) . A moment, 
Ernest! May I ask you— are you en- 
gaged to be married to this young 

ALGERNON (looking round) . To 
what young lady? Good heavens! 
Gwendolen! 

CECILY. Yes, to good heavens, 
Gwendolen, I mean to Gwendolen. 

ALGERNON (laughing) . Of course 
not! What could have put such an 
idea into your pretty little head? 
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CECILY. Thank you. (Presenting 
her cheek to be kissed) You may, 
(ALGERNON kisses her.) 

GWENDOLEN. I felt there was some 
slight trror, Miss Cardew. The 
gentleman who is now embracing 
you is my lousin, Mr. Algernon 
Moncrieff. 

CECILY (breaking away from Al- 
gernon). Algernon Moncrieff! Ohl 
(The two girls move towards each 
other and put their arms round 
each others waists as if for pro- 
tection. ) 

CECILY. Are you called Algernon? 
ALGERNON. I cannot deny it. 
CECILY. Ohf 

GWENDOLEN. Is your name really 
John? 

JACK (standing rather proudly). I 
could deny it if I liked. I could 
deny anything if I liked. But my 
name certainly is John. It has been 
John for years. 

CECILY (t9 Gwendolen). A gross 
deception has been practiced on 
both of us. 

GWENDOLEN. My poor wounded 
Cecily! 

CECILY. My sweet, wronged Gwen- 
dolen! 

GWENDOLEN (slowly and seriously ) . 
You will call me sister, will you 
not? (They embrace, jack and 
ALGERNON groan and walk up and 
down . ) 

CECILY (rather brightly). There i^ 
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just one question I would like to 
be allowea to ask my guardian. 

GWENDOLEN. An admirable idea! 
Mr. Worthing, there is just one 
question I would like to ^be per- 
mitted to put to you. Where is 
your brother Ernest? %We are both 
engaged to be married to your 
brother Ernest, so it is a matter of 
some importance to us to know 
where your brother Ernest is at 
present. 

JACK (slowly and hesitatingly), 
Gwendolen— Cecily— it is very pain- 
ful for me to be forced to speak the 
truth. It is the first time in my life 
that I have ever been reduced to 
such a painful position, and I am 
really quite inexperienced in doing 
anything of the kind.* However I 
will tell you quite frankly that^ I 
have no brother Ernest. I have no 
brother at all. I never had a 
brother in my life, and I certainly 
have not the smallest intention of 
ever having one in Jhe future. 

CEcmY (surprised). No brother at 
all? 

JACK (cheerily). None! , 

GWENDOLEN (severely). Had you 
never a brother of any kind? 

JACK (pleasantly) . Never. Not even 
of an^ kind. 

GWENDOLEN. I am afraid it is quite 
clear, Cecily, that neither of us is 
engaged to be married to anyonq, 

qECiLY. It is not a very pleasant 
position for a young girl suddenly 
to find herself in. Is it? 

GWENDOLEN. Let US go into the 


house. They will hardly venture to 
come after us there. 

CECILY. No, men are so cowardly, 
aren’t they? (They retire into the 
house with scornful looks.) 

JACK. This ghastly state of things 
is what you call Bunburying, I 
suppose? 

ALGERNON. Yes, and a perfectly 
wondtrful Bunburying it is. The 
most wonderful Bunbury I have 
ever had in my life. 

JACK. Well, you’ve no right whatso- 
ever to Bunbury here. 

ALGERNON. That is absurd. One has 
a right to Bunbury anywhere one 
chooses. Every serious Bunbury ist 
knows that. 

JACK. Serious Bunburyistl Good 
heavens! 

ALGERNON. Well, One must be seri- 
ous about something, if one wants 
to have any amusement in life. I 
happen to be serious about Bun- 
burying. What on earth you are 
serious about I haven’t got the re- 
motest idea. About everything, I 
should fancy. You have such an 
absolutely trivial nature. 

JACK. Well, the only small satisfac- 
tion I have in the whole of this 
wretched business is that your 
friend BunbiJiy is quite exploded. 
You won’t be able to run down to 
the country quite so often as you 
used to do, dear Algy. And a very 
good thing, too. 

ALGERNON. YouT brother is a little 
off colour, isn’t he, dear Jack? You 
won’t he able to disappear to Lon- 
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don quite so frequently as your 
wicked custom was. And not a bad 
thing, either. 

JACK. As for your conduct towards 
Miss Cardew, I must say that your 
taking in a sweet, simple, innocent 
girl like that is quite inexcusable. 
To say nothing of the fact that she 
is my ward. 

ALGERNON. I Can sce no possible de- 
fence at all for your decer*ing a 
brilliant, clever, thoroughly ex- 
perienced young lady like Miss 
Fairfax. To say nothing of the fact 
that she is my cousin. 

JACK. I wanted to be engaged to 
Gwendolen, that is all. I love her. 

ALGERNON. Well, I simply wanted 
to be engaged to Cecily. I adore 
her. 

JACK. There is certainly no chance 
of your marrying Miss Cardew. 

ALGERNON. I don't think there is 
much likelihood. Jack, of you and 
Miss Fairfax being united. 

JACK. Well, that is no business of 
yours. 

ALGERNON. If it was my business, I 
wouldn't talk about it. (Begins to 
eat muffins) It is very vulgar to 
talk about one's business. Only 
people like stock-brokers do that, 
and then merely at dinner parties. 

f 

JACK. How you can sit there, calmly 
eating muffins, when we are in this 
horrible trouble, I can't make out. 
You seem to me to be perfectly 
heartless. 

ALGERNON. Well, I can't eat muf- 
fins in an agitated manner. The 


butter would probably get on my 
cuffs. One should always eat muf- 
fins quite calmly. It is the only 
way to eat them. 

JACK. I isay it's perfectly heartless 
your eating muffins at all, under 
the circumstatices. 

ALGERNON. When I am in trouble, 
eating is the only thing that con- 
soles me. Indeed, when I am in 
really great trouble, as anyone who 
knows me intimately will tell you, 
I refuse everything except food and 
drink. At the present moment I am 
eating muffins because I am un- 
happy. Besides, I am particularly 
fond of muflSns. (Rising.) 

JACK (rising^. Well, that is no rea- 
son why you should eat them all in 
that greedy way. (Takes muffins 
from ALGERNON. ) 

ALGERNON (ojfcring tea-cake). I 
wish you would have tea-cake in- 
stead. I don't* like tea-cake. 

JACK. Good heavens! I suppose a 
man may eat his own muffins in 

his own garden. 

« 

ALGERNON. But you have just said 
it was perfectly heartless to eat 
muffins. 

JACK. I said it was perfectly Jieart- 
less of you, under the circum- 
stances. That is a very different 
thing. 

ALGERNON. That may be. But the 
mu£5ns are the same. (He seizes 
the muffin-dish from jack. ) 

JACK. Algy, I wish to goodness you 
would go. 
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ALGEiiNON. You can*t possibly ask 
me to po without having some din- 
ner. It*s absurd. I never go with- 
out my dinner. No one eyer does, 
except vegetarians and people like 
that. Besides I have just n^de ar- 
rangements with Dr. Chasuble to 
be christened at a qiiarter to six 
under the name of Ernest. 

JACK. My dear fellow, the sooner 
you give up that nonsense the 
better. I made arrangements this 
morning with Dr. Chasuble to be 
christened myself at 5.30, and I 
naturally will take the name of 
Ernest. Gwendolen would wish it. 
We can’t both be christened Ernest. 
It s absurd. Besides, I have a per- 
fect right to be christened if I like. 
There is no evidence at all that I 
ever have been christened by any- 
body. I should think it extremdy 
probable I never was, and so does 
Dr. Chasuble. It is entirely differ- 
ent in your case. You have been 
christened already. 

ALGERNON. Yes, but I have not been 
christened for years. 

JACK. Yes, but you have been chris- 
tened. That is the important thing. 

ALGERNON. Quite so. So I know my 
constitution can stand it. If you 
are not quite sure about your ever 
having been christened, I must say 
I thiiSc it rather dangerous your 
venturing on it now. It might make 
you very unwell. You can hardly 
have forgotten that someone very 


closely connected with you was 
very nearly carried oflF this week 
in Paris by a severe chill. 

JACK. Yes, but you said yourself 
that a severe chUl was not heredi- 
tary. 

ALGERNON. It uscdn’t to be, I know 
—but I daresay it is now. Science 
is always making wonderful im- 
provements in things. 

t 

JACK (picking up the muffin-dish). 
Oh, that is nonsense; you are al- 
ways talking nonsense. 

ALGERNON. Jack, you are at the 
muflSns again! I wish you wouldn’t. 
There are only two left. (Takes 
them) I told you I was particularly 
fond of muffins. 

JACK. But I hate tea-cake. 

ALGERNON. Why on earth then do 
you allow tea-cake to be served 
up for your guests? What ideas 
you have of hospitality! 

JACK. Algernon! I have already 
told you to go. I don’t want you 
here. Why don’t you go? 

ALGERNON. I haven’t quite finished 
my tea yet, and there is still one 
muffin left, (jack groans, and sinks 
into a chair, Algernon still con* 
tinues eating,) 

& 

curtain 
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ACT THREE 


ScENE—Mornmg-room at the Manor House. Gwendolen and cecily are 
at the window, looking out into the garden. ^ 


GWENDOLEN. The fact that they 
did not follow us at once into the 
house, as anyone else would have 
done, seems to me to show that 
they have some sense of shame 
left. 

C3ECILY. They have 'been eating 
muffins. That looks like repentance. 

GWENDOLEN (after a pause). They 
don’t seem to notice us at all. 
Couldn’t you cough? They’re look- 
ing at us. What eflFronteryl 

CECILY. They’re approaching. That’s 
very forward of them. 

G^vENDOLEN. Let US preserve a dig- 
nified silence. 

CECILY. Certainly. It’s the only 
thing to do now. 

(Enter jack, followed by Alger- 
non. They whistle some dreadful 
popular air from a British opera.) 

GWENDOLEN. This dignified silence 
seems to produce an unpleasant 
effect. 

CECILY. A most distasteful one. 

GWENDOLEN. But wc will not be 
the first to speak. 

CECILY. Certainly not. 

G^yENDOLEN. Ml. Worthing, I have 


something very particular to ask 
you. Much depends on your reply. 

CECILY. Gwendolen, your common 
sense is invaluable. Mr. Moncrieff, 
kindly answer me the following 
question. Why did you pretend to 
be my guardian’s brother? 

ALGERNON. In Order that I might 
have an opportunity of meeting 
you. 

CECILY (to GWENDOLEN). That 
certainly seems a satisfactory ex- 
planation, does it not? 

GWENDOLEN, ^cs, dear, if you be- 
lieve him. 

CECILY. I don’t. But that does not 
affect the wonderful beauty of his 
answer. , 

GWENDOLEN. True. In matters of 
grave importance, style, not sin- 
cerity, is the vital thing. Mr. Worth- 
ing, what explanation can you 
offer to me for pretending t8 have 
a brother? Was it in order that 
you might have an opportunity of 
coming up to town to see me as 
often as possible? • 

JACK. Can you doubf it. Miss Fair- 
fax? 

GWENDOLEN. I have the gravest 
doubts upon the subject. But I in- 
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tend to crush them. This is not the 
moment for German scepticism. 
(Moving to Cecily) Their explana- 
tions appear to be quite satisfac- 
tory, especially Mr. Worthing’s. 
That seems to me to h;^ve the 
stamp of truth upon it. 

V 

CECILY. I am more than content 
with what Mr. MoncrieflF said. His 
voice alone inspires one with ab- 
solute credulity. 

GWENDOLEN. Then you think we 
should forgive them? 

CECILY. Yes. I mean no. 

GWENDOLEN. True! I had forgotten. 
There are principles at stake that 
one cannot surrender. Which of us 
should tell them? The task is not^a 
pleasant one. 

CECILY. Could we not both speak 
at the same time? 

GWENDOLEN. An excellent idea! I 
nearly always speak at the same 
time as other people. Will you take 
the time from me? 

CECILY. Certainly. (Gwendolen 
beats time with uplifted finger,) 

GWENDOLEN AND CECILY (speaking 

together). Your Christian names 
are still an insuperable barrier. 
That is all! 

JACK AND ALGERNON (speaking to- 
gether), Our Christian names! Ig 
that all? But we are going to be 
christened this afternoon. 

GWENDOLEN (to jack). For my 
sake you are prepared to do this 
terrible thing? 


WILDE 
JACK. I am. 

CECILY (to ALGERNON). To please 
me you are ready to face this fear- 
ful ordeal? 

* 

ALGERNON. I am! 

GWENDOLEN. How absiird to talk 
of the equality of the sexes! Where 
questions of self-sacrifice are con- 
cerned, men are infinitely beyond 

us. ‘ 

JACK. We are. (Clasps hands with 
ALGERNON. ) 

CECILY. They have moments sf 
physical courage of which we 
women know absolutely nothing. 

GWENDOLEN (to jack). Darling! 

ALGERNON (to CECILY ). Darling! 
(They fall into each others arms. 
Enter merriman. When he enters 
he coughs loudly, seeing the situa- 
tion,) 

merriman. Ahem! Ahem! Lady 
Bracknell! 

JACK. Good heavens! 

(Enter lady bracknell. The 
couples separate in alarm. Exit 

MERRIMAN. ) 

lady BRACKNELL. Gwendolen? 
What does this mean? 

GWENDOLEN. Merely that I am en- 
gaged to be married to Mr. Worth- 
ing, Mamma. 

lady BRACKNELL. Come here. Sit 
down. Sit down immediately. Hesi- 
tation of any kind is a sign of men-^ 
tal decay in the young, of physicfat| ^ 
weakness in the old. (Turns to 
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jack) Apprised, sir, of my daugh- 
ters sudden flight by her trusty 
maid, whose confidence I pur- 
chased by means of a small coin, 
I followed her at once by a lug- 
gage train. Her unhappy father is, 
I am glad to say, under the impres- 
sion that she is attending a more 
than usually lengthy lecture by the 
University Extension Scheme on 
the Influence of a Permanent In- 
come on Thought. I do not pro- 
pose to undeceive him. Indeed I 
have never undeceived him on any 
question. I would consider it 
wrong. But of course, you will 
clearly understand that all com- 
munication between yourself and 
my daughter must cease imme- 
diately from this moment. On this 
point, as indeed on all points, I 
am firm. 

JACK. I am engaged to be married 
to Gwendolen, Lady Bracknell! 

LADY BRACKNELL, You are nothing 
of the kind, sir. And now, as re- 
gards Algernon! . . . Algernon! 

ALGERNON. Yes, Aunt Augusta. 

LADY BRACKNELL. May I ask if it is 
in this house that your invalid 
friend Mr. Bunbury resides? 

ALGERNON (stammering). Oh, noi 
Bunbury doesn’t live here. Bun- 
bury is somewhere else at present. 
In fact, Bunbury is ^dead. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Dead! When did 
Mr. Bunbury die? His death must 
have been extremely sudden. 

ALGERNON (airily). Oh, I killed 
Bunbury this afternoon. I mean 
poor Bunbury died this afternoon. 


LADY BRACKNELL. What did he die 
of? 

ALGERNON. Bunbury? Oh, he was 
quite exploded. 

LADY biIacknell. Exploded! Was 
he the victiiy of a revolutionary 
outrage? I was not aware that Mr. 
Bunbury was interested in social 
legislation. If so, he is well pun- 
ished for his morbidity. 

ALGERNON. My dear Aunt Augusta, 
I mean he was found out! The 
doctors found out that Bunbury 
could not live, that is what I mean 
—so Bunbury died. 

LADY BRACKNELL. He SCemS tO 

have had great confidence in the 
opinion of ,his physicians. I am 
glad, however, that he made up 
his mind at the last to some def- 
inite course of action, and acted 
under proper medical advice. And 
now that we have finally got rid of 
this Mr. Bunbur}^, may I ask, Mr. 
Worthing, who is that young per- 
son whose hand my nephew Al- 
gernon is now holding in what 
seems to me a peculiarly unneces- 
sary manner? 

f 

JACK. That lady is Miss Cecily Car- 
dew, my ward, (lady Bracknell 
bows coldly to cecily.) 

ALGERNON. I am engaged to be 
married to Cecily, Aunt Augusta. 

LADY BRACKNELL. I beg youT par- 
don? 

• • 

CECILY. Mr. MoncrieflF and I are 
engaged to be married, Lady 
Bracknell. 

LADY BRACKNELL (with a shiver, 
crossing to the sofa and sitting 
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down), I do not know whether 
there is anything peculiarly excit- 
ing in the air of this particular part 
of Hertfordshire, but the number 
of engagements that go on seems 
to me considerably abpve the 
proper average that statistics have 
laid down for our guxiance. I think 
some preliminary enquiry on my 
part would not be out of place. 
Mr. Worthing, is Miss Cardew at 
all connected with any of the larger 
railway stations in London? I 
merely desire information. Until 
yesterday I had no idea that there 
were any families or persons whose 
origin was a Terminus, (jack looks 
perfectly furious, but restrains him- 
self.) 

JACK (in a clear, cold voice). Miss 
Cardew is the grand-daughter of 
the late Mr. Thomas Cardew 'of 
149, Belgrave Square, S.W.; Ger- 
vase Park, Dorking, Surrey; and 
the Sporran, Fifeshire, N.B. 

LADY BRACKNELL, That sounds not 
unsatisfactory. Three addresses al- 
ways inspire confidence, even in 
tradesmen. But what proof have I 
of their authenticity? 

JACK. I have carefully preserved 
the Court Guide of the period. 
They are open to your inspection. 
Lady Braclmell. 

LADY BRACKNELL (grimly). I have 
known strange errors in that pub- 
lication. 

TA^;c. Miss Cardew’s family solici; 
tors are Messrs. Markby, Markby, 
and Markby. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Markby, Markby, 
and Markby? A firm of the very 
highest position in their profession. 


Indeed I am told that one of the 
Mr. Markbys is occasionally to be 
seen at dinner parties. So far 1 am 
satisfied. 

JACK (very irritably), flow ex- 
tremely kind of you. Lady Brack- 
nelll I have also in my possession, 
you will be pleased to hear, cer- 
tificates of Miss Cardew's birth, 
baptism, whooping cough, registra- 
tion, vaccination, confirmation, and 
the measles; both the German and 
the English variety. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Ah! A life 
crowded with incident, I see; 
though perhaps somewhat too ex- 
citing for a young girl. I am not 
myself in favour of premature ex- 
periences. (Rises, looks at her 
watch) Gwendolen! the time ap- 
roaches for our departure. We 
ave not a moment to lose. As a 
matter of form, Mr. Worthing, I 
had better ask you if Miss Cardew 
has any little fortune? 

JACK. Oh, about a hundred and 
thirty thousand pounds in the 
Funds. That is all. Good-bye, Lady 
Bracknell. So pleased to have seen 
you. 

LADY BRACKNELL (sitting down 

again). A moment, Mr. Worthing. 
A hundred and thirty thousand 
pounds! And in the Funds! Miss 
Cardew seems to me a most at- 
tractive young lady, now that I 
look at her. Fow girls of the pres- 
ent day have any really solid qual- 
ities, any of the qualities that last, 
and improve with time. We live, I 
regret to say, in an age of surfaces. 
(To CECILY) Come over here, dear. 
(CECILY goes across) Pretty child! 
your dress is sadly simple, and 
your hair seems almost as Nature 
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might have left it. But we can soon 
alter all that. A thoroughly experi- 
enced French maid produces a 
really marvellous result in a very 
brief space of time. I remember 
recommending one to young Lady 
Lancing, and after three months 
her own husband did not know 
her. 

JACK (aside). And after six months 
nobody knew her. 

LADY BRACKNELL (glares at JACK 
for a few moments. Then bends, 
with a practised smile, to cecily). 
Kindly turn round, sweet child. 
(cecily turns completely round) 
No, the side view is what I want. 
(cecily presents her profile) Yes, 
quite as I expected. There are dis- 
tinct social possibilities in your pro- 
file. The two weak points in our 
age are its want of principle and 
its want of profile. The chin a little 
higher, dear. Style largely depends 
on the way the chin is worn. They 
are worn very high, just at present. 
Algernonl 

ALGERNON. Yes, Aunt Augustal 

LADY BRACKNELL. There are dis- 
tinct social possibilities in Miss 
Cardew s profile. 

ALGERNON. Cecily is the sweetest, 
dearest, prettiest girl in the whole 
world. And I don't care twopence 
about social possibilities. 

• 

LADY BRACKNELL. Never speak dis- 
respectfully of society, Algernon. 
Only people who can't get into it 
do that. (To cecily) Dear child, 
of course you know that Algernon 
has nothing but his debts to de- 
pend upon. But I do not approve 
of mercenary marriages. When I 


married Lord Bracknell I had no 
fortune of any kind. But I never 
dreamed for a moment of allowing 
that to stand in my way. Well, I 
suppose I must give my consent. 

ALGERNON. Thank you. Aunt Au. 
gusta. jf 

LADY BRACKNELL. Cccily, you may 
kiss me! 

CECILY (kisses her). Thank you, 
Lady Bracknell. 

LADY BRACKNELL. You may also 
address me as Aunt Augusta for 
the future. 

CECILY. Thank you, Aunt Augusta. 

LADY BRACKNELL. The marriage, I 
think, had better take place quite 
soon. 

ALGERNON. Thank you, Aunt Au* 
gusta. 

CECILY. Thank you. Aunt Augusta. 

LADY BRACKNELL. To spcak frankly, 
I am not in favour of long engage- 
ments. They give people the op- 
portunity *of finding out each 
other s character before marriage, 
which I think is never advisable. 

JACK. I beg your pardon for inter- 
rupting you. Lady BracknelJ, but 
this engagement is quite out of the 
question. I am Miss Cardew's 
guardian, and she cannot marry 
without my consent until she comes 
6f age. That consent I absolutely 
decline to give. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Upon what 
grounds, may I ask? Algernon is 
an extremely, I may almost say an 
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ostentatiously, eligible young man. 
He has nothing, but he looks every- 
thing. What more can one desire? 

JACK. It pains me very much to 
have to speak frankly to you. Lady 
Bracknell, about your nepfiew, but 
the fact is that I d^ not approve 
at all of his moral character. I sus- 
pect him of being untruthful. (Al- 
gernon and CECILY look at him in 
indignant amazement, ) 

LADY BRACKNELL. Untruthful! My 
nephew Algernon? Impossible! He 
is an Oxonian. 

JACK. I fear there can be no pos- 
sible doubt about the matter. This 
afternoon, during my temporary 
absence in I .ondon on an important 
question of romance, he obtained 
admission to my house by meafis 
of the false pretence of being my 
brother. Under an assumed name 
he drank, IVe just been informed 
by my butler, an entire pint bottle 
of my Perrier-Jouet, Brut, ’89; a 
wine I was specially reserving for 
myself. Continuing his disgraceful 
deception, he succeeded in the 
course of the afternoon in alienat- 
ing the affections of my only ward. 
He subsequently stayed to tea, and 
devoured every single muflSn. And 
what makes his conduct all the 
more heartless is, that he was per- 
fectly well aware from the first that 
I havtik no brother, that I never had 
a brother, and that I don’t intend 
to have a brother, not even of any 
kind, I distinctly told him so my- 
yesterday afternoon. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Ahem! Mr. 
Worthing, after careful considera- 
tion I have decided entirely to 
overlook my nephew’s conduct to 
you. 


JACK. That is very generous of you. 
Lady Bracknell. My own decision, 
however, is unalterable. I decline 
to give my consent. 

LADY BRACKNELL (tO CECILY ). 

Come here, sweet child, (cecily 
goes over) How old are you, dear? 

CECILY. Well, I am really only 
eighteen, but I always admit to 
twenty when I go to evening 
parties. 

LADY BRACKNELL. You are perfectly 
right in making some slight altera- 
tion. Indeed, no woman should 
ever be quite accurate about her 
age. It looks so calculating. . . . 
(In meditative manner) Eighteen, 
but admitting to twenty at eve- 
ning parties. Well, it will not be 
very long before you are of age 
and free from the restraints of 
tutelage. So I don’t think your 
guardian’s consent is, after all, a 
matter of any importance. 

JACK. Pray excuse me, Lady Brack- 
nell, for interrupting you again, but 
it is only fair to tell you that ac- 
cording to the terms of her grand- 
father’s will Miss Cardew does not 
come legally of age till she is 
thirty-five. 

LADY BRACKNELL. That does not 
seem to me to be a grave objection. 
Thirty-five is a very attractive age. 
London society is full of women of 
the very highest birth who have, 
of their own free choice, remained 
thirty-five for years. Lady Duble- 
ton is an instance in point. To my 
own knowledge she has been 
thirty-five ever since she arrived 
at the age of forty, which was 
many years ago now. I see no rea- 
son why our dear Cecily should 
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not be even still more attractive at 
the age you mention than she is at 
present. There will be a large ac- 
cumulation of property. 

CECILY. Algy, could you wait for 
me till I was thirty-five? 

ALGERNON. Of course I could, 
Cecily. You know I could. 

CECILY. Yes, I felt it instinctively, 
but I couldn’t wait all that time. 
I hate waiting even five minutes 
for anybody. It always makes me 
rather cross. I am not punctual my- 
self, I know, but I do like punc- 
tuality in others, and waiting, even 
to be married, is quite out of the 
question. 

ALGERNON. Then what is to be 
done, Cecily? 

CECILY. I don’t know, Mr. Mon- 
crieff. 

LADY BRACKNELL. My dear Mr. 
Worthing, as Miss Cardew states 
positively that she cannot wait till 
she is thirty-five— a remark which 
I am bound to say seems to me to 
show a somewhat impatient nature 
—I would beg of you to reconsider 
your decision. 

JACK. But my dear Lady Bracknell, 
the matter is entiiely in your 
hands. The moment you consent 
to my marriage with Gwendolen, 
I will most gladly allow your 
nephew to form an alliance with 
my ward. 

LADY BRACKNELL (rising and draw- 
ing herself up). You must be quite 
aware that what you propose is out 
of tlie question. 


JACK. Then a passionate celibacy is 
all that any of us can look forward 
to. 

LADY BRACKNELL. That is not the 
destiny ^ propose for Gwendolen. 
Algernon, of course, can choose for 
himself. (PtAls out her watch) 
Come, dear, (Gwendolen rises) 
we have already missed five, if not 
six, trains. To miss any more might 
expose us to comment on the plat- 
form. 

(Enter dr. chasuble.) 

CHASUBLE. Everything is quite 
ready for the christenings. 

LADY BRACKNELL. The christenings, 
sir! Is not that somewhat prema- 
ture? 

cifASUBLE (looking rather puzzled, 
and pointing to jack and Alger- 
non). Both these gentlemen have 
expressed a desire for immediate 
baptism. 

LADY BRACKNELL. At their age? 
The idea is grotesque and irreli- 
gious! Algernon, I forbid you to be 
baptised. I will not hear of such 
excesses. lyord Bracknell would be 
highly displeased if he learned that 
that was the way in which you 
wasted your time and money. 

CHASUBLE. Am I to Understand 
then that there are to be no 'chris- 
tenings at all this afternoon? 

JACK. I don’t think that, as things 
^re now, it would be of much prac- 
tical value to either of us, Dr. 
Chasuble. 

CHASUBLE. I am grieved to hear 
such sentiments from you, Mr. 
Worthing. They savour of the he- 
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retical views of the Anabaptists, 
views that I have completely re- 
futed in four of my unpublished 
sermons. However, as your present 
mood seems to be one peculiarly 
secular, I will return to th% church 
at once. Indeed, I have just been 
informed by the pe^l -opener that 
for the last hour and a half Miss 
Prism has been waiting for me in 
the vestry. 

LADY BRACKNELL (starting). Miss 
Prism! Did I hear you mention a 
Miss Prism? 

CHASUBLE. Yes, Lady Bracknell. I 
am on my way to join her. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Pray allow me 
to detain you for a moment. This 
N matter may prove to begone of vital 
importance to Lord Bracknell arid 
myself. Is this Miss Prism a female 
of repellent aspect, remotely con- 
nected with education? 

CHASUBLE (somewhatjndignantly) , 
She is the most cultivated of ladies, 
and the very picture of respecta- 
bility. 

LADY BRACKNELL. It is , obviously 
the same person. May I ask what 

E osition she holds in your house- 
old? 

CHASUBLE (severely). I am a celi- 
bate, ^tiadam. 

JACK (interposing). Miss Prism, 
Lady Bracknell, has been for the 
las# three years Miss Cardew s esi 
teemed governess and valued com- 
panion. 

LADY BRACKNELL. In Spite of what 
I hear of her, I must see her at 
oiiice. Let her be sent for. 


CHASUBLE (looking off). She ap- 
proaches; she is nigh. 

(Enter miss prism hurriedly.) 

MISS PRISM. I was told you ex- 
pected me in the vestry, dear 
Canon. I have been waiting for 
you there for an hour and three- 
quarters. (Catches sight of lady 
BRACKNELL, who hos fixed her with 
a stony glare, miss prism grows 
pale and quails. She looks anxiously 
rounds if desirous to escape.) 

LADY BRACKNELL (in a sovere, ju- 
dicial voice). Prism! (miss prism 
bows her head in shame) Come 
here. Prism! (miss prism ap- 
proaches in a humble manner) 
Prism! Where is that baby? (Gen- 
eral consternation. The Canon 
starts back in horror. Algernon 
and JACK pretend to be anxious to 
shield CECILY and Gwendolen 
from hearing the details of a ter- 
rible public scandal) Twenty-eight 
years ago. Prism, you left Lord 
BrackneUs house, Number 104, 
Upper Grosvenor Street, in charge 
of a perambulator that contained 
a baby, of the male sex. You never 
returned. A few weeks later, 
through the elaborate investiga- 
tions of the Metropolitan police, 
the perambulator was discovered 
at midnight, standing by itself in 
a remote corner of Bayswater. It 
contained the manuscript of a 
three-volume novel of more than 
usually revolting sentimentality. 
(miss prism starts in involuntary 
indignation) But the baby was not 
there! (Everyone looks at miss 
prism) Prism, where is that baby? 
(A pause.) 

miss prism. Lady Bracknell, I ad- 
mit with shame that I do not know. 
I only wish I did. The plain facts 
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of the case are these. On the morn- 
ing of the day you mention, a day 
that is forever branded on my 
memory, I prepared as usual to 
take the baby out in its perambu- 
lator. I had also with me a some- 
what old but capacious hand-bag 
in which I had intended to place 
the manuscript of a work of fiction 
that I had written during my few 
unoccupied hours. In a moment of 
mental abstraction, for which I 
never can forgive myself, 1 de- 
posited the manuscript in the bas- 
sinette, and placed the baby in the 
hand-bag. 

JACK (who has been listening at- 
tentively), But where did you de- 
posit the hand-bag? 

MISS PRISM. Do not ask me, Mr. 
Worthing. 

JACK. Miss Prism, this is a matter 
of no small importance to me. I 
insist on knowing where you de- 
posited the hand-bag that con- 
tained that infant. 

MISS PRISM. I left it in the cloak- 
room of one of the larger railway 
stations in London. 

JACK. What railway station? 

MISS PRISM (quite crushed). Vic- 
toria. The Brighton line. (Sinks 
into a chair.) 

$ 

JACK. I must retire to my room for 
a moment. Gwendolen, wait here 
for me. 

GWENDOLEN. If you are not too 
long, I will wait here for you all 
my life. 

(Exit JACK in great excitement.) 


CHASUBLE. What do you think this 
means, Lady Bracknell? 

LADY BRACKNELL. I dare not even 
suspect, Dr. Chasuble. I need 
hardly tell you that in families of 
high position strange coincidences 
are not suppbsed to occur. They 
are hardly considered the thing. 
(Noises heard overhead as if 
someone was throwing trunks 
about. Everybody looks up.) 

CECILY. Uncle Jack seems strangely 
agitated. 

CHASUBLE. Your guardian has a 
very emotional nature. 

LADY BRACKNELL. This noise is ex- 
tremely unpleasant. It sounds as if 
he was having an argument. I dis- 
like arguments of any kind. They 
are always vulgar, and often con- 
vincing. 

CHASUBLE (looking up). It has 
stopped now.^ (The noise is re- 
doubled. ) 

LADY BRACKNELL. I wish he WOuld 
arrive at some conclusion. 

• 

GWENDOLEN. This suspense is ter- 
rible. I hope it will last. 

(Enter jack with a hand-bag of 
black leather in his hand.) 

JACK (rushing over to miss pIusm). 
Is this the hand-bag. Miss Prism? 
Examine it carefully before you 
speak. The happiness of more than 
one life depends on your ansvuer. 

miss prism (calmly). It seems to 
be mine. Yes, here is the injury it 
received through the upsetting of 
a Gower Street omnibus in younger 
and happier days. Here is the stain 
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on the lining caused by the explo- 
sion of a temperance beverage, an 
incident that occurred at Leaming- 
ton. And here, on the lock, are my 
initials. I had forgotten that in an 
extravagant mood I had h"id them 
placed there. The bag is undoubt- 
edly mine. I am delighted to have 
it so unexpectedly restored to me. 
It has been a great inconvenience 
being without it all these years. 

JACK {in a pathetic voice). Miss 
Prism, more is restored to you than 
this hand-bag. I was the baby you 
placed in it. 

MISS PRISM (amazed). You? 

JACK (embracing her). Yes . • . 
motherl 

f 

MISS PRISM (recoiling in indigndtnt 
astonishment) . Mr. Worthingl I am 
unmarried I 

JACK. Unmarried! I do not deny 
that is a serious b^ow. But after 
all, who has the right to cast a 
Stone against one who has suffered? 
Cannot repentance wipe out an act 
of folly? Why should there be one 
law for men and another for 
women? Mother, I forgive you. 
(Tries to embrace her again.) 

MISS PRISM (still more indignant). 
Mr. Worthing, there is some error. 
(Poiriting to lady Bracknell) 
There is the lady who can tell you 
who you really are. 

JACK (after a pause). Lady Brack- 
well, I hate to seem inquisitive, but 
would you kindly inform me who 
I am? 

LADY BRACKNELL. I am afraid that 
the news I have to give you will 


not altogether please you. You are 
the son of my poor sister, Mrs. 
Moncrieff, and consequently Alger- 
non’s elder brother. 

JACK. Algy’s elder brother! Then I 
have a brother after all. I knew I 
had a brother! I always said I had 
a brother! Cecily,-‘how could you 
have ever doubted that I had a 
brother? (Seizes hold of Alger- 
non) Dr. Chasuble, my unfortu- 
nate brother. Miss Prism, my un- 
fortunate brother. Gwendolen, my 
unfortunate brother. Algy, you 
young scoundrel, you will have to 
treat me with more respect in the 
future. You have never behaved to 
me like a brother in all your life. 

ALGERNON. Well, not till today, 
old boy, I admit. I did my best, 
however, though I was out of prac- 
tice. (Shakes hands.) 

GWENDOLEN (to jack). My own! 
But what own are you? What is 
your Christian name, now that you 
have become someone else? 

JACK. Good heavens! ... I had 
quite forgotten that point. Your de- 
cision on the subject of my name 
is irrevocable, I suppose? 

GWENDOLEN. I never change, ex- 
cept in my affections. 

CECILY. What a noble nature you 
have, Gwendolen! 

JACK. Then the question had bet- 
ter be cleared up at once. Aunt 
Augusta, a moment. At the time 
when Miss Prism left me in the 
hand-bag, had I been christened 
already? 

LADY BRACKNELL. Every luxury 
that money could buy, including 
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christening, had been lavished on 
you by your fond and doting par- 
ents. 

JACK. Then I was christened! That 
is settled. Now, what name was I 
given? Let me know the worst. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Being the eldest 
son you were naturally christened 
after your father. 

JACK {irritably). Yes, but what was 
my father’s Christian name? 

LADY BRACKNELL (meditatively). 
I cannot at the present moment 
recall what the General’s Christian 
name was. But I have no doubt he 
had one. He was eccentric, I ad- 
mit. But only in later years. And 
that was the result of the Indian 
climate, and marriage, and indi- 
gestion, and other things of that 
kind, 

JACK. Algy! Can’t you recollect 
what our father’s Christian name 
was? 

ALGERNON. My dear boy, we were 
never even on speaking terms. He 
died before I was a year old. 

JACK. His name would appear in 
the Army Lists of the period, I 
suppose, Aunt Augusta? 

LADY BRACKNELL. The General was 
essentially a man of peace, except 
in his domestic life. But I have no 
doubt his name would appear in 
any military directory. 

JACK. The Army Lists of the last 
forty years are here. These delight- 
ful records should have been my 
constant study. (Rushes to book- 
case and tears the books out) M. 
Generals . . . Mallam, Maxbohm, 
Magley, what ghastly names they 
have— Markby, Migsby, Mobbs, 


Moncrieff! Lieutenant 1840, Cap- 
tain, Lieutenant-Colonel, Colonel, 
General 1869, Christian names, 
Ernest John. (Puts book very 
quietly down and speaks quite 
calmly) i always told you, Gwen- 
dolen, my name was Ernest, didn’t 
I? Well, it is' Ernest after all. 1 
mean it naturally is Ernest. 

LADY BRACKNELL. Ycs, I remember 
that the General was called Ernest. 
I knew I had some particular rea- 
son for disliking the name. 

GWENDOLEN. Emest! My own Er- 
nest! I felt from the first that you 
could have no other name! 

JACK. Gwendolen, it is a terrible 
thing for a man to find out sud- 
denly that cA\ his life he has been 
speaking nothing but the truth. 
Can you forgive me? 

GWENDOLEN. I Can. For I feel tha\ 
you are sure to change. 

JACK. My own, one! 

CHASUBLE (to MISS PRISM ). LflBtitiaf 

(Embraces her.) 

MISS PRISM (enthusiastically), 
Frederick! *At last! 

ALGERNON. Cecily! (Embraces her) 
At last! 

JACK. Gwendolen! (Embraces her) 
At last! 

LADY BRACKNELL. My nepliew, you 
seem to be displaying signs of 
triviality. ^ 

JACK. On the contrary. Aunt Au- 
gusta, I’ve now realized for the 
first time in my life the vital Im- 
portance of Being Earnest. 

CURTAIN 
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WHAT EVERY WOMAN KNOWS 


ACT ONE 


JAMES WYLIE is obout to make a move on the dambrod, and in the litth 
Scotch room there is an awful silence befitting the occasion, james with 
his hand poised— for if he touches a piece he has to play it, alick will see 
to that— raises his red head suddenly to read alick's face. His father, who 
is ALICK, is pretending to be in a panic lest james should make this move. 
JAMES grins heartlessly, and his fingers are about to close on the **man* 
when some instinct of self-preservation makes him peep once more. This 
time ALICK is caught: the unholy ecstasy on his face tells as plain as por- 
ridge that he has been luring james to destruction, james glares; and, 
too late, his opponent is a simple old father again, james mops his head, 
sprawls in the manner most conducive to thought in the wylie family, 
and, protruding his underlip, settles down to a reconsideration of the 
board, alick blows out his cheeks, and a drop of water settles on the 
point of his nose. 

You will find them thus any Saturday night (after family worship, 
which sends the servant to bed); and sometimes the pauses are so long 
that in the end they forget whose move it is. 

It is not the room you would be shown into if you were calling socially 
on miss wylie. The drawing-room for you, and miss wylie in a coloured 
merino to receive you; very likely she would etclaim, "'This is a pleasant 
stirpriser though she has seen you coming up the ave'nue and has just 
had time to whip the dust-cloths off the chairs, and to warn alick, david 
and JAMES, that they had better not dare come in to see you before they 
have put on a dickey. Nor is this the room in which you would dine in 
solemn grandeur if invited to drop in and take pot-luck, which is how 
the WYLIES invite, it being a family weakness tv pretend that they sit 
down in the dining-room daily. It is the real living room of the house, 
where alick, who will never get used to fashionable ways, can take off 
his collar and sit happily in his stocking’ soles, and james at times would 
do so also; but catch maggie letting him. 

There is one very fine chair, but, heavens, not for sitting on; just to give 
the room a social standing in an emergency. It sneers at the other chairs 
with an air of insolent superiority, like a haughty bride who has married 
into the house for money. Otherwise the furniture is homely; most of it 
has come from that smaller house where the wylies began. There is the 
large and shiny chair which can be turned into a bed if you look tire 
other way for a moment, james cannot sit on this chair without gradually 
sliding down it till he is lying luxuriously on the small of his back, his 
legs indicating, like the hands of a clock, that it is ten past twelve; a po- 
sition in whim MAGGIE shudders to see him receiving company. 

The other chairs are horse-hair, than which nothing is more comfortable 
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if there be a good slit down the seat. The seats are heavily dented, because 
all the WYLIE family sit down with a dump. The draught-board is on the 
edge of a large centre table, which also displays four books placed at equal 
distances from each other, one of them a Bible, and another the family 
album. If these were the only books they would not justify maggie in 
calling this chamber the library, her dogged name for it; while david and 
JAMES call it the west-room ami alick calls it *Hhe room*" which is to him 
the natural name for any apartment without a bed in it. There is a book- 
case of pitch pine, which contains six hundred books, with glass doors to 
prevent your getting at them. 

No one does try to get at the books, for the wylies are not a reading 
family. They like you to gasp when you see so much literature gathered 
together in one prison-house, but they gasp themselves at the thought 
that there are persons, chiefly clergymen, who, having finished one book, 
coolly begin another. Nevertheless it was not all vainglory that made 
DAVID buy this library: it was rather a mighty respect for education, as 
something that he has missed. This same feeling makes him take in the 
Contemporary Review and stand up to it like a man. alick, who also has 
a respect for education, tries to read the Contemporary, but becomes dis- 
pirited, and may be heard muttering over its pages, *'No, no use, no use, 
no,*^ and sometimes even **Oh hell.** james has no respect for education; 
and MAGGIE is at present of an open mind. 

They are wylie and sons of me local granite quarry, in which alick 
was throughout his working days a mason. It is david who has raised 
them to this position; he climbed up himself step by step {and hewed 
the steps), and drew the others up after him. “wylie brothers,” alick 
would have had the firm balled, but david said No, and james said No, 
and MAGGIE said Nci; first honour must be to their father; and alick now 
likes it on the whole, though he often sighs at having to shave every day; 
and on some snell mornings he still creeps from his couch at four and 
even at two (thinking that his mallet and chisel are calling him), and 
begins to pull on his trousers, until the grandeur of them reminds him 
that he can go to bed again. Sometimes he cries a little, because there is 
no more work for him to do for ever and ever; and then maggie gives him 
a spade (without telling david) or david gives him the logs to saw (with- 
out telling maggie). 

We have given james a longer time to make his move than our kind 
friends in front will give him, but in the meantime something has been 
happening, david has come in, wearing a black coat and his Sabbath 
boots, for he has been to a public meeting, david is nigh forty years of 
age, whiskered like his father and brother (alick*^ whiskers being worn 
as a sort of cravat round the neck), and he has the too-brisk manner of 
one who must arrive anywhere a little before anyone else. The painter 
who did the three of them for fifteen pourids (you may observe the can- 
vases on the walls) has caught this characteristic, perhaps accidentally, 
for DAvm is almost stepping out of his frame, as if to hurry off somewhere; 
while ALICK and james look as if they were pinned to the wall for life. 
AH the six of them, men and pictures, however, have a family resem- 
blance, like granite blocks from their own quarry. They are us Scotch as? 
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peat for instance, and they might exchange eyes without any neighbour 
noticing the difference, inquisitive little blue eyes that seem to be always 
totting up the price of things. 

The dambrod players pay no attention to david, nor does he regard 
them. Dumping down on the sofa he removes his "lastic sides, as his Sab- 
bath boots are called, by pushing one foot against the other, gets into a 
pair of hand-sewn slippers, deposits the boots as according to rule in the 
ottoman, and crosses to the fire. There must be sdmething on david’3 
mind tonight, for he pays no attention to the game, neither gives advipe 
(than which nothing is more maddening) nor exchanges a wink with 
ALiCK over the parlous condition of james’s crown. You can hear the wdg- 
at-the-wall clock in the lobby ticking. Then daviid lets himself go; it runs 
out of him like a hymn: * 


DAVID. Oh, let the solid ground 
Not fail beneath my feet, 
Before my life has found 
What some have found so 
sweet. 

(This is not a soliloquy, but is of- 
fered as a definite statement. The 
players emerge from their game 
with diffliculty.) 

ALICK (with James’s crown in his 
hand). Whats that you’re saying, 
David? 

DAVID (like a public speaker ex- 
plaining the situation in a few well- 
chosen words). The thing I’m 
speaking about is Love. 

JAMES (keeping control of himself). 
Do you stand there and say you’re 
in love, David Wylie? 

DAVID. Me; what would I do with 
the thing? 

• 

JAMES (who is by no means with- 
out pluck). 1 see no necessity for 
calling it a thing. 

(They are two bachelors who all 
their lives have been afraid of noth- 
ing but Woman, david in his spor- 
tive days-^hich continue— has 
done roguish things with his arm 


when conducting a lady home 
under an umbrella from a soiree, 
and has both chuckled and been 
scared on thinking of it afterwards. 
JAMES, a commoner fellow altO' 
gether, has discussed the sex ovei 
a glass, but is too canny to he in 
the* company of less than twe 
young women at a time.) 

DAVID (derisively). Oho, has she 
got you, James? 

JAMES (feeling the sting of it). 
Nobody has got me. 

DAVID. They’ll catch you yet, lad, 

JAMES. They’ll never catch me. 
You’ve been nearer catched your- 
self. 

ALICK. Yes, Kitty Menzies, David. 

DAVID (feeling himself under the 
umbrella) . It was a kind of a shave 
that. 

« » 

ALICK (who knows all that is to be 
known about women and can speak 
of them without a tremor). It’s a 
curious thing, but a man cannot 
help winking when he hears that 
one of his friends has been catched. 
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DAVID. That s so. 

JAIMES (clinging to his manhood). 
And fear of that wink is what has 
kept the two of us single men. 
And yet whats the glory* of being 
single? 

PAVID. There’s no particular glory 
in it, but it s safe. 

JAMES (putting away his aspira- 
tions). Yes, its lonely, but it’s safe. 
But who did you mean the poetry 
for, then? 

DAVID. For Maggie, of course. 

(You dont know david and james 
tfU you know how they love their 
sister maggie.) 

ALICE. I thought that. 

DAVID (coming to the second point 
of his statement about Love). I 
saw her reading poetry and saying 
those words over to herself. 

JAMES. She has such a poetical 
mind. 

DAVID. Love. There’s no doubt as 
that’s what Maggie kas set her 
heart on. And not merely love, but 
one of those grand noble loves; 
for though Maggie is undersized 
she has a passion for romance. 

JAMES (wandering miserably about 
the room). It’s terrible not to be 
able to give Maggie what her heart 
is set on. 

^The others never pay much atten- 
tion to JAMES, though he is quite a 
"smart figure in less important 
houses.) 

ALICE (violently). Those idiots of 
men. 


DAVID. Father, did you tell her who 
had got the minister of Galashiels? 

ALICE (wagging his head sadly). I 
had to tell her. And then I—I— 
bought her a sealskin mulf, and I 
just slipped it into her hands and 
came away. 

JAMES (illustrating the sense of jus- 
tice in the Wylie family). Of 
course, to be fair to the man, he 
never pretended he wanted her. 

DAvm. None of them wants her; 
that’s what depresses her. I was 
thinking, father, I would buy her 
that gold watch and chain in Snib- 
by’s window. She hankers after it. 

JAMES (slapping his pocket). 
You’re too late, David; I’ve got 
them for her. 

DAVID. It’s ill done of the minister. 
Many a pound of steak has that 
man had in this house. 

ALICE. You mind the slippers she 
worked for him? 

JAMES. I mind them fine; she began 
them for William Cathro. She’s 
getting on in years, too, though 
she looks so young. 

ALICE. I never can make up my 
mind, David, whether her curls 
make her look younger or older. 

I 

DAVID ( determinedly ) , Younger. 
Whisht! I hear her winding the 
clock. Mind, not a word about the 
minister to her, James. Don’t even 
mention religion this day. 

JAMES. Would it be like me to do 
such a thing? 
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DAVID. It would be very like you. 
And there's that other matter: say 
not a syllable about our having a 
reason for sitting up late tonight. 
When she says it's bed-time, just 
all pretend we're not sleepy. 

ALiCK. Exactly, and when— 

(Here maggie enters, and all 
three are suddenly engrossed in 
the dambrod. We could describe 
MAGGIE at great length. But what 
is the use? What you really Koant 
to know is whether she was good- 
looking. No, she was not. Enter 
MAGGIE, who is not good-looking. 
When this is said, all is said. Enter 
MAGGIE, as it were, with her throat 
cut from ear to ear. She has a soft 
Scotch voice and a more resolute 
manner than is perhaps fitting to 
her plainness; and she stops short 
at sight of JAMES sprawling uncon- 
sciously in the company chair.) 

MAGGIE. James, I wouldn't sit on 
the fine chair. 

JAMES. I forgot again. {But he 
wishes she had spoken more 
sha/rply. Even profanation of the 
fine chair has not roused her. She 
takes up her knitting, and they all 
suspect that she knows what they 
have been talking about.) 

MAGGIE. You're late, David, it's 
nearly bed-time. 

DAVID {finding the subject a safe 
one). 1 was kept late at the public 
meeting. * 

ALICE {glad to get so far away 
from Galashiels). Was it a good 
meeting? 

DAVID. Fairish. {With some heat) 
That young John Shand would 
make a speech* 
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MAGGIE. John Shand? Is that the 
student Shand? 

DAVID. The same. It's true he's a 
student it Glasgow University in 
the wintsr months, but in summer 
he's just the railway porter here; 
and I think it’is very presumptuous 
of a young lad like that to make a 
speech v/hen he hasn't a penny to 
bless himself with. 

ALICK. The Shands were always an 
impudent family, and jealous. I 
suppose that's the reason they 
haven't been on speaking terms 
with us this six years. Was it a 
good speech? 

DAVID {illustrating the family s gen- 
erosity). It was very fine; but he 
needn't have made fun of me. 

MAGGIE {losing a stitch). He 
dared? 

DAVID {depressed). You see I can 
not get started on a speech with' 
out saying things like “In rising fot 
to make a few remarks." 

JAMES. What's wrong with it? 

DAVID. He mimicked me, and said 
“Will our worthy chairman come 
for to go for to answer my ques- 
tions?" and so on; and they roared, 

* 

JAMES {slapping his ' money 
pocket). The sacket. 

DAVID. I did feel bitterly, fadiqj*, 
tte want of education. {Without 
knowing it, he has a beautiful way 
of pronouncing this noble word.) 

MAGGIE {holding out a kind hand 
to him). David. 
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iULiGK. IVe missed it sore, David. 
Even now I feel the want of it in 
the very marrow of me. I m shamed 
to think I never gave you your 
chance. But when you were young 
I was so desperate poor, hfiw could 
I do it, Maggie? 

« 

MAGGIE. It wasn’t possible, father. 

ALiCK (gazing at the bookshelves ) . 
To be able to understand these 
books! To up with them one at a 
time and scrape them as clean as 
though they were a bowl of brose. 
Lads, it’s not to riches, it s to schol- 
arship that I make my humble 
bow. 

JAMES (who is good at bathos). 
There’s ten yards of them. And 
they were selected by the minister 
of Galashiels. He said— • 

DAVID (quickly). James. 

JAMES. I mean— I mean— 

MAGGIE (calmly). I suppose you 
mean what you say, James. I hear, 
David, that the minister of Gala- 
shiels is to be married on that Miss 
Turnbull. , , ' 

DAVID (on guard) f So they were 
saying. 

ALICE. All I can say is she has 
made a poor bargain. 

MAGGIE (the damned). I wonder 
at you, father. . He’s a very nice 
gentleman* I’m sure I hope he h^ 
chosen wisely. 

4 . 

JAMES. Not him. 

MAGGIE (getting near her tragedy). 
How can you say that when you 
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don’t know her? I expect she is full 
of charm. 

ALICE. Charm? It’s the very word 
he used. 

DAVID. Havering idiot. 

ALICE. Whal is charm, exactly, 
Maggie? 

MAGGIE. Oh, it’s— it’s a sort of 
bloom on a woman. If you have it, 
you don’t need to have anything 
else; and if you don’t have it, it 
doesn’t much matter what else you 
have. Some women, the few, have 
charm for all; and most have charm 
for one. But some have charm for 
none. (Somehow she has stopped 
knitting. Her men-folk are very de- 
pressed. JAMES brings his fist down 
on the table with a bang.) 

JAMES (shouting). I have a sister 
that has charm. 

MAGGIE. No, James, you haven’t. 

JAMES (rushing at her with the 
watch and chain). Ha’e, Maggie. 
(She lets them lie in her lap.) 

DAVID. Maggie, would you like a 
silk? 

MAGGIE. What could I do with a 
silk? (With a gust of passion) 
You might as well dress up a little 
brown hen. 

(They wriggle miserably.) 

JAMES (stamping). Bring him here 
to me. 

MAGGIE. Bring whom, James? 

JAMES. David, I would be obliged 
if you wouldn’t kick me beneath 
the. table. 
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MAGGIE (rising). Let's be practical; 
let's go to our beds. 

(This reminds them that they have 
a job on hand in which she is not 
to share,) 

DAVID (sidy), I don't feel very 
sleepy yet. 

ALiCK. Nor me either. 

JAMES. You've just taken the very 
words out of my mouth. * 

DAVID (with unusual politeness). 
Good night to you, Maggie. 

MAGGIE (fixing the three of them). 
All of you unsleepy, when, as is 
well known, ten o'clock is your 
regular bed-time? 

JAMES. Yes, it's common knowledge 
that we go to our beds at ten. 
(Chuckling) That's what we're 
counting on. 

MAGGIE. Counting on? 

DAVID. You stupid whelp. 

JAMES. What have I done? 

MAGGIE (folding her arms). There's 
something up. You've got to tell 
me, David. 

DAVID (who knows when he is 
beaten). Go out and watch, James. 

MAGGIE. Watch? • 

( JAMES takes himself off, armed, as 
MAGGIE notices, with a stick,) 

DAVID (in his alert business way), 
Maggie, there are burglars about. 

MAGGIE. Burglars? (She sits rigid, 
but she is not the kind to scream,) 


DAVID. We hadn't meant for to tell 
you till we nabbed them; but 
they've been in this room twice of 
late. We sat up last night waiting 
for them,^and we're to sit up again 
tonight. • 

MAGGIE. The silver plate. 

DAVID. It's all safe as yet. That 
makes us think that they were 
either frightened away these other 
times, or that they are coming back 
for to make a clean sweep. ' 

MAGGIE. How did you get to know 
about this? 

DAVID. It was on Tuesday that the 
polissman called at the quarry with 
a very queer story. He had seen a 
map climbing out at this window, 
at ten past two. 

MAGGIE. Did he chase him? 

DAVID. It was so dark he lost sight 
of him at once.* 

ALicK. Tell her about the window. 

DAVID. We've found out that the 
catch of tlie window has been 
pushed back by slipping the blade 
of a knife between the woodwork. 

MAGGIE. David. 

ALICK. The polissman said he was 
carrying a little carpet bag. 

MAGGIE. The silver plate is gon^. 

DAVID. No, no. We were thinking 
that very likely he has bunches of 
keys in the bag. 

MAGGIE. Or weapons. 
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0A,viD. As for that, we have some 
pretty stout weapons ourselyes in 
the umbrella stand. So, if you’ll go 
to your bed, Maggie— ^ 

MAGGIE. Me? and my bitithers in 
danger. 

ALICE. There’s just one of them. 

MAGGIE. The polissman just saw 
on6« 

DAVID {licking his palms). I would 
be very pleased if there were three 
of them. 

MAGGIE. I watch with you. I would 
bA very pleased if there were four 
of them. 

DAVID. And they say she has no 
charmi * 

(JAMES returns on tiptoe as if the 
burglars were beneath the table. He 
signs to every one to breathe no 
more, and then whispers his news.) 

« 

(AMES. He’s there. I had no sooner 
gone out than I saw* him sliding 
down the garden wall, close to the 
rhubarbs. 

«> 

ALICE. What’s he like? 

JAMES. He’s an ugly customer. 
That’s all I could see. There was 
a little carpet bag in his hand. 

DAVID. That’s him. 

JAMES. He slunk into the rhodyden- 
drons, and he’s there now, watch- 
ing the window. 

DAVID. We have him. Out with the 
light. 

(The room is beautified by a chan- 
d^ier fitted for three gas jets, but 
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with the advance of progress one 
of these has been removed and 
the incandescent light put in its 
place. This alone is lit. alick 
climbs a chair, pulls a little chain, 
and the room is now but vaguely 
lit by the fire. It plays fitfully on 
four sparkling faces.) 

MAGGIE. Do you think he saw you, 
James? 

JAMES. I couldn’t say, but in any 
case I was too clever for him. I 
looked up at the stars, and yawned 
loud at them as if I was tremen- 
dous sleepy. 

( There is a long pause during 
which they are luddng in the shad- 
ows. At last they hear some move- 
ment, and they steal like ghosts 
from the room. We see david turn- 
ing out the lobby light; then the 
door closes and an empty room 
awaits the intruder with a shudder 
of expectancy. The window opens 
and shuts as softly as if this were 
a mother peering in to see whether 
her baby is asleep. Then the head 
of a man shows between the cur- 
tains. The remainder of him fol- 
lows. He is carrying a little carpet 
bag. He stands irresolute; what 
puzzles him evidently is that the 
Wylies should have retired to rest' 
without lifting that piece of coal 
off the fire. He opens the door and 
peeps into the lobby, listening to 
the wag-at-the-wall clock. All 
seems serene, and he turns on the 
light. We see him clearly now. He 
is JOHN SHAND, age twenty-one, 
boots muddy, as an indignant car- 
pet can testify. He wears a shabby 
topcoat and a cockerty bonnet; 
otherwise he is in the well-worn 
corduroys of a railway porter. His 
movements, at first stealthy, be- 
come almost homely as he feels 
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$hat he is secure. He opens the bag 
and takes out a bunch of keys, a 
small paper parcel, and a black 
implement that may be a burgla/s 
jemmy. This cool customer exam- 
ines the fire and piles on more 
coals. With the keys he opens the 
door of the bookcase, selects two 
large volumes, and brings them to 
the table. He takes off his topcoat 
and opens his parcel, which we 
now see contains sheets of foolscap 
paper. His next action shows that 
the '*jemmy* is really a ruler. He 
knows where the pen and ink are 
kept. He pulls the fine chair nearer 
to the table, sits on it, and pro- 
ceeds to write, occasionally dot- 
ting the carpet with ink as he stabs 
the air with his pen. He is so occu- 
pied that he does not see the door 
opening, and the Wylie family 
staring at him. They are armed 
with sticks.) 

/'•LICK (at last) , When you re ready, 
John Shand. 

(JOHN hints back, and then has the 
grace to rise, dogged and expres- 
sionless. ) 

JAMES (like a railway porter). 
Ticket, please. 

DAvm. You can’t think of anything 
clever for to go for to say now, 
John. 

MAGGIE. I hope you find that chair 
comfortable, young man. 

JOHN. I have no complaint to make 
against the chair. 

ALICE (who is really distressed), 
A native of the town. The disgrace 
to your family. I feel pity for the 
Shands this night. 


JOHN (glowering). 111 thank you. 
Mr. Wylie, not to pity my family! 

JAMES. C|nny, canny. 

MAGGIE *(that sense of justice 
again), I think you should let the 
young man explain. It mayn’t be 
so bad as we thought. 

DAVID. Explain away, my billie. 

JOHN. Only the uneducated would 
need an explanation. I'm a student, 
(with a little passion) and I’m 
desperate for want of books. You 
have all I want here; no use to you 
but for display; well, I came here 
to study. I come twice weekly. 
(Amazement of his hosts.) 

DAVID (who is the first to recover), 
By^the window. 

JOHN. Do you think a Shand would 
so far lower himself as to entei 
your door? Well, is it a case for 
the police? * 

JAMES. It is. ' 

MAGGIE (not so much out of the 
goodness of her heart as to pa- 
tronise the Shands), It seems to 
me it’s a case for us all to go to 
our beds and leave the young man 
to study; but not on that chair. 
(And she wheels the chair away 
from him.) 

JOHN. Thank you, Miss Maggie, but 
I couldn’t be beholden to you. 

• • 
JAMES. My opinion is that he’s no- 
body, so out with him. 

JOHN. Yes, out with me. And you’ll 
be cheered to hear I’m likely to be 
a nobody for a long time to come. 
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DAVID (who had been beginning 
to respect him). Are you a poor 
scholar? 

JOHN. On the contrary, Im a bril- 
liant scholar. 

DAVID. It s siller, then? 

JOHN (glorified by experiences he 
has shared with many a gallant 
soul). My first year at college I 
lived on a barrel of potatoes, and 
we had just a sofa-bed between 
two of us; when the one lay down 
the other had to get up. Do you 
think it was hardship? It was sub- 
lime. But this year I can’t aflFord 
it. ril have to stay on here, col- 
lecting the tickets of the illiterate, 
such as you, when I might be with 
Romulus and Remus among the 
stars. 

JAMES (summing up). Havers. 

DAVID (in whose head some design 
is vaguely taking shape). Whisht, 
James. I must say, young lad, I like 
your spirit. Now tell me, what’s 
your professors’ opinion of your 
future. 

JOHN. They think me a young man 
of extraordinary promise. 

DAVID. You have a name here for 
high moral character. 

m 

JOHN. And justly. 

DAVID. Are you serious-minded? 

JOHN. 1 never laughed in my life.^ 

DAVID. Who do you sit under in 
Glasgow? 

JOHN. Mr. Flemister of the Sau- 
chiehall High. 


DAVID. Are you a Sabbath-school 
teacher? 

JOHN. I am. 

DAVID. One more question. Are you 
promised? 

JOHN. To a lady? 

DAVID. Yes. 

JOHN. I’ve never given one of them 
a single word of encouragement. 
I’m too much occupied thinking 
about my career. 

DAVID. So. (He reflects, and finally 
indicates by a jerk of the head that 
he wishes to talk with his father 
behind the door,) 

JAMES (longingly). Do you want 
me too? (But they go out without 
even answering him.) 

MAGGIE. I don’t know what mag- 
got they have in their heads, but 
sit down, young man, till they 
come back. 

JOHN. My name’s Mr. Shand, and 
till I’m called that I decline to sit 
down again in this house. 

MAGGIE. Then I’m thinking, young 
sir, you’ll have a weary wait. 
(While he waits you can see how 
pinched his face is. He is little 
more than a boy, and he seldom 
has enough to eat. david and alick 
return presently, looking as sly as 
if they had been discussing some 
move on the dambrod, as indeed 
they have.) 

DAVID (suddenly become genial). 
Sit down, Mr. Shand, and pull in 
your chair. You’ll have a thimble- 
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M of something to keep the cold 
out? (Briskly) Glasses, Maggie. 
( She wonders, but gets glasses and 
decanter from the sideboard, which 
JAMES calls the chiffy. david and 
ALicK, in the most friendly man- 
ner, also draw up to the table) 
You’re not a to taller, I hope? 

JOHN (guardedly). I’m practically 
a totaller. 

• 

DAVID. So are we. How do you take 
it? Is there any hot water, Maggie? 

JOHN. If I take it at all, and I 
haven’t made up my mind yet. I’ll 
Jake it cold. 

DAVID. You’ll take it hot, James? 

JAMES (also sitting at the table but 
completely befogged). No, I— 

DAVID (decisively), I think youll 
take it hot, James. 

JAMES (sulking). I’ll take it hot. 

DAVID. The kettle, Maggie. 

(JAMES has evidently to take it hot 
so that they can get at the business 
now on hand, while maggie goes 
kitchenward for the kettle.) 

ALICK. Now, David, quick, before 
she comes back. 

DAVID. Mr. Shand, we have an oflFer 
to make you. * 

JOHN (warningly). No patronage. 

ALICK. It’s strictly a business affair. 

DAVID. Leave it to me, father. It’s 
this— (But to his annoyance the 
suspicious MAGGIE hos already re- 
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turned with the kettle) Maggie, 
don’t you see that you’re not 
wanted? 

MAGGIE (^sitting down by the fire 
and resuming her knitting). I do, 
David. 

DAVID. I have a proposition to put 
before Mr. Shand, and women are 
out of place in business transac- 
tions. 

(The needles continue to click.) 

ALICK (sighing). We’ll have to let 
her bide, David. 

DAVID (sternly). Woman. (But 
even this does not budge her.) 
Very well then, sit there, but don’t 
interfere, mind. Mr. Shand, we’re 
willing, the three of us, to lay out 
£300 on your education if— 

JOHN. Take care— 

DAVID (slowly y which is not his 
wont). On condition that five years 
from now, Maggie Wylie, if still 
unmarried, can claim to marry you, 
should such be her wish; the thing 
to be perfeptly open on her side, 
but you to be strictly tied down. 

JAMES (enlightened). So, so. 

DAVID (resuming his smart man^^ 
ner). Now, what have you to say? 
Decide. 

JOHN (after a pause). I regret to 
say— * 

MAGGIE. It doesn’t matter what he 
regrets to say, because I decide 
against it. And I think it was very 
ill-done of you to make any such 
proposal. 
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DAVID (without looking at her). 
Quiet, Maggie. ^ 

JOHN (looking at her), I must say, 
Miss Maggie, I don’t see' what rea- 
sons you can have for bAng so set 
against it. 

MAGGIE. If you would grow a 
beard, Mr. Shand, the reasons 
wouldn’t be quite so obvious. 

JOHN. I’ll never grow a beard. 

MAGGIE. Then you’re done for at 
the start. 

ALICE. Come, come. 

MAGGIE. Seeing I have refused the 
young man— 

I 

JOHN. RefusedI 

DAVID. That’s no reason why we 
shouldn’t have his friendly opinion. 
Your objections, Mr. Shand? 

JOHN. Simply, it’s a one-sided bar- 
gain. I admit I’m no catch at pres- 
ent; but what could a man of my 
abilities not soar to with three hun- 
dred pounds? Something far above 
what she could aspire to. 

MAGGIE. Oh, indeed. 

DAATO. The position is that without 
the three hundred you can’t soar. 

JOHN. You have me there. 

** r 

MAGGIE. Yes, but— 

AUGK. You see you*re safe-guarded, 
Maggie; you don’t need to take 
him unless you like, but he has to 
take you. 
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JOHN. That’s an unfair arraiige- 
ment also. 

MAGGIE. I wouldn’t dream of it 
without that condition. 

JOHN. Then you are tliinking of it? 

MAGGIE. Poof. 

DAVID. It’s a good arrangement for 
you,, Mr. Shand. The chances are 
you’ll never have to go on with it, 
for in all probability she’ll marry 
soon. 

JAMES. She’s tremendous run after. 

JOHN. Even if that’s true, it’s just 
keeping me in reserve in case she 
misses doing better. 

DAVID (relieved). That’s the situa- 
tion in a nutshell. 

JOHN. Another thing. Supposing I 
was to get fond of her? 

ALICE (wistfully). It’s very likely. 

JOHN. Yes, and then suppose she 
was to give me the goby? 

DAVID. You have to risk that. 

JOHN. Or take it the other way. 
Supposing as I got to know her I 
could not endure her? 

DAVID (suavely). You have both to 
take risks. 

JAMES (less suavely). What you 
need, John Shand, is a clout on the 
head. 

JOHN. Three hundred pounds is no 
great sum. ^ 
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PAvm. You can take it or leave it. 

ALiCK. No great sum for a student 
studying for tRe ministry! 

JOHN. Do you think that with that 
amount of money I would stop 
short at being a minister? 

DAVID. That s how I like to hear 
you speak. A young Scotsman of 
your ability let loose upon, the 
world with £300, what could he 
not do? It’s almost appalling to 
think of; especially if he went 
among the English. 

JOHN. What do you think, Miss 
Maggie? 

MAGGIE {who is knitting), I have 
no thoughts on the subject either 
way. 

JOHN {after looking her over). 
What’s her age? She looks young, 
but they say it’s the curls that does 
it. 

DAVID {rather happily). She’s one 
of those women who are eternally 
young. 

JOHN. I can’t take that for an an- 
swer. 

DAVID. She’s twenty-five. 

JOHN. I’m just twenty-one. 

JAMES. I read in a book that about 
four years’ difference in the ages 
is the ideal thing. {As usual he is 
disregarded,) 

DAVID. Well, Mr. Shand? 

JOHN {where is his motherl). I’m 
willing if she’s willing. 


DAVID. Maggie? 

MAGGIE. There can be no "if’ about 
it. It musj be an offer. 

i 

JOHN. A Shand give a Wylie such 
a chance to humiliate him? Never. 

MAGGIE. Then all is off. 

DAVID. Come, come, Mr. Shand, it’s 
just a form. 

JOHN {reluctantly). Miss Maggie, 
will you? 

MAGGIE {doggedly). Is it an offer? 

JOHN {dourly). Yes. 

MAGGIE {rising). Before I answer 
I want first to give you a chance 
of drawing back. 

DAVID. Maggie. 

MAGGIE {bravely). When they said 
that I have been run after they 
were misleading you. I’m without 
charm; nobody has ever been after 
me. , 

JOHN. Oho! 

ALiCK. They will be yet. 

JOHN {the innocent). It shows at 
least that you haven’t been after 
them. 

{His hosts exchange a self -con 
soious glance,) 

MAGGIE. One thing more; David 
said I’m twenty-five, I’m twenty* 
six. 

JOHN. Aha! 
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MAGGIE. Now be practical. Do you 
withdraw from the bargain, or do 
you not? 

JOHN (on reflection) . It s ^ bargain. 

MAGGIE. Then so be it. 

DAVID (hurriedly). And that’s set- 
tled. Did you say you would take 
it hot, Mr. Shand? 

JOHN. I think ril take it neat. 

(The others decide to take it hot, 
and there is some careful business 
here with the toddy ladles.) 

ALICE. Here’s to you, and your 
career. 

JOHN. Thank you. To you, Miss 
Maggie. Had we not better draw 
up a legal document? Lawyer Cros- 
bie could do it on the quiet. 

DAVID. Should we do that, or 
should we just tryst to one an- 
other’s honour? 

ALICE (gallantly). Let Maggie de- 
cide. 

MAGGIE. I think we would better 
have a legal document. 

DAVID. We’ll have it drawn up to- 
morrow. I was thinking the best 
way would be for to pay the money 
in five yearly instalments. 

JOHN. I was thinking, better bank 
the whole sum in my name at onco. 

ALICE. I think David’s plan’s the 
best. 

JOHN. I think not. Of course if it’s 
not convenient to you— 


DAVID (touched to the quick). It’s 
perfectly convenient. What do you 
say, Maggie? 

MAGGIE. I agree with John. 

DAVID (with an odd feeling that 
MAGGIE is now on the other side). 
Very well. 

JOHN. Then as that’s settled I think 
I’ll bf stepping. (He is putting his 
papers back in the bag.) 

ALICE (politely). If you would like 
to sit on at your books— 

JOHN. As I can come at any orra 
time now I think I’ll be stepping. 
(MAGGIE helps him into his top- 
coat. ) 

MAGGIE. Have you a muffler, 
John? 

JOHN. I have. (He gets it from his 
pocket.) 

MAGGIE. You had better put it 
twice round. (She does this for 
him.) 

DAVID. Well good night to you, 
Mr. Shand. 

ALICE. And good luck. 

JOHN. Thank you. The same to you. 
And I’ll cry in at your office in the 
morning before the 6.20 is due. 

DAVID. I’ll have the document 
ready for you. (There is the awk- 
ward pause that sometimes follows 
great events) I think, Maggie, you 
might see Mr. Shand to the door. 

MAGGIE. Certainly, (john is going 
by the window) This way, John. 
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{She takes him off by the more 
usual exit.) 

DAVID. He’s a4ine frank fellow; and 
you saw how cleverly he got the 
better of me about banking the 
money. (As the heads of the con- 
spirators come gleefully together) 
I tell you, father, he has a grand 
business head. 

ALiCK. Lads, he’s canny. He’s, can- 
nier than any of us. 

JAMES. Except maybe Maggie. He 
has no idea what a remarkable 
woman Maggie is. 

ALICK. Best he shouldn’t know. 
Men are nervous of remarkable 
women. 

JAMES. She’s a long time in coming 
back. 

DAVID (not quite comfortable). It’s 
a good sign. H’sh. What sort of a 
night is it, Maggie? 

MAGGIE. It’s a little blowy. {She 
gets a large dust-cloth which is 
lying folded on a shelf, and pro- 
ceeds to spread it over the fine 
chair. The men exchange self-con- 
scious glances.) 

DAVID {stretching himself). Yes- 
well, well, oh yes. It’s getting late. 
What is it with you, father? 

ALICK. Ini ten forty-two. 

JAMES. I’m ten forty. 

DAVID. Ten forty-two. 

{They wind up their watches.) 

MAGGIE. It’s high time we were 
bedded. {She puts her hands on 
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their shoulders lovingly, which u 
the very thing they have been try^ 
ing to avoid) You’re very kind to 
me. ^ 

DAVID, heavers. 

ALICK. Havers. 

JAMES {but this does not matter) 
Havers. 

MAGGIE (a little dolefully). I’m a 
sort of sorry for the young man, 
David. 

DAVID. Not at all. You’ll be the 
making of him. {She lifts the two 
volumes) Are you taking the books 
to your bed, Maggie? 

MAGGIE. Yes. I don’t want him to 
know things I don’t know myself, 
{She departs with the books; and 
ALICK and DAVID, the villains, now 
want to get away from each other. ) 

ALICK. Yes— yes. Oh yes— ay, man— 
it is so— umpha. You’ll lift the big 
coals off, David. 

{He wanders away to his spring 
mattress, david removes the coals. ) 

JAMES {who would like to sit down 
and have an argy-bargy) . It’s a 
most romantical affair. ( But he gets 
no answer) I wonder how itll turn 
out? {No answer) She’s queer, 
Maggie. I wonder how some clever 
writer has never noticed how queer 
women are. It’s my belief you 
cOuld write a whole book about 
them, (david remains obdurate) It 
was very noble of her to tell bin? 
she’s twenty-six. {Muttering as he 
too wanders away) But I thought 
she was twenty-seven. 

(david turns out the light.) 
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ACT TWO 


Six years have elapsed and john shand’s great hour has come. Perhaps 
his great hour really lies ahead of him, perhaps he had it six years ago; 
it often passes us by in the night with such a faint call that we dont 
even turn in our beds. But according to the trumpets this is John’s great 
hour; it is the hour for which he has long been working with his coat off; 
and now the coat is on again (broadcloth but ill-fitting), for there is no 
more to do but await results. He is standing for Parliament, and this is 
election night. 

As the scene discloses itself you get, so to speak, one of john shand’s 
posters in the face. Vote for shand. shand, shand, shand. Civil and 
Religious Liberty, Faith, Hope, Freedom. They are all fly-blown names 
for SHAND. Have a placard about shand, have a hundred placards about 
him, it is snowing shand tonight in Glasgow; take the paste out of your 
eye, and you will see that we are in one of shand s committee rooms. 
It has been a hairdressers emporium, but shand, shand, shand has 
swept through it like a wind, leaving nothing but the fixtures; why shave, 
why have your head doused in those basins when you can be brushed 
and Scraped and washed up for ever by simply voting for shand? 

There are a few hard chairs for yelling shand from, and then rushing 
away. There is an iron spiral staircase that once led to the ladies* hair- 
dressing apartments, but now leads to more shand, shand, shand. A giews 
door at the back opens on to the shop proper, screaming Civil and Re- 
ligious Liberty, shand, as it opens, and beyond is the street crammed 
with still more shand pro and con. Men in every sort of garb rush in and 
out, up and down the stair, shouting the magic word. Then there is a 
lull, and down the st^ir comes maggie wylie, decidedly over-dressed 
in blue velvet and (let us get this over) less good-looking than ever. 
She raises her hands to heaven, she spins round like a little teetotum. 
To her from the street, suffering from a determination of the word shand 
to the mouth, rush alick and david. alick is thinner (being older), 
DAVID is stouter (being older), and they are both in tweeds and silk hats. 

MAGGIE. I can’t, I can’t. 

DAVID. Hold her down. 

(They press her into a chair; james 
darts in, stouter also. His necktie 
has gone; he will never again be 
able to attend a funeftd in that 
hat.) 

JAMES (wildly). John Shand’s the 


MAGGIE. David—have they— is he? 
quick, quicki 

DAVID. There’s no news yet, no 
news. It’s terrible. 

(The teetotum revolves more 
quickly.) 

AI4CK. For Cod’s sake, Maggie, sit 
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man for you. John Shand’s the man 
for you. John Shand's the man for 
you. 

DAvro (clutching him). Have you 
heard anything? 

JAMES. Not a word. 

ALiCK. Look at her. 

DAVID. Maggie (he goes on his 
knees beside her, pressing hei^ to 
him in affectionate anxiety) It was 
mad of him to dare. 

MAGGIE. It was grand of him. 

ALICE (moving about distraught). 
Insane ambition. 

MAGGIE. Glorious ambition. 

DAvro. Maggie, Maggie, my lamb, 
best be prepared for the worst. 

MAGGIE (husky), I am prepared. 

ALICE. Six weary years has she 
waited for this night. 

MAGGIE. Six brave years has John 
toiled for this night. 

JAMES. And you could have had 
him, Maggie, at the end of five. 
The document says five. 

MAGGIE. Do you think I grudge not 
being married to him yet? Was I 
to hamper him till the fight was 
won. 

DAVID (with wrinkled brows). But 
if its lost? (She cant answer,) 

ALICE (starting). What’s that? 
(The three listen at the door; the 
shouting dies down.) 


DAVID. They’re terrible still; what 
can make them so still? 

(JAMES spirits himself away, alice 
and DAVID blanch to hear maggie 
speaking stj^ly as if to john.) 

MAGGIE. Did you say you had lost, 
John? Of course you would lose 
the first time, dear John. Six years. 
Very well, we’ll begin another six 
tonight. You’ll win yet. (Fiercely) 
Never give in, John, never give in! 
(The roar of the multitude breaks 
out again and comes rolling 
nearer,) 

DAVID. I think he’s coming. 

(JAMES is fired into the room like 
a squeezed onion.) 

JAMES. He’s coming! 

(They may go on speaking, but 
through the clang outside none 
could hear. The populace seem to 
be trying to take the committee 
room by assault. Out of the scrim- 
mage a man emerges dishevelled 
and bursts into the room, closing 
the door behind him. It is john 
SHAND in a five-guinea suit, in- 
cluding the hat. There are other 
changes in him also, for he has 
been delving his way through 
loamy ground all those years. His 
right shoulder, which he used to 
raise to pound a path through the 
crowd, now remains permanently 
in that position. His mouth tends 
to close like a box. His eyes are 
tired, they need some one to puU 
the lids over them and send him 
to sleep for a week. But they are 
horyest eyes still, and faithful, and « 
could even light up his face ai 
times with a smtle, if the mouth 
would give a little help,). 

JOHN (clinging to a chair that he 
may not fly straight to heaven). 
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Tm in; Im elected. Majority two 
hundred and forty-four; Tm John 
Shand, M.P. 

{The crowd have the news by this 
time and their roar hred^ts the door 
/>ptn. JAMES is off at a.ice to tell 
them that he is to be SharuTs 
brother-in-law. A teardrop clings to 
alick's nose; david hits out play- 
fully at JOHN, and john in an ec- 
stasy returns the blow.) 

DAVID. Fling yourself at the door, 
father, and bar them out. Maggie, 
what keeps you so quiet now? 

MAGGIE {weak in her limbs). 
You’re sure you’re in, John. 

JOHN. Majority 244. I’ve beaten the 
baronet. I’ve done it, Maggie, and 
not a soul to help me; I’ve done it 
alone. {His voice breaks; you dould 
almost pick up the pieces) I’m as 
hoarse as a crow, and I have to 
address the Cowcaddens Club yet; 
David, pump some oxygen into me. 
« 

DAVID. Certainly, Mr. Shand. 
{While he does it, maggie is see- 
ing visions.) 

ALiCK. What are you* doing, Mag- 
gie? 

MAGGIE. This is the House of Com- 
mons, and I’m John, catching the 
Speaker’s eye for the first time. Do 
you see a queer little old wifie sit- 
ting away up there in the Ladies’ 
Gallery? That’s me. Mr. Speaker, 
sir, I rise to make my historic 
^maiden speech. I am no orator, 
sir; voice from Ladies’ Gallery, 
“Are you not, John? you’ll soon 
let them see that”; cries of “Si- 
lence, woman,” and general indig- 
nation. Mr. Speaker, sir, I stand 
here difiBdently with my eyes on 
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the Treasury Bench; voice from the 
Ladies’ Gallery, “And you’ll soon 
have your coat-tails on it, John”; 
loud cries of “Remove that little 
old wifie,” on which she is forcibly 
ejected, and the honourable gen- 
tleman resumes his seat in a tor- 
rent of admiring applause. 

( ALICK and DAVID waggle their 
proud heads.) 

JOHN {tolerantly). Maggie, Maggie. 

MAGGIE. You’re not angry with me, 
John? 

JOHN. No, no. 

MAGGIE. But you glowered. 

JOHN. I was thinking of Sir Pere- 
grine. Just because I beat him at 
the poll he took a shabby revenge; 
he congratulated me in French, a 
language I haven’t taken the 
trouble to master. 

MAGGIE {becoming a little taller). 
Would it help you, John, if you 
were to marry a woman that could 
speak French? 

DAVID {quickly). Not at all. 

MAGGIE {gloriously). Mon cher 
Jean, laissez-moi parler le frangais, 
voulez-vous un interpr^te? 

JOHN. Hullo 1 

MAGGIE. Je, suis la soeur fran 9 aise 
de mes deux fr^res ecossais. 

DAVID {worshipping her). She’s 
been learning French. 

JOHN {lightly). Well done. 

MAGGIE {grandly). They’re arriv- 
ing. 
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ALICE. Who? 

MAGGIE. Our guests. This is Lon- 
don, and Mrs. John Shand is giving 
her first reception. (Airily) Have 
I told you, darling, who are coming 
tonight? There’s that dear Sir Pere- 
grine. (To Alice) Sir Peregrine, 
this is a pleasure. Avez-vous. . . . 
So sorry we beat you at the poll. 

JOHN. Tm doubting the barcyiet 
would sit on you, Maggie. 

MAGGIE. IVe invited a lord to sit 
on the baronet. Voild! 

DAvm (delighted). You thing! 
You’ll find the lords expensive. 

MAGGIE. Just a little cheap lord. 
( JAMES enters importantly) My 
dear Lord Cheap, this is kind of 
you. 

( JAMES hopes that Maggie’s reason 
is not unbalanced.) 

DAVID (who really ought to have 
had education). How de doo. 
Cheap? 

JAMES (bewildered). Maggie— 

MAGGIE. Yes, do call me Maggie. 

ALICE (grinning). She’s practising 
her first party, James. Ine swells 
are at the door. 

JAMES (heavily). That’s what I 
came to say. They are at the door. 

JOHN. Who? 

JAMES. The swells; a carriage and 
pair. (He gives john three cards.) 

|OHN. "Mr. Tenterden.” 
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DAVID. Him that was speaking foi 
you? 

JOHN. The same. He’s a whip and 
an Honourable. "Lady Sybil Ten^ 
terden.” (Frowns) Her! She’s his 
sister. 

MAGGIE. A married woman? 

JOHN. No. "The Comtesse de U 
Bri^re.” 

MAGGIE (the scholar). She must be 
French. 

JOHN. Yes; I think she’s some relai 
tion. She’s a widow. 

JAMES. But what am I to say to 
them? ("Afr. SharuTs compliments, 
and he will be proud to receive 
them*" is the very least that the 
Wylies expect.) 

JOHN (who was evidently made for 
great ends). Say I’m very busy, 
but if they care to wait I hope 
presently to give them a few min- 
utes. 

JAMES (thunderstruck). Good God, 
Mr. Shand! 

(But it makes him John’s more 
humble servant than ever, and he 
departs with the message.) 

JOHN (not unaware of the sensation 
he has created). I’ll go up and let 
the crowd see me from the win- 
dow. 

MAGGIE. But— but— what are we to 
do with these ladies? 

JOHN (as he tramps upwards). It’s 
your reception, Maggie; this will 
prove you. 
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MAGGIE (growing smaller). Tell me 
what you know about this Lady 
Sybil? 

JOHN. The only thing I rnow about 
her is that she thinks ine vulgar. 

MAGGIE. You? 

JOHN. She has attended some of my 
meetings, and Tm told she said 
that. 

MAGGIE. What could the woman 
mean? 

JOHN. I wonder. When I come 
down 111 ask her. 

(With his departure Maggie’s 
nervousness increases.) 

ALICE (encouragingly) . In at them, 
Maggie, with your French. 

MAGGIE. It’s all slipping from me, 
father. 

DAVID ( gloomily )•. I’m sure to say 
“for to come for to go.” 

(The newcomers glorify the room, 
and MAGGIE feels that they have 
lifted her up with the tongs and 
deposited her in one *of the basins. 
They are far from intending to he 
rude; it is not their fault that thus 
do swans scatter the ducks. They 
do not know that they are guests 
ojL the family, they think merely 
that they are waiting with other 
strangers in a public room; they 
undmate enquiringly, and if Mag- 
gie could undulate in return she 
' would have no cause for offesxce. 
But she suddenly realises that this 
is an art as yet denied her, and 
that though david might buy her 
evening gowns as fine as theirs 
(and is at this moment probably 
deciding to do so), she would look 
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better carrying them in her arms 
than on her person. She also feels 
that to emerge from wraps as they 
are doing is more difficult than to 
plank your money on the counter 
for them. The comtesse she could 
forgive, for she is old; but lady 
SYBIL is young and beautiful and 
comes lazily to rest like a stately 
ship of Tarsus.) 

COMTESSE (smiling divinely, and 
speaking with such a pretty ac- 
cent) . I hope one is not in the way. 
We were told we might wait. 

MAGGIE (bravely climbing out of 
the basin). Certainly— I am sure— 
if you will be so— it is— 

(She knows that david and her 
father are very sorry for her. A 
high voice is heard orating out- 
side.) 

SYBIL (screwing her nose deli- 
ciously). He is at it again. Auntie. 

COMTESSE. Mon DieuI (Like one 
begging pardon of the universe) 
It is Mr. Tenterden, you under- 
stand, making one more of his de- 
lightful speeches to the crowd. 
Would you be so charming as to 
shut the door? 

(This to DAVID in such appeal that 
she is evidently making the petition 
of her life, david saves her.) 

MAGGIE (determined not to go 
under). J’esp^re que vous— trouvez 
— cette— reunion- int6ressante? 

COMTESSE. Vous parlez frangais? 
Mais c’est charmanti Voyons, cau- 
sons un peu. Racontez-moi tout de 
ce grand' homme, toutes les choses 
merveiUeuses qu’il ^ faites. 

MAGGIE. I— I— Je coTOMda^iAlas!) 
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COMTESSE (naughtily). Forgive me, 
Mademoiselle, I thought you spoke 
French. 

SYBIL (who knows that david ad- 
mires her shoulders). How wicked 
of you. Auntie. (To maggie) I as- 
sure you none of us can understand 
her when she gallops at that pace. 

MAGGIE (crushed). It doesn’t mat- 
ter. I will tell Mr. Shand that you 
are here. 

SYBIL (drawling). Please don’t 
trouble him. We are really only 
waiting till my brother recovers 
and can take us back to our hotel. 

MAGGIE. I’ll tell him. 

(She is glad to disappear up the 
stair, ) 

COMTESSE. The lady seems dis- 
tressed. Is she a relation of Mr. 
Shand? 

DAvm. Not for to say a relation. 
She’s my sister. Our name is 
Wylie. 

(But granite quarries are nothing 
to them.) 

COMTESSE. How do you do. You are 
the committee man of Mr. Shand? 

DAVID. No, just friends. 

COMTESSE (gaily to the basins). 
Aha! I know you. Next, pleasel 
Sybil, do you weigh 'yourself, or 
are you asleep? 

(lady sybil has sunk indolently 
into a weighing-chair.) 

SYBIL. Not quite, Auntie. 

COMTESSE (the mirror of la poll- 
tesse), TeU me all about Mr. 
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Shand. Was it here that he— picked 
up the pin? 

DAVID. The pin? 

comtesse.-^As 1 have read, a self- 
made man always begins by pick- 
ing up a pin. After that, as the 
memoirs say, his rise was rapid. 
(david, however, is once more 
master of himself, and indeed has 
begun to tot up the cost of their 
garments. ) 

DAVID. It wasn’t a pin he picked 
up, my lady; it was £300. 

ALICE (who feels that John’s great- 
ness has been outside the conversa- 
tion quite long enough). And his 
rise wasn’t so rapid, just at first, 
David! 

DAVID. He had his fight. His orig- 
inal intention was to become a min- 
ister; he’s university-educated, you 
know; he’s not a workingman 
member. 

ALICE (with reverence). He’s an 
M.A. But while he was a student 
he got a place in an iron cementer’s 
business. » 

COMTESSE (now far out of her 
depths). Iron cementer? 

DAVID. They scrape boilers. 

COMTESSE. I see. The fun men 
have, Sybil! 

DAA^iD (with some solemnity)^* 
There have been millions made in 
scraping boilers. They say, father, 
he went into business so as to be 
able to pay ofi the £300. 

ALICE (sixty). So I’ve heard. 
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COMTESSE. Aha— it was a loan? 

( DAVID and ALICE are astride their 
great subject now,) 

DAVID. No, a gift— of » sort— from 
some well-wishers. out they 
wouldn’t hear of his paying it off, 
father! 

ALICE. Not them! 

COMTESSE (restraining an impulse 
to think of other things). That was 
kind, charming. 

ALICE (with a look at david). Yes. 
Well, my lady, he developed a 
perfect genius for the iron cement- 
ing. 

DAVID. But his ambition wasn’t sat- 
isfied. Soon he had public life in 
his eye. As a heckler he was some- 
thing fearsome; they had to seat 
him on the platform for to keep 
him quiet. Next they had to let him 
into the Chair. After that he did 
all the speaking;* he cleared all 
roads before him like a fire-engine; 
and when this vacancy occurred, 
you could hardly say it did occur, 
so quickly did he step into it. My 
lady, there are few more impres- 
sive sights in the world than a 
Scotsman on the make. 

COMTESSE. I can well believe it. 
And now he has said farewell to 
boilers? 

DAVID (impressively). Not at all; 
ri:he firm promised if he was elected 
for to m^e him their London man* 
ager at £800 a year. 

COMTESSE. There is a strong man 
for you, Sybil; but I believe you 
are asleep. 
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SYBIL (stirring herself). Honestly 
I’m not. (Sweetly to the others) 
But would you mind finding out 
whether my brother is drawing to 
a close? 

(david goes out, leaving poor 
ALICE marooned. The comtesse is 
kind to him.) 

COMTESSE. Thank you very much. 
(Which helps alice out) Don’t 
you love a strong man, sleepy- 
head? 

SYBIL (preening herself). I never 
met one. 

COMTESSE. Neither have I. But if 
you did meet one, would he wake 
you up? 

SYBIL. I dare say he would find 
there were two of us. 

COMTESSE (considering her.) Yes, 
I think he would. Ever been in 
love, you cold thing? 

SYBIL (yawning). I have never 
shot up in flame. Auntie. 

COMTESSE. Think you could man- 
age it? 

SYBIL. If Mr. flight came along. 

COMTESSE. As a girl of today it 
would be your duty to tame him. 

SYBIL. As a girl of today I would 
try to do iiiy duty. 

COMTESSE. And if it turned out that 
he tamed you instead? 

SYBIL. He would have to do that 
if he were my Mr. Right. 

COMTESSE. And then? 
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SYBIL. Then, of course, I should 
adore him. Auntie, I think if I ever 
really love it will be like Mary 
Queen of Scots, who said of her 
Bothwell that she could follow him 
roimd the world in her nighty. 

COMTESSE. My petite 1 

SYBIL. I believe I mean it. 

COMTESSE. Oh, it is quite my con- 
ception of your character. Do you 
know, I am rather sorry for this 
Mr. John Shand. 

SYBIL (opening her fine eyes). 
Why? He is quite a boor, is he 
not? 

COMTESSE. For that very reason. 
Because his great hour is already 
nearly sped. That wild-bull manner 
that moves the multitude— they will 
laugh at it in your House of Com- 
mons. 

SYBIL (indifferent). I suppose so, 

COMTESSE. Yet if he had educa- 
tion— 

SYBIL. Have we not been hearing 
how superbly he is educated? 

COMTESSE. It is such as you or me 
that he needs to educate him now. 
You could do it almost too well. 

SYBIL (with that pretty stretch of 
neck). 1 am not suflBciently inter- 
ested. I retire in your favour. How 
would you begin? 

COMTESSE. By asking him to drop 
in, about five, of course. By the 
way, I wonder is there a Mrs, 
Shand? 
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SYBIL. I have no idea. But they 
marry young. 

COMTESSE. If there is not, there is 
probably J lady waiting for him, 
somewhere in a boiler. 

SYBIL. I dare say. 

(MAGGIE descends.) 

MAGGIE. Mr. Shand will be down 
directly. 

COMTESSE. Thank you. Your 
brother has been giving us such 
an interesting account of his ca- 
reer. I forget, Sybil, whether he 
said that he was married. 

MAGGIE. No, he’s not married; but 
he will be soon. 

COMTESSE. Ahl (She is merely 
making conversation) A friend of 
yours? 

MAGGIE ( now a scorner of herself ) . 
I don’t think much of her. 

COMTESSE. In that case, tell me all 
about her. 

MAGGIE. There’s not muih to tell 
She’s common, and stupid. One of 
those who go in for self-culture,* 
and then when the test comes the) 
break down. (With sinister enjoy ^ 
ment) She’ll be the ruin of him 

COMTESSE. But is not that sadl 
Figure to yourself how many men 
with greatness before them have 
been shipwrecked by marrying ii? 
the rank from which they sprang. 

MAGGIE. I’ve told her that. 

COMTESSE. But she will not give 
him up? 
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MAGGIE. No. 
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SYBIL. Why should she if he cares 
for her? What is her name? 

MAGGIE. It’s— Maggie. ^ 

coMTESSE (still uninterested). 
Well, I am afraid that Maggie is 
to do for John, (john comes 
down) Ah, ovir hero! 

JOHN. Sorry I have kept you wait- 
ing. The Comtesse? 

COMTESSE. And my niece Lady 
Sybil Tenterden. (sybils head in- 
clines on its stem) She is not really 
all my niece; I mean I am only 
half of her aunt. What a triumph, 
Mr. Shandl 

JOHN. Oh, pretty fair, pretty fair. 
Your brother has just finished ad- 
dressing the crowd, Lady Sybil. 

SYBIL. Then we must not detain 
Mr. Shand, Auntiq. 

COMTESSE (who unless her heart is 
touched thinks insincerity charm- 
ing). Only one word. I heard you 
speak last! night. Sublijnel Just the 
sort of impassioned eloquence that 
your House of Commons loves. 

JOHN. It s very good of you to say 
so. 

COMTESSE. But we must run. Bon 
soir. 

(sybil bows as to some one far 
away.) 

JOHN. Good-night, Lady Sybil. I 
hear you think I m vulgar. 
(Eyebrows are raised.) 

COMTESSE. My dear Mr. Shand, 
what absurd— 
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JOHN. I was told she said that after 
hearing me speak. 

COMTESSE. Quite a mistake, I— 

JOHN (doggedly). Is it not true? 

SYBIL (*‘waking up**). You seem to 
know, Mr. Shand; and as you press 
me so unnecessarily— well, yes, that 
is how you struck me. 

t 

COMTESSE. My childl 

SYBIL (who is a little agitated). He 
would have it. 

JOHN (perplexed). What’s the mat- 
ter? I just wanted to know, because 
if it’s true I must alter it. 

COMTESSE. There, Sybil, see how he 
values your good opinion. 

SYBIL (her svelte figure giving like 
a fly-rod). It is very nice of you 
to put it in that way, Mr. Shand. 
Forgive me. 

JOHN. But I don’t quite understand 
yet. Of course, it can’t matter to 
me, Lady Sybil, what you think of 
me; what I mean is, that I mustn’t 
be vulgar if it would be injurious 
to my career. 

(The fly -rod regains its rigidity.) 

SYBIL. I see. No, of course, I could 

not aflFect your career, Mr. Shand. 

•• 

JOHN (who quite understands that 
he is being challenged). That’s so. 
Lady Sybil, meaning no oflEence. 

SYBIL (who has a naughty little 
impediment in her voice when she 
is most alluring). Of course not 
And we are friends again? 
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JOHN. Certainly, 

SYBIL. Then I hope you will come 
to see me in London as I present 
no terrors. 

JOHN (he is a man, is john) . I’ll be 
very pleased. 

SYBIL. Any afternoon about five. 

JOHN. Much obliged. And you can 
teach me the things I don’t know 
yet, if you’ll be so kind. 

SYBIL (the impediment becoming 
more assertive). If you wish it, I 
shall do my best. 

JOHN. Thank you. Lady Sybil. And 
who knows there may be one or 
two things I can teach you. 

SYBIL (it has now become an 
angeVs hiccough ) . Yes, we can help 
one another. Good-bye till then. 

JOHN. Good-bye. Maggie, the ladies 
are going. 

(During this skirmish maggie has 
stood apart. At the mention of her 
name they glance at one another, 
JOHN escorts sybil, but the com- 
TESSE turns back. She says:) 

**Aie you, then, the Maggie? (mag- 
gie nods rather defiantly arid the 
COMTESSE is distressed) But if I 
had known I would not have said 
those things. Please forgive an old 
woman.” 

**It doesn’t matter.” 

‘'I— I dare say it will be all right. 
MademoiseDe, if I were you I 
would not encourage those tete-d- 
Utcs with Lady Sybil. I am the 
rude one, but she is the dangerous 


one; and I am afraid his impu- 
dence has attracted her. Bon voy~ 
age. Miss Maggie.” 

“Good-by^|-but I can speak 
French. Je parle frangais. Isn’t that 
right?” 

"But, yes, it is excellent. (Making 
things easy for her) C’est tr^s 
bien.” 

"Je me suis embrouill^e— la der- 
niere fois.” 

"Good! Shall I speak more slowly?^’ 
"No, no. Non, non, faster, faster.” 
"J’admire votre courage!” 

"Je comprends chaque mot.” 
“Parfait! Bravo!” 

"Voilal” 

"Superbel” 

(The COMTESSE goes, applauding; 
and MAGGIE has a moment of ela- 
tion, which however has passed 
before john returns for his hat,) 

"Have you more speaking to do, 
John?” 

(He is somehow in high good- 
humour, ) 

"I must run across and address the 
Cowcaddens Club. (He sprays his 
throat with a hand-spray ) I won- 
der if I am vulgar, Maggie?” 

*0 * 
"You are not, but I am.” 

"Not that I can see.” 

"Look how over-dressed I am, 
Johnl I knew it was too showy 
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when I ordered it, and yet I could 
not resist the thing. But I will tone 
down, I will. What did you think 
of Lady Sybil?” 

‘'That young woman hac^better be 
careful. Shes a bit of a beson, 
Maggie.” 

“Shes beautiful, John.” 

“She has a neat way of stretching 
herself. For playing with she 
Would do as well as another.” 
(MAGGIE looks at him wistfully.) 

“You couldn’t stay and have a talk 
for a few minutes?” 

“If you want me, Maggie. The 
longer you keep them waiting, the 
more they think of you.” 

“When are you to announce that 
were to be married, John?” 

“I won’t be long. You’ve waited a 
year more than you need have 
done, so I think it’s your due I 
should hurry things now.” 

“I think it’s noble of you.” 

“Not at all, Maggie; the nobleness 
has been yours in waiting so pa- 
tiently. And your brothers would 
insist on it at any rate. They’re 
watching me like cats with a 
mouse.” 

“It’s so little I’ve done to help.” 

^TTiree himdred pounds.” • 

“I’m getting a thousand per cent, 
for it.” 

"‘And very pleased I am you should 
think so, Maggie.” 
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“Is it terrible hard to you, John?** 

“It’s not hard at all. I can say 
truthfully, Maggie, that all, or 
nearly all. I’ve seen of you in these 
six years has gone to increase my 
respect for you.” 

“Respect!” 

“And a bargain’s a bargain.” 

“If it wasn’t that you’re so glorious 
to me, John, I would let you off.” 
(There is a gleam in his eye, but 
he puts it out.) 

“In my opinion, Maggie, we’ll be a 
very happy pair.” 

(She accepts this eagerly.) 

“We know each other so well, 
John, don’t we?” 

“I’m an extraordinary queer char- 
acter, and I suppose nobody knows 
me well except myself; but I know 
you, Maggie, to the very roots of 
you.” 

(She magnanimously lets this re- 
mark alone,) 

“And it’s not as if there was any 
other woman you— fancied moie, 
John.” 

“There’s none whatever.” 

“If there ever should be— oh, if 
there ever should be! Some woman 
with charm.” 

“Maggie, you forget yourself. 
There couldn’t be another woman 
once I was a married man.” 

“One has heard of such things.” 

“Not in Scotsmen, Maggie; not in 
Scotsmen.” 
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'’iVe sometimes thought, John, that 
the di£Ference between us and the 
English is that the Scotch are hard 
in all other respects but soft with 
women, and the English are hard 
with women but soft in all other 
respects.” 

‘TouVe forgotten the grandest 
moral attribute of a Scotsman, 
Maggie, that he’ll do nothing 
which might damage his career.” 

*'Ah, but John, whatever you do, 
you do it so tremendously; and if 
you were to love, what a passion 
it would be.” 

“There’s something in that, I sup- 
pose.” 

“And then, what could I do? For 
the desire of my life now, John, is 
to help you to get everything you 
want, except just that I want you 
to have me, too.” 

“We’ll get on fine, Maggie.” 

“You’re just making the best of it. 
They say that love is sympathy, 
and if that’s so mine must be a 
great love for you, for I see all you 
are feeling this night and bravely 
hiding; I feel for you as if I was 
John Shand myself.” (john sighs.) 

“I had best go to the meeting, 
Maggie.” 

“Not yet. Can you look me in the 
face, John, and deny that there is 
surging within you a mighty desire 
to be free, to begin the new life 
untrammelled?” 

“Leave such maggots alone, Mag- 
gie.” 


“It’s a shame of me not to give you 
up.” 

“I would consider you a very fool- 
ish womajl if you. did.” 

“If I were John Shand I would no 
more want to take Maggie Wylie 
with me through the beautiful door 
that has opened wide for you than 
I would v/ant to take an old pair 
of shoon. Why don’t you bang the 
door in my face, John? (A tremor 
runs through john.) 

“A bargain’s a bargain, Maggie.” 
(MAGGIE moves about, an eerie 
figure, breaking into little cries. 
She flutters round him, threaten- 
inghj.) 

“Say one word about wanting to 
get out of it, and I’ll put the law- 
yers on you.” 

“Have I hinted at such a thing?” 

“The document holds you hard 
and fast.” 

“It does.” 

( She gloats , miserably . ) 

“The woman never rises with the 
man. I’ll drag you down, John. I’ll 
drag you down.” 

“Have no fear of that, I won’t let 
you. I’m too strong.” 

“You’ll miss the prettiest thing in 
tile world, and all owing to me.* 

“What’s that?” 

“Romance.” 

“Poof.” 
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“Airs cold and grey without it, 
John. They that have had it have 
slipped in and out of heaven.” 
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“It's every man's birthright, and 
you would have it now but for 


“You're exaggerating, 



“I can do without, Maggie.” 


“You've worked so hard, you've 
had none of the fun that comes to 
most men long before they're your 
age." 


“I never was one for fun. I cannot 
call to mind, Maggie, ever having 
laughed in my life.” 


‘Tou have no sense of humour.” 


“It's like missing out all the Sat- 
urdays.” 

“You feel sure, I suppose, that an 
older man wouldn't suit you better, 
Maggie?” 

“I couldn't feel surer of anything. 
You’re just my ideal.” 


“Not a spark.” 

“I've sometimes thought that if you 
had, it might make you fonder of 
me. I think one needs a sense of 
humour to be fond of me.” 


“Yes, yes. Well, that's as it should 
be.” 

{She threatens him again,) 

“David has the document. It's care- 
fully locked away.” 


“I remember reading of some one 
that said it needed a surgical oper- 
ation to get a joke into a Scots- 
man’s head.” • 


“He would naturally take good 
care of it.” 

{The pride of the Wylies deserts 
her . ) 


**Yes, that’s been said.” 

“What beats me, Maggie, is how 
you could insert a joke with an 
operation.” {He considers this and 
gives up.) 

“That's not the kind of fun I was 
thinking of. I mean fun with the 
lasses, John— gay, jolly, harmless 
fun. They could be impudent fash- 
ionable beauties now, stretching 
themsdlves to attract you, like that 
<iiccoughing little devil, and run- 
ning away from you, and crooking 
their fingers to you to run after 
them.” 

(JOHN* draws a big breath.) 

^‘No, I never had that.” 


“John, I make you a solemn prom- 
ise that, in consideration of the 
circumstances of our marriage, if 
you should ever fall in love I'll act 
differently from other wives.” 

“There will be no occasion, Mag- 
gie.” 

{Her voice becomes tremulous.) 

“John, David doesn't have the doc- 
ument. He •thinks he has, but I 
have it here.” {Somewhat heavily 
JOHN surveys the fatal paper.) 

“Well do I mind the look of it, 
Maggie. Yes, yes, that’s it. Umpha.” 

“You don’t ask why I've brought 
it.” 
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‘Why did you?'" 

“Because I thought I might per- 
haps have the courage and the 
womanliness to give it back to 
you. (JOHN has a brief dream) Will 
you never hold it up against me in 
the future that I couldn't do that?” 

“I promise you, Maggie, I never 
will.” 

“To go back to the Pans and •take 
up my old life there, when all these 
six years my eyes have been cen- 
tred on this night! I've been wait- 
ing for this night as long as you 
have been; and now to go back 
there, and wizen and dry up, 
when I might be married to John 
Shand!” 

“And you will be, Maggie. You 
have my word.” 

“Never-never— never. ( She tears 
up the document. He remains 
seated immovable, but the gleam 
returns to his eye. She rages first 
at herself and then at him) I'm a 
fool, a fool, to let you go. I tell 
you, you'll rue this day, for you 
need me, you'll come to grief with- 
out me. There's nobody can help 
you as I could have helped you. 
I'm essential to your career, and 
you're blind not to see it.” 

‘What's that, Maggie? In no cir- 
cumstances j would I allow any 
meddling with my career.” 

“You would never have known I 
was meddling with it. But that's 
over. Don't be in too great a hurry 
to marry, John. Have your fling 
with the beautiful dolls first. Get 
the whiphand of the haughty ones, 
John. Give them their licks. Every 
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time they hiccough let them have 
an extra slap in memory of me. 
And be sure to remember this, my 
man, that the one who marries you 
will find ^jou out.” 

"Find me out?” 

“However careful a man is, his 
wife always finds out his failings.” 

“I don't know, Maggie, to what 
failings you refer. (The Cowcad- 
dens Club has hurst its walls, and 
is pouring this way to raise the 
new Member on its crest. The first 
wave hurls itself against the bar- 
bers shop with cries of *^Shand, 
Shand, Shand. For a moment 
JOHN stems the torrent by plant- 
ing his back against the door) You 
are acting under an impulse, Mag- 
gie, and I can't take advantage of 
it. Think the matter over, and well 
speak about it in the morning.” 

“No, I can't go through it again. 
It ends tonight and now. Good 
luck, John.” (She is immediatelij 
submerged in the sea that surges 
through the door, bringing much 
wreckage with it. In a moment the 
place is so full that another cupful 
could not find standing room. Some 
slippery ones are squeezed up- 
wards and remain aloft as warn- 
ings. JOHN has jumped on to the 
stair, and harangues the flood 
vainly like another Canute. It is 
something about freedom and 
noble minds, and, though unheard, 
goes to all heads, including thg 
speakers. By the time he is audible 
sentiment has him for her own.) 

“But, gentlemen, one may have too 
much even of freedom. (No, no) 
Yes, Mr. Adamson. One may want 
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to be tied. (Never, never) I say 
yes, Willie Cameron; and I have 
found a young lady who I am 
proud to say is willing to be tied 
to me. Fm to be married| (t/proar) 
Her name’s Miss WyliA. (Trans- 
port) Quiet; she’s here now. 
[Frenzy) She was here! Where 
are you, Maggie?” (A small voice 
•“"I’m here.” A hundred great 
voices — "Where—where—where?” 
The small voice— **Ym so little none 
of you can see me.”) 

(Three men, name of Wylie, bufet 
their way forward. Anon is heard 
the voice of david. ) 

"James, father, have you grip of 
her?” 

"We’ve got her.” 


"Then hoist her up.” 

(The queer little elated figure is 
raised aloft. With her fingers she 
can just touch the stars. Not un- 
conscious of the nobility of his be- 
haviour, the hero of the evening 
points an impressive finger at her.) 

"Gentlemen, the future Mrs. John 
Shand!” (''Speech, speech."*) "No, 
no, being a lady she can’t make a 
speech, but—” 

(Tl^ heroine of the evening sur- 
prises him.) 

"I can make a speech, and I will 
make a speech, and it’s in two 
words, and they’re these— (holding 
out her arms to enfold all the mem- 
bers of the Cowcaddens Club)— 
My Constituents!” (Dementia.) 


ACT THREE 

A few minutes ago the comtesse de la briere, who has not recently 
been in England, was shown into the London home of the shands. 
Though not sufficiently interested to express her surprise in words, she 
raised her eyebrows on finding herself in a charming room; she had 
presumed that the shand scheme of decoration would be as impossible 
as themselves. 

It is the little room behind the dining-room for which English architects 
have long been famous; "Make something of this, and you will indeed 
be a clever one,"" they seem to say to you as they unveil it. The comtesse 
finds that john has undoubtedly made something of it. It is his "study"" 
(mbn Dieu, the words these English use!) and there is nothing in it that 
offends; there is so much not in it too that might so easily have been 
there. It is not in the least ornate; there are no colours quarrelling with 
each other (unseen, unheard by the blissful occupant of the revolving 
shair); the comtesse has not e^en the gentle satisfaction of noting a 
"suite"" in stained oak. Nature might have taken a share in the decora- 
tions, so restful are they to the eyes; it is the working room of a man 
of culture, probably lately down from Oxford; at a first meeting there 
is nothing in it that pretends to be what it is not. Our visitor is a little 
disappointed, but being fair-minded blows her absent host a kiss for 
disappointing her. 
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He has even, she observes with a twinkle, made something of the most 
difficult of his possessions, the little wife. For maggie, who is here receiv- 
ing her, has been quite creditably toned down. He has put her into a 
little grey frock that not only deals gently with her personal defects, but 
is in harmony with the room. Evidently, howevep she has not **risen* with 
him, for she is as stupid as ever; the comtesse; who remembers having 
liked her the better of the two, could shake her for being so stupid. For 
instance, why is she not asserting herself in that other apartment? 

The other apartment is really a correctly solemn dining-room, of 
which we have a glimpse through partly open folding-doors. At this 
moment it is harbouring mr. shand*s ladies^ committee, who sit with 
pens and foolscap rourxd the large table, awaiting the advent of their 
leader. There are nobly wise ones and some foolish ones among them, 
for we are back in the strange days when it was considered “unwomanly** 
for women to have minds. The comtesse peeps at them with curiosity, 
as they arrange their papers or are ushered into the dining-room through 
a door which we cannot see. To her frivolous ladyship they are a species 
of wild fowl, and she is specially amused to find her niece among them. 
She demands an explanation as soon as the communicating doors close. 


“Tell me since when has my dear 
Sybil become one of these ladies? 
It is not like her.” 

(MAGGIE is obviously not clever 
enough to understand the woman 
question. Her eye rests longingly 
on a half-finished stocking as she 
innocently but densely replies:) 

“I think it was about the time that 
my husband took up their cause.” 
{The COMTESSE has been hearing 
tales of LADY SYBIL and the bar- 
barian; and after having the grace 
to hesitate, she speaks with the 
directness for which she is famed 
in Mayfair.) 

“Mrs. Shand, excuse me for saying 
that if half of what I bear be true, 
your husband is seeing that lady a 
great deal too often, (maggie is 
expressionless; she reaches for her 
stocking, whereat her guest loses 
patience) Oh, mon Dieu, put that 
down; you can buy them at two 
francs the pair. Mrs. Shand, why 
do not you compel yourself to take 


an intelligent interest in your hus- 
band’s work?” 

“I typewrite his speeches.” 

“But do you know what they are 
about?” , 

“They are about various subjects.” 
“OhI” 

(Did MAGGIE give her an unseen 
quizzical glance before demurely 
resuming the knitting? One is not 
certain, as john has come in, and 
this obliterates her. A “Scotsman 
on the make,** of whom david has 
spoken reverently, is still to * be 
read— in a somewhat better-hound 
volume— in john shands person; 
but it is as doggedly honest a face 
as^ever; and he champions womer^ 
not for personal ends, but because 
his blessed days of poverty gave 
him a light upon their needs. His 
self-satisfaction, however, has in- 
creased, and he has pleasantly for- 
gotten some things. For instance, 
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he can now call out **?orter** at 
railway stations without dropping 
his hands for the barrow, maggie 
introduces the comtesse, and he is 
still undaunted. ) ^ 

‘1 remember you well— at Glas- 
gow.” 

"It must be quite two years ago, 
Mr. Shand.” 

(joiiN has no objection to showing 
that he has had a classical educa- 
tion.) 

**Tempus fugit, Comtesse.” 

"I have not been much in this 
country since then, and I return 
to find you a coming man.” 
(Fortunately his learning is tem- 
pered with modesty.) 

"Oh, I don’t know, I don’t know.” 

"The Ladies’ Champion.” 

(His modesty is tempered with a 
respect for truth .) , 

"Well, well.” 

"And you are about, as I under- 
stand, to introduce a bill to give 
women an equal right with men 
to grow beards (which is all she 
knows about it. john takes the re- 
mark literally.) 

"Tfiere’s nothing about beards in 
it, Comtesse. (She gives him time 
to cogitate, and is pleased to note 
that there is no result) Have you 
4yped my speech, Maggie?” » 

'Tfes; twenty-six pages.” (She pro- 
duces it from a drawer. Perhaps 
JOHN wishes to impress the visitor.) 

^'m to give the ladies’ committee 
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a general idea of it. Just see, Mag: 
gie, if I know the peroration: ‘In 
conclusion, Mr. Speaker, these are 
the reasonable demands of every 
intelligent Englishwoman’— I had 
better say British woman— ‘and I 
am proud to nail them to my 
flag’ 

(The visitor is properly impressed.) 

“Oho! defies his leaders!” 

‘“So long as I can do so without 
embarrassing the Government.’” 

“Ah, ah, Mr. Shand!” 

“ ‘I call upon the Front Bench, sir, 
loyally but firmly’”— 

"Firm again!” 

". . . ‘either to accept my Bill, or 
to promise without delay to bring 
in one of their own; and if they 
decline to do so I solemnly warn 
them that though I will not press 
the matter to a division just 
now’ 

"Ahem!” 

‘“I will bring it forward again in 
the near future.’ And now, Com- 
tesse, you know that I’m not going 
to divide— and not another soul 
knows it.” 

"I am indeed flattered by your 
confidence.” 

"I’ve only told you because I don’t 
care who knows now.” 

"Oh!” 

(Somehow maggie seems to be dis- 
satisfied.) 

“But why is that, John?” 
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“I daren't keep the Government in 
doubt any longer about what I 
mean to do. Fll show the whips 
the speech privately to-night.” 
{But still MAGGIE wants to know.) 

“But not to go to a division is hedg- 
ing, isn’t it? Is that strong?” 

“To make the speech at all, Mag- 
gie, is stronger than most would 
dare. They would do for me if I 
went to a division.” 

“Bark but not bite?” 

“Now, now, Maggie, you’re out of 
your depth.” 

“I suppose that’s it.” 

{The coMTESSE remains in the 
shallows. ) 

“But what will the ladies say, Mr. 
Shand?” 

“They won’t like it, Comtesse, but 
they’ve got to lump it.” 

{Here the maid appears with a 
card for maggie, who considers it 
quietly . ) 

“Any one of importance?” 

“No.” 

“Then I’m ready, Maggie.” 

{This is evidently an intimation 
that she is to open the folding- 
doors, and he makes an effective 
entrance into the dining-room, his 
thumb in his waistcoat. There is a 
delicious clapping of hands from 
the committee, and the door closes. 
Not till then does maggie, who 
has grown thoughtful, tell her maid 
to admit the visitor,) 


“The card says ‘Mr. Charles Ven- 
ables.’ ” 

{The comtesse is really interested 
at la.st.) 

“Charles i^enables! Do you know 
him?” 

“I think I call to mind meeting one 
of that name at the Foreign Office 
party.” 

“One of that name! He who is a 
Minister of your Cabinet. But as 
you know him so little why should 
he call on you?” 

“I wonder.” ( Maggie’s glance wan- 
ders to the drawer in which she 
has replaced Johns speech.) 

“Well, well, I shall take care of 
you, petite.” 

“Do you know him?” 

“Do I know him! The last time I 
saw him he asked me to— to— hem! 
— ma cherie, i!? was thirty years 
ago.” 

“Thirty years!” 

“I was a pretty woman then. I dare 
say I shdl detest him now; but if 
I find I do not— let us have a little 
plot— I shall drop this book; and 
then perhaps you will be so charm- 
ing as— as not to be here for a little 
while?” 

(mb. VENABLES, who enters, is 
such a courtly seigneur that he 
seems to bring the eighteenth cen- 
tmy with him; you feel that hi9 
sedan chair is at the door. He 
stoops over Maggie’s plebeian 
hand.) 

“I hope you will pardon my call- 
ing, Mrs. Shand; we had such a 


'Anodier lady, Mrs. Shand?’ 
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pleasant talk the other evening.” 
(MAGGIE, of course, is at once de- 
ceived by his gracious manner,) 

"I think it’s kind of yoit. Do you 
know each other? The'Comtesse 
de la Bri^re.” 

(He repeats the name with some 
emotion, and the comtesse half 
mischievously, half sadly, holds a 
hand before her face.) 

"Comtesse.” 

"Thirty years, Mr. Venables.” 

(He gallantly removes the hand 
that screens her face.) 

"It does not seem so much.” 

(She gives him a similar scrutiny.) 

"Mon Dieu, it seems all that.” 
(They smile rather ruefully. Mag- 
gie like a kind hostess relieves the 
tension. ) 

"The Comtesse has taken a cottage 
in Surrey for the svjnmer.” 

"I am overjoyed.” 

"No, Charles, you are not. You no 
longer care. Fickle onel And it is 
only thirty years.” 

(He sinks into a chair beside her.) 

"Those heavenly evenings, Com- 
tes^e, on the Bosphorus.” 

"I refuse to talk of them. I hate 
you.” (But she drops the book, and 
MAGGIE fades from the room. It is 
fiot a very clever departure, and 
the old diplomatist smiles. Then 
he sighs a beautiful sigh, for he 
does all things beautifully.) 

^It is moonlight, Comtesse, on the 
Golden Horn.” 
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"Who are those two young things 
in a caique?” 

"Is he the brave Leander, Com- 
tesse, and is she Hero of the 
Lamp?” 

"No, she is the foolish wife of the 
French Ambassador, and he is a 
good-for-nothing British attach^ 
trying to get her husband s secrets 
out pf her.” 

"Is it possible! They part at a cer- 
tain garden gate.” 

"Oh, Charles, Charles!” 

"But you promised to come back; 
I waited there till dawn. Blanche, 
if you had come back—” 

"How is Mrs. Venables?” 

"She is rather poorly. 1 think it s 
gout.” 

"And you?” 

"I creak a little in the mornings.” 

^So do I. There is such a good man 
at Wiesbaden.” 

"The Homburg fellow is better. 
The way he patched me up last 
summer— Oh, Lord, Lord!” 

•"Yes, Charles, the game is up; we 
are two old fogies. (They groan in 
unison; then, she raps him sharply 
on the knuckles) Tell me, sir, what 
are you doing here?” 

"Merely a friendly call.” 

"I do not believe it.” 

"The same woman; the old delight- 
ful candour.” 
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"The same man; the old fibs. (She 
sees that the door is asking a ques- 
tion) Yes, come, Mrs. Shand, I 
have had quite enough of him; I 
warn you he is here for some crafty 
purpose.’’ 

MAGGIE (drawing back timidly). 
Surely not? 

VENABLES. Really, Comtesse, you 
make conversation difiScult.* To 
show that my intentions are inno- 
cent, Mrs. Shand, I propose that 
you choose the subject. 

MAGGIE (relieved). There, Com- 
tesse. 

VENABLES. I hope your husband is 
well? 

MAGGIE. Yes, thank you (With a 
happy thought) I decide that we 
talk about him. 

VENABLES. If you wish it. 

COMTESSE. Be careful; he has 
chosen the subject. 

MAGGIE. I chose it, didn’t I? 

VENABLES. You know you did. 

MAGQiiE (appealingly). You admire 
John? 

VENABLES. Very much. But he puz- 
zles me a little. Yo’a Scots, Mrs. 
Shand, are such a mixture of the 
practical and the emotional that 
you escape out of an Englishman’s 
hand like a trout. 

MAGGIE (open-eyed). Do we? 

VENABLES. Well, not you, but your 


husband. I have known few men 
make a worse beginning in the 
House. He had the most atrocious 
bow-wow public park manner— 

coMTESsi. I remember that man- 
ner! 

MAGGIE. No, he hadn’t. 

VENABLES (soothingly) , At first. 
But by his second session he had 
shed all that, and he is now a 
pleasure to listen to. By the way, 
Comtesse, have you found any 
dark intention in that? 

COMTESSE. You Wanted to know 
whether he talks over these mat- 
ters with his wife; and she has told 
you that he does not. 

MAGGIE (indignantly), I haven’t 
said a word about it, have I? 

VENABLES. Not a word. Then, 
again, 1 admire him for his im- 
promptu speeches. 

MAGGIE. What is impromptu? 

VENABLES. Unprepared. They have 
contained some grave blunders, 
not so much of judgment as of 
taste— 

MAGGIE (hotly), I don’t think so 

VENABLES. Pardon me. But he* has 
righted himself subsequently ir 
the neatest way. I have always 
found that the man whose second 
thoughts are good is worth watclv 
ing. Well, Comtesse, I see you 
have something to say. 

COMTESSE. You are wondering 
whether she can tell you who gives 
him his second thoughts. 
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MAGGIE. Gives them to John? I 
would like to see anybody try to 
give thoughts to John. 

VENABLES. Quite so. ^ 

COMTESSE. Is there anything more 
that has roused your admiration, 
Charles? 

VENABLES (purring). Let me see. 
Yes, we are all much edified by his 
humour. 

COMTESSE (surprised indeed). His 
humour? That man! 

MAGGIE (with hauteur). Why not? 

VENABLES. I assure you, Comtesse, 
some of the neat things in his 
speeches convulse the house. A 
word has even been coined for 
them— Shandisms. 

COMTESSE (slowly recovering from 
a blow). Humour I 

VENABLES. In Conversation, I admit, 
he strikes one as being— ah— some- 
what lacking in humOur. 

COMTESSE (pouncing). You are 
wondering who supplies his 
speeches with the humour, 

MAGGIE. Supplies John? 

vEvnuBJJES, Now that you mention 
it, some of his Shandisms do have 
a curiously feminine quality. 

goMTESSE. You have thought it 
might be a woman. 

VENABLES. Really, Comtesse— 

COMTESSE. 1 see it all. Charles, you 
'^Ught it might be the wifel 


viSNABLES (flinging up his hands), 
Ilnvn up. 

MAGGIE (bewildered). Me? 

VENABLES. Forgive me, I see I was 
wrong. 

MAGGIE (alarmed). Have I been 
doing John any harm? 

VENABLES. On the contrary, I am 
relieved to know that there are no 
hairpins in his speeches. If he is at 
home, Mrs. Shand, may I see him? 
I am going to be rather charming 
to him. 

MAGGIE (drawn in two directions). 
Yes, he is— oh, yes— but— 

VENABLES. That is to say, Com- 
tesse, if he proves himself the man 
I believe him to be. 

(This arrests maggie almost as she 
has reached the dining-room door, ) 

MAGGIE (hesitating). He is’ very 
busy just now. 

VENABLES ( Smiling) , I think he will 
see me. 

MAGGIE. Is it something about his 
speech? 

VENABLES (the smllc hardening). 
Well, yes, it is. 

MAGGIE. Then I dare say I could 
tell you whal you want to know 
without troubling him, as IVe been 
typing it. 

VENABLES (with a sigh), I don't 
acquire information in that way. 

COMTESSE. J trust not. 
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MAGGIE. There’s no secret about it. 
He is to show it to the Whips to- 
night. 

VENABLES {sharply). You are sure 
of that? 

COMTESSE. It is quite true, Charles. 
I heard him say so; and indeed he 
repeated what he called the "pero- 
ration” before me. 

MAGGIE. I know it by heart. \She 
plays a bold game) "These are the 
demands of all intelligent British 
women, and I am proud to nail 
them to my flag”— 

COMTESSE. The very words, Mrs. 
Shand. 

MAGGIE {looking at her implor- 
ingly). "And I don’t care how they 
may embarrass the Government.” 
{The COMTESSE is bereft of speech, 
so suddenly has she been intro- 
duced to the real maggie shand) 
"If the right honourable gentleman 
will give us his pledge to intro- 
duce a similar bill this session I 
will willingly withdraw mine; but 
otherwise I solemnly warn him that 
I will press the matter now to a 
division.” 

{She turns her face from the great 
man; she has gone white.) 

VENABLES {after a pause). Capital. 
{The blood returns to Maggie's 
heart.) 

COMTESSE {who is beginning to 
enjoy herself very much). Then 
you are pleased to know that he 
means to, as you say, go to a divi- 
sion? 

VENABLES. Delighted. The courage 
of it will be the making of him. 


COMTESSE. I see. 

VENABLES. Had he been to hedge 
we should have known that he was 
a pastebcjard knight and have dis- 
regarded ^him. 

COMTESSE. I see. 

{She desires to catch the eye of 
MAGGIE, but it is carefully turned 
from her.) 

VENABLES. Mrs. Shand, let us have 
him in at once. 

COMTESSE. Yes, yes, indeed. 

( Maggie's anxiety returns, but she 
has to call john in.) 

JOHN {impressed). Mr. Venables! 
This is an honour. 

VENABLES. How are you, Shand? 

JOHN. Sit down, sit down. {Becom- 
ing himself again) I can guess what 
you have come about. 

VENABLES. Ah, you Scotsmen. 

JOHN. Of course I know I'm harass- 
ing the Government a good deal— 

VENABLES {blandly). Not at all, 
Shand. The Government are very 
pleased. 

JOHN. You don’t expect me to be- 
lieve that. 

VENABLES. I called here to give you 
the proof of it. You may know mat 
vv;e are to have a big meeting 
Leeds on the 24th, when two Min- 
isters are to speak. There is room 
for a third speaker, and I am 
thorised to offer that place to yoti; 

JOHN. To me! 
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VENABIJCS. Yef. 

JOHN (sioelling). It would be— the 
Government taking me up. 

VENABLES. Don’t make loo much 
of it; it would be an acknowledg- 
ment that they look upon you as 
one of their likely young men. 

MAGGIE. John! 

JOHN (not found wanting in a try^ 
ing hour). Its a bribe. You are 
offering me this on condition that 
I don’t make my speech. How can 
you think so meanly of me as to 
believe that I would play the 
women’s cause false for the sake 
of my own advancement. I refuse 
your bribe. 

VENABLES (liking him for the first 
time). Good. But you are wrong. 
There are no conditions, and we 
want you to make your speech. 
Now ao you accept? 

JOHN (still suspicious) . If you make 
me the same offer after you have 
read it. I insist on your reading it 
first. 

VENABLES (sighing) . By all means. 
(MAGGIE is in an agony as she sees 
JOHN hand the speech to his leader. 
Onjhe other hand, the comtesse 
thrills) But I assure you we look 
on the speech as a small matter. 
The important thing is your inten- 
tion of going to a division; and we 
Sgree to that also. • 

JOHN (losing his head). Whats 
that? 

VENABLES. Yes, we agree. 
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JOHN. But— but— why, you have 
been threatening to excommunicate 
me if I dared. 

VENABLES. All done to tes*- you, 
Shand. 

JOHN. To test me? 

VENABLES. We know that a division 
on your Bill can have no serious 
significance; we shall see to that. 
And*so the test was to be whether 
you had the pluck to divide the 
House. Had you been intending to 
talk big in Ais speech, and then 
hedge, through fear of the Gov- 
ernment, they would have had no 
further use for you. 

JOHN (heavily). I understand. (But 
there is one thing he cannot under • 
stand, which is, why venables 
should be so sure that he is not to 
hedge.) 

VENABLES (turning over the pages 
carelessly). Any of your good 
things in this, Shand? 

JOHN (whose one desire is to get 
the pages back). No, I— no— it isn’t 
necessary you should read it now. 

VENABLES (from politeness only). 
Merely for my own pleasure. I shall 
look through it this evening. (He 
rolls up the speech to put it in his 
pocket. JOHN turns despairingly to 
MAGGIE, though well aware that no 
help can come from her.) 

MAGGIE. That’s the only copy there 
is, John. (To venables) Let me 
make a fresh one, and send it to 
you in an hour or two. 

VENABLES ( good-noturedly ) . I 
could not put you to that trouble, 
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Mrs. Sh'and. I will take good care 
of it. 

MAGGIE. If anything were to hap- 
pen to you on the way home, 
wouldn’t whatever is in your 
pocket be considered to be the 
property of your heirs? 

VENABLES (laughing) , Now there 
is forethought! Shand, I think that 
after that—! [Re returns the sfyeech 
to JOHN, whose hand swallows it 
greedily) She is Scotch too, Com- 
tesse. 

COMTESSE (delighted). Yes, she is 
Scotch too. 

VENABLES. Though the only per- 
sons likely to do for me in the 
street, Shand, are your ladies’ com- 
mittee. Ever since they took the 
horse out of my brougham, I can 
scent them a mile away. 

COMTESSE. A mile? Charles, peep 
in there. 

(He softly turns the handle of the 
dining-room door, and realises that 
his scent is not so good as he had 
thought it. He bids his hostess and 
the COMTESSE good-bye in a bur- 
lesque whisper and tiptoes off to 
safer places, john having gone out 
with him, maggie can no longer 
avoid the comtesse’s reproachful 
eye. That much-injured lady ad- 
vances upon her with accusing 
finger.) 

"So, madam!” 

(maggie is prepared for her.) 

“I don’t know what you mean.” 

"Yes, you do. I mean that there is 
some one who ‘helps' our Mr. 
Shand” 


"There’s not.” 

"And it is a woman, and it’s you.” 

"I help i)]|L the little things.” 

"The little things! You are the Pin 
he picked up and that is to make 
his fortune. And now what I want 
to know is whether your John is 
aware that you help at all.” 

(JOHN returns, and at once pro- 
vides the answer.) 

"Maggie, Comtesse, I’ve done it 
again!” 

"I’m so glad, John.” 

(The COMTESSE is in an ecstasy.) 

"And all because you were not to 
hedge, Mr. Shand.” 

(His appeal to her with the wist- 
fulness of a schoolboy makes him 
rather attractive.) 

"You won’t tell on me, Comtesse! 
(He thinks it out) They had just 
guessed I would be firm because 
they know I’m a strong man. You 
little saw, Maggie, what a good 
turn you were doing me when you 
said you wanted to make anotiher 
copy of the speech.” 

(S/ie is dense.) 

"How, John?” 

"Because now I can alter the end.” 
(She is enlightened.) 

"So you can!” 

"Mere’s another lucky thing, Mag^ 
gie: I hadn’t told the ladies’ com- 
mittee that I was to hedge, and so 
they need never know. Comtesse, 
I tell you there’s a little cherub 
who sits up aloft and looks after 
the career of John Shand.” 
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(The COMTESSE looks not ahft hut 
toward the chair at present occu- 
pied by MAGGIE.) 

''Where does she sit, MrJj Shand?” 
(He knows that women are not 
well read.) 

"It’s just a figure of speech.” (He 
returns airily to his committee 
room; and now again you may hear 
the click of Maggie’s needles. They 
no longer annoy the comtesse; she 
is setting them to music.) 

"It is not down here she sits, Mrs. 
Shand, knitting a stocking?” 

“No, it isn’t.” 

"And when I came in I gave him 
credit for everything; even for the 
prettiness of the room!” 

"He has beautiful taste.” 

"Gk)od-bye, Scotchy.” 

« 

"Gk)od-bye, Comtesse, and thank 
you for coming.” 

"Good-bye-Miss Pin.” 

(MAGGIE rings genteelly.) 

"Good-bye.” 

(The COMTESSE is now lost in ad- 
miration of her.) 

• 

“You divine little wife. He can’t be 
worthy of it, no man could be 
worthy of it. Why do you do it?” 

(MAGGIE shivers a little.) 

• « 

"He loves to think he does it all 
himself; that’s the way of men. I’m 
six years older than he is. I’m plain, 
and I have no charm. I shomdn’t 
have let him marry me. I’m trying 
to make up for it" 
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(The COMTESSE kisses her and goes 
away, maggie, somewhat foolishly, 
resumes her knitting.) 

(Some days later this same room i& 
listening— with the same inatten- 
tion— to the outpouring of joiin 
shand’s love for the lady of the 
hiccoughs. We arrive— by arrange- 
ment— rather late; and thus we miss 
some of the most delightful of the 
pangi. One can see that these two 
are playing no game, or, if they 
are, that they little know it. The 
wonders of the world (so strange 
are the instruments chosen by 
Love) have been revealed to john 
in hiccoughs; he shakes in sybil’s 
presence; never were more swim- 
ming eyes; he who has been of a 
wooden face till now, with ways 
to match, has gone on flame like a 
piece of paper; emotion is in flood 
in him. We may be almost fond of 
JOHN for being so worshipful of 
love. Much has come to him that 
we had almost despaired of his 
acquiring, including nearly all the 
divine attributes except that sense 
of humour. The beautiful sybil has 
always possessed but little of it 
also, and what she had has been 
struck from her by CupuTs fail. 
Naked of the saving grace, they 
face each other in awful rapture.) 

“In a room, Sybil, I go to you as a 
cold man to a fire. You fill me like 
a peal of bells in an empty house.” 
(She is bein^ brutally treated by 
the dear impediment, for which 
hiccough is such an inadequate 
name that even to spell it is an 
abomination though a sign of abil- 
ity. How to describe a sound that 
is noiseless? Let us put it thus, that 
when SYBIL wants to say something 
very much there are little obstacles 
in her way; she falters, falls per- 
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haps once, and then is over, the 
while her appealing orbs beg you 
not to be angry with her. We may 
express those sweet pauses in pre- 
cious dots, which some clever per- 
son can afterwards string together 
and make a pearl necklace of 
them, ) 

“I should not ... let you say it, 
. . . but . . . you . . . say it so 
beautifully.” ^ 

“You must have guessed.” 

“I dreamed ... I feared . . . 
but you were . . . Scotch, and I 
didn’t know what to think.” 

“Do you know what first attracted 
me to you, Sybil? It was your inso- 
lence. I thought, ni break her 
insolence for her.’” 

“And I thought . . . Til break his 
str . . . engthr” 

“And now your cooing voice plays 
round me; the softness of you, 
Sybil, in your pretty clothes makes 
me think of young birds. {The im- 
pediment is now insurmountable; 
she has to swim for it, she swims 
toward him) It is you who inspire 
my work.” (He thrills to find that 
she can be touched without break- 
tng.) 

“I am so glad ... so proud . . .” 

“And others know it, .Sybil, as well 
as I. Only yesterday the Comtesse 
said to me, ‘No man could get 
on so fast unaided. Cherchez la 
femme, Mr. Shand.’” 

“Auntie said thatl” 

“I said ‘Find her yourself. Com- 
tesse.’ ” 


“And she?” 

“She said ‘I have found her,’ and 
I said in my blunt way, ‘You mean 
Lady Syjbil,’ and she went away 
laughing.” 

“Laughing?” 

“I seem to amuse the woman.” 
(sybil grows sad,) 

“If Mrs. Shand— It is so cruel to 
her. Whom did you say she had 
gone to the station to meet?” 

“Her father and brothers.” 

“It is so cruel to them. We must 
think no more of this. It is mad 
. . . ness.” 

“It’s fate. Sybil, let us declare oui 
love openly.” 

“You can’t ask that, now in the 
first moment that you tell me of it.” 

“The one thing* I won’t do even for 
you is to live a life of underhand.” 

“The . . . blow to her.” 

“Yes. But at least she has always 
known that I never loved her.” 

“It is asking me to give ... up 
everything, every one, for you.” 

“It’s too much.” 

(JOHN is humble at last,) 

“To a woman who truly loves, even 
that is not too much. Oh! it is not 
I who matter— it is you.” 

“My dear, my dear.” 

“So gladly would I do it to save 
you; but, oh, if it were to bring 
you down!” 
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"Nothing can keep me down if I 
have you to help me.” 

"I am dazed, John, I . . 

"My love, my love.” 

"I . . . oh . . . here . . 

"Be brave, Sybil, be brave.” 


(In this bewilderment of pearls she 
melts into his arms, maggie hap- 
pens to open the door just then; 
hut neither fond heart hears her.) 

"I can’t walk along the streets, 
Sybil, without looking in all the 
shop windows for what I think 
would become you best. (A^; awk- 
wardly as though his heart still 
beat against corduroy, he takes 
from his pocket a pendant and its 
chain. He is shy, and she drops 
pearls over the beauty of the ruby 
which is its only stone) It is a drop 
of my blood, Sybil.” 

(Her lovely neck is outstretched, 
and he puts the chain round it. 
MAGGIE withdraws as silently as 
she had come; but perhaps the 
door whispered "d— n,” or (hu- 
morously) "d .. n^ as it closed, 
for SYBIL wakes out of Paradise.) 

"I thought— Did the door shut?” 

"It was shut already.” 

(Perhaps it is only that sybil is 
bewildered to find herself once 
ftgain in a world that has doorsi) 

“It seemed to me—” 

“There was nothing. But I think I 
hear voices; they may have ar- 
rived.” 


(Some pretty instinct makes sybil 
go farther from him. maggie 
kindly gives her time for this by 
speaking before opening the door.) 

"That will do perfectly, David. The 
maid knows where to put them. 
(She comes in) They’ve come, 
John; they would help with the 
luggage. (JOHN goes out. maggie 
is agreeably surprised to find a vis- 
itor) ^How do you do, Lady Sybil? 
This is nice of you.” 

"I was so sorry not to find you in, 
Mrs. Shand.” (The impediment 
has run away. It is only for those 
who love it.) 

"Thank you. You’ll sit down?” 

"I think not; your relatives—” 

"They will be so proud to see that 
you are my friend.” (If maggie 
were less simple her guest would 
feel more comfortable. She tries to 
make conversation.) 

"It is their first visit to London?” 
(Instead of relieving her anxiety 
on this point, maggie has a long 
look at the gorgeous armful.) 

"I’m glad you are so beautiful, 
Lady Sybil.” • 

(The beautiful one is somehow not 
flattered. She pursues her investi- 
gations with growing uneasiness.) 

"One of them is married now, isn’t 
he? (Still there is no answer; mag- 
gie continues looking at her, and 
shivers slightly) Have they trav- 
elled from Scotland to-day? Mrs. 
Shand, why do you look at me so? 
The door did openi (maggie nods) 
What are you to do?” 
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“That would be telling. Sit down, 
my pretty.” 

(As SYBIL subsides into what the 
Wylies with one glance would call 
the best chair, magcie’s men-folk 
are brought in by john, all carry- 
ing silk hats and looking very ac- 
tive after their long rest in the 
train. They are gazing about them. 
They would like this lady, they 
would like joiin, they would even 
like MAGGIE to go away for little 
and leave them to examine the 
room. Is that linen on the walls, 
for instance, or just paper? Is the 
carpet as thick as it feels, or is 
there brown paper beneath it? Had 
MAGGIE got anything off that book- 
case on account of the worm-holes? 
DAVID even discovers that we were 
simpletons when we said there was 
nothing in the room that pretended 
to be what it was not. He taps the 
marble mantelpiece, and is favour- 
ably impressed by the tinny 
sound. ) 

DAVID. Very fine imitation. Its a 
capital house, Maggie. 

MAGGIE. Fm so glad you like it. Do 
you know one another? This is my 
father and my brothers, Lady Sybil. 
(The lovely form inclines toward 
them. ALiCK and John remain firm 
on their legs, but james totters.) 

JAMES. A ladyship! Well done, 
Maggie. 

ALICE (sharply). Jaijies! I remem- 
ber you, my lady. 

MAGGIE. Sit down, father. This is 
the study. 

(james wanders round it inquisi- 
tively until called to order.) 

SYBIL. You must be tired after your 
long journey. 
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DAVID (drawing the portraits of 
himself and partners in one light- 
ning sketch). Tired, your ladyship? 
We sat on cushioned seats the 
whole way. 

JAMES (looking about him for the 
chair you sit on). Every seat in 
this room is cushioned. 

MAGGIE. You may say all my life 
is cushioned now, James, by this 
dear man of mine. (She gives 
John's shoulder a loving pressure, 
which SYBIL feeb is a telegraphic 
communication to herself in a 
cypher that she cannot read, alick 
and the brothers bask in the evi- 
dence of MAGGIES happiness.) 

JOHN (uncomfortably). And is 
Elizabeth hearty, James? 

JAMES (looking down his nose in 
the manner proper to young hus- 
bands when addressed about their 
wives). Shes very well, I thank 
you kindly. ^ 

MAGGIE. James is a married man 
now. Lady Sybil. 

(sybil murmurs her congratula- 
tions. ) 

JAMES. I thank you kindly. (Cou- 
rageously) Yes, Tm married. (He 
looks at DAVID and alick to see if 
they are smiling; and they are) It 
wasn’t a case of being catched; it 
was entirely of my own free will. 
(He looks again; and the mean fel- 
lows are smiling still) Is your lady- 
ship married? ^ 

SYBIL. Alas! no. 

DAVID. James! (Politely) You will 
be yet, my lady. 

(sybil indicates that he is kind 
indeed.) 
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JOHN. Perhaps they would like you 
to show them tlieir rooma, Maggie? 

DAVID. Fine would we like to see 
all the house as well as tha sleeping 
accommodation. But first— (He 
gives his father the look with 
which chairmen call on the next 
speaker, ) 

ALiCK. I take you, David. (He pro- 
duces a paper parcel from a roomy 
pocket) It wasn’t likely, Mr. 
Shand, that we would forget the 
day. 

JOHN. The day? 

DAVID. The second anniversary of 
your marriage. We came purposely 
for the day. 

JAMES (his fingers itching to take 
the parcel from his father). It’s a 
lace shawl, Maggie, from the three 
of us, a pure Tobermory; you 
would never dare wear it if you 
knew the cost. ^ 

(The shawl in its beauty is re- 
vealed, and MAGGIE hails it with 
little cries of joy. She rushes at 
the donors and kisses each of them 
just as if she were a pretty woman. 
They are much pleased and give 
expression to their pleasure in a not 
very dissimilar manner,) 

ALiQK, Havers. 

DAVID. Havers. 

JAMES. Havers. 

JOHN. It’s a very fine shawl. (He 
should not have spoken, for he has 
set James’s volatile mind working,) 

JAMES. You may say so. What did 
ypu give her, Mr. Shand? 
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JOHN (suddenly deserted by God 
and man). Me? 

ALICE. Yes, yes, let’s see it. 

JOHN. Oh— I— (He is not deserted 
by MAGGIE, but she can think of 
no way out.) 

SYBIL (prompted by the impedi- 
ment, which is in hiding, quite 
close). Did he . . . forget? 

(There is more than a touch of 
malice in the question. It is a chal- 
lenge, and the Wylies as a family 
are almost too quick to accept a 
challenge. ) 

MAGGIE (lifting the gage of battle) . 
John forget? Never! It’s a pendant, 
father. 

(The impediment bolts, john 
rises. ) 

ALICE. A pendant? One of those 
things on a chain? (He grins, re- 
membering how once, about sixty 
years ago, he and a lady and a 
pendant— but we have no time for 
this.) 

MAGGIE. Yes. 

DAVID (who has felt the note of 
antagonism and is troubled). You 
were slow in speaking of it, Mr. 
Shand. 

MAGGIE (this is her fight). He was 
shy, because he thought you might 
blame him fdr extravagance. 

DAVID (relieved). Oh, that’s it. 

JAMES (licking his lips). Let’s see 
it. 

MAGGIE (a daughter of the devil). 
Where did you put it, John? 
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(John's mouth opens but has noth- 
ing to contribute.) 

SYBIL (the impediment has stolen 
back again). Perhaps it has been 
. . . mislaid. 

(The BROTHERS echo the word in- 
credulously. ) 

MAGGIE. Not it. I can't think where 
we laid it down, John. It's not on 
that tabic, is it, James? (The Wy- 
lies turn to look, and mav^gie's 
hand goes out to lady sybil: john 
SHAND, witness. It is a very deter- 
mined hand, and presently a pen- 
dant is placed in it) Here it isl 
( ALICE and the brothers cluster 
round it, weigh it and appraise it. ) 

ALICE. Preserve me. Is that stone 
real, Mr. Shand? 

JOHN (who has begun to look his 
grimmest). Yes. 

MAGGIE (who is now ready, if he 
wishes it, to take him on too) . John 
says it's a drop of his blood. 

JOHN (wishing it). And so it is. 

DAVID. Well said, Mr. Shand. 

MAGGIE (scared). And now, if 
you'll all come with me, I think 
John has something he wants to 
talk over with Lady Sybil. (Re- 
covering and taking him on) Or 
would you prefer, John, to say it 
before us all? 

SYBIL (gasping). Nol 

JOHN (flinging back his head). Yes, 
I prefer to say it before you all. 

MAGGIE, (flinging back hers). Then 
sit down^ again. (The Wylies won- 
deringly obey.) 
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sybil. Mr. Shand, Mr. Shandf— 

JOHN. Maggie knows> and it was 
only for her I was troubled. Do 
you think I'm afraid of them? 
(With mighty relief) Now we can 
be open. 

DAVID (lowering). What is it? 
What's wrong, John Shand? 

JOHN (facing him squarely). It was 
to Lady Sybil I gave the pendant, 
and all my love with it. (Perhaps 
JAMES utters a cry, but the silence 
of ALICE and david is more ter- 
rible. ) 

sybil (whose voice is smaller than 
we had thought). What are you to 
do? (It is to MAGGIE she is speak- 
ing.) 

DAVID. She'll leave it for us to do. 

JOHN. That's what I want. 

(The lords of creation look at the 
ladies. ) 

MAGGIE (interpreting). You and I 
are expected to retire. Lady Sybil, 
while the men decide our fate. 
(sybil is ready to obey the law, 
but MAGGIE remains seated) Man's 
the oak, woman's the ivy. Which 
of us is it that's to cling to you, 
John? 

(With three stalwarts glaring at 
him, JOHN rather grandly takes 
sybil's hand. They are two against 
the world.) 

syBiL (a heroine). I hesitated, bi^ 
I am afraid no longer; whatever 
he asks of me I will do. (Evidently 
the first thing he asks of her is to 
await him in the dining-room) It 
will mean surrendering everything 
for him. I am glad it means aU 
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that. {She passes into the dining- 
room looking as pretty as a kiss.) 

MAGGIE. So that settles it. 

ALiCK. Tm thinking that doesn't 
settle it. 

DAVID. No, by God! (But his love 
for MAGGIE steadies him. There is 
2ven a note of entreaty in his 
voice) Have you nothing to say to 
her, man? 

JOHN. I have things to say to her, 
but not before you. 

DAVID {sternly). Go away, Maggie. 
Leave him to us. 

JAMES {who thinks it is about time 
that he said something). Yes, leave 
him to us. 

MAGGIE. No, David, I want to hear 
what is to become of me; I promise 
not to take any side. {And sitting 
by the fire she resumes her knit- 
ting. The four regard her as on an 
evening at The Pans a good many 
years ago.) 

DAVID {barking). How long has 
this been going on? 

JOHN. If you mean how long has 
that lady been the apple of my 
eye, Im not sure; but I never told 
her • of it until today. 

MAGGIE {thoughtfully and without 
dropping a stitch). I think it wasn't 
till about six months ago, John, 
Slat she began to be very dear to 
you. At first you liked to bring in 
her name when talking to me, so 
that I could tell you of any little 
things I might have heard she was 
doing. But afterwards, as she be- 
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come more and more to you, you 
avoided mentioning her name. 

JOHN {surprised). Did you notice 
that? 

MAGGIE (in her old-fashioned 
way). Yes. 

JOHN. I tried to be done with it for 
your sake. I've often had a sore 
heart for you, Maggie. 

< 

JAMES. You’re proving it! 

MAGGIE. Yes, James, he had. I’ve 
often seen him looking at me very 
sorrowfully of late because of what 
was in his mind; and many a kindly 
little thing he has done for me that 
he didn't used to do. 

JOHN. You noticed that too! 

MAGGIE. Yes. 

DAVID {controlling himself). Well, 
we won't go into that; the thing 
to be thankful for is that it’s ended. 

ALICE {who is looking very old). 
Yes, yes, that's the great thing. 

JOHN. All useless, sir, it's not ended; 
it's to go on. 

DAVID. There's a devil in you, John 
Shand. 

JOHN {who is an unhappy man just 
now). I dare^ say there is. But do 
you think he had a walk over, Mr. 
David? 

JAMES. Man, I could knock you 
down! 

MAGGIE. There's not one of you 
could knock John down. 
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DAVID (exasperated). Quiet, Mag- 
gie. One would think you were 
taking his part. 

MAGGIE. Do you expect me to de- 
sert him at the very moment that 
he needs me most? 

DAVID. It s him that s deserting you. 

JOHN. Yes, Maggie, that’s what it is. 

ALiCK. Where’s your marriage ^ow? 
And your church attendances? 

JAMES (with terrible irony). And 
your prize for moral philosophy? 

JOHN (recklessly). All gone whis- 
tling down the wind. 

DAVID. I suppose you understand 
that you’ll have to resign your seat. 

JOHN (his underlip much in evi- 
dence). There are hundreds of 
seats, but there’s only one John 
Shand. 

MAGGIE (but we dont hear her). 
That’s how I like to hear him 
speak. 

DAVID (the ablest person in the 
room). Think, man. I’m old by 
you, and for long I’ve had a pride 
in you. It will be beginning the 
world again with more against you 
than there was eight years ago. 

JOHN. I have a better head to begin 
it with than I had eight years ago. 

ALICE (hoping this will bite). 
She’ll have her own money, DavidI 

JOHN. She’s as poor as a mouse. 

JAMES (thinking possibly of his 
ElizahetKs momer). We’ll go to 
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her friends, and tell them all. 
They’ll stop it. 

JOHN. She’s of age. 

JAMES. They’ll take her far away. 

JOHN. I’ll follow, and tear her from 
them. 

ALICE. Your career— 

JOHN (to his credit). To hell witir 
my career. Do you think I don’t 
know I’m on the rocks. What can 
you, or you, or you, understand of 
the passions of a man! I’ve fought, 
and I’ve given in. When a ship 
founders, as I suppose I’m founder- 
ing, it’s not a thing to yelp at 
Peace all of you. (He strides inU 
the dining-room^ where we see him 
at times pacing the floor.) 

DAVID (to JAMES, who gives signs 
of a desire to take off his coat). 
Let him be. We can’t budge him. 
(With bitter wisdom) It’s true 
what he says, true at any rate 
about me. What do I know of the 
passions of a man! I’m up against 
something I don’t understand. 

ALICE. It’s something wicked. 

DAVID. I dare say it is, but it’s 
something big. 

JAMES. It’s that damned charm. 

MAGGIE (still by the fire). That’s 
it. What was it that made you 
fancy Elizabeth, James? ^ 

JAMES (sheepishly). I can scarcely 
say. 

MAGGIE. It was her charm. 

DAVID. Her charm! 
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JAMES (pugnaciously). Yes, her 
charm. 

MAGGIE. She had charm for James. 
(This somehow breaks them up. 
MAGGIE goes from one to another 
with an odd little smile flickering 
on her face.) 

PAViD. Put on your things, Maggie, 
and well leave his house. 

MAGGIE (patting his kind head). 
Not me, David. (This is a maggie 
they have known but forgotten; all 
three brighten.) 

DAVID. You haven’t given in! 

(The smile flickers and expires.) 

MAGGIE. I want you all to go up- 
stairs, and let me have my try now. 

JAMES. Your try? 

ALICE. Maggie, you put new life 
into me. 

JAMES. And into me. 

( DAVID says nothing; the way he 
grips her shoulder says it for him. ) 

MAGGIE. Ill save him, David, if I 
can. 

DAVID. Does he deserve to be saved 
after th<^ way he has treated you? 

MAGGIE. You stupid David. What 
has thac to do with it. 

(When they have gone, john 
comes to the door of the dining- 
room. There is welling up in him 
%great pity for maggie, but it hof 
<0 subside a little when he sees 
that the knitting is still in her hand. 
No man likes to be so soon sup- 
planted. SYBIL follows, and the 
two of them gaze , at the active 
needles.) 


MAGGIE (perceiving that she has 
visitors). Come in, John. Sit down, 
Lady Sybil, and make yourself 
comfortable. Tm afraid we Ve put 
you about. (She is, after all, only 
a few years older than they and 
scarcely looks her age; yet it must 
have been in some such way as 
this that the little old woman who 
lived in a shoe addressed her nu- 
merous progeny.) 

JOHN.* I’m mortal sorry, Maggie. 

SYBIL (who would be more cou- 
rageous if she could hold his 
hand). And I also. 

MAGGIE (soothingly) . I’m sure you 
are. But as it can’t be helped I see 
no reason why we three shouldn’t 
talk the matter over in a practical 
way. 

(sybil looks doubtful, but john 
hangs on desperately to the word 
practical. ) 

JOHN. If you could understand, 
Maggie, what an inspiration she is 
to me and my work. 

SYBIL. Indeed, Mrs. Shand, 1 think 
of nothing else. 

MAGGIE. That’s fine. That’s as it 
should be. 

SYBIL (talking too much). Mrs. 
Shand, I think you are very land 
to take it so reasonably. 

« 

MAGGIE. That’s the Scotch way. 
When were you thinking of leav- 
ing me, John? 

(Perhaps this is the Scotch way 
also; but sybil is English, and from 
the manner in which she starts you 
would say that something has 
fallen on ner toes.) 
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JOHN (who has heard nothing fall), 

I think, now that it has come to a 
breach, the sooner the better. (His 
tone becomes that of james when 
asked after the health of his wife) 
So long as it is convenient to you, 
Maggie. 

MAGGIE (making a rapid calcula- 
tion). It couldn’t well be before 
Wednesday. That’s the day the 
laundry comes home. 

(sybil has to draw in her toes 
again. ) 

JOHN. And it’s the day the House 
rises. (Stifling a groan) It may be 
my last appearance in the House. 

SYBIL (her arms yearning for him). 
No, no, please don’t say that. 

MAGGIE (surveying them sympa- 
thetically). You love the House, 
don’t you, John, next to her? It’s a 
pity you can’t wait till after your 
speech at Leeds. Mr. Venables 
won’t let you speak at Leeds, I 
fear, if you leave me. 

JOHN. What a chance it would have 
been. But let it go. 

’ MAGGIE. The meeting is in less than 
a month. Could you not make it 
such a speech that they would be 
very loth to lose you? 

JOHN (swelling). That’s what was 
in my mind. 

t 

SYBIL (with noble confidence). 
And he could have done it, 

MAGGIE. Then we’ve come to some- 
thing practical. 

JOHN (exercising his imagination 
with vowerful effect). No, it 
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wouldn’t be fair to you if I was to 
stay on now. 

MAGGIE. Do you think I’ll let my- 
self be considered when your ca- 
reer is at stake. A month will soon 
pass for me; I’ll have a lot of pack- 
ing to do. 

JOHN. It’s noble of you, but I don’t 
deserve it, and I can’t take it from 
you. 

MAGGIE. Now’s the time. Lady 
Sybil, for you to have one of your 
inspiring ideas. 

SYBIL (ever ready). Yes, yes— but 
what? 

(It is odd that they should both 
turn to MAGGIE at this moment.) 

MAGGIE (who has already been 
saying it to herself). What do you 
think of this: I can stay on here 
with my father and brothers; and 
you, John, can go away somewhere 
and devote yomrself to your speech? 

SYBIL. Yes. 

JOHN. That might be. (Consider- 
ately) Away from both of you. 
Where could I go? 

SYBIL (ever ready). Where? 

MAGGIE. I know, 

(She has called up a. number on 
the telephone before they have 
time to check her.) 

JOHN (on his dignity). Don’t be in 
such a hurry, Maggie, 

MAGGIE. Is this Lamb’s Hotel? Put 
me on to the Comtesse de la Bri^re, 
please. 
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SYBIL (with a sinking). What do 
you want with Auntie? 

MAGGIE. Her cottage in the country 
would be the very place. She in- 
vited John and me. 

JOHN. Yes, but— 

MAGGIE (arguing). And Mr. Ven- 
ables is to be there. Think of the 
impression you could make on him, 
seeing him daily for three weeks. 

JOHN. There’s something in that. 

MAGGIE. Is it you, Comtesse? Im 
Maggie Shand. 

tnrBiL. You are not to tell her 
that-? 

MAGGIE. No. (To the comtesse) 
Oh, Tm very well, never was bet- 
ter. Yes, yes; you see I can’t, be- 
cause my folk have never been in 
London before, and I must take 
them about and show them the 
eights. But John could come to you 
alone; why not? 

JOHN (with proper pride). If she’s 
not keen to have me, I won’t go. 

MAGGIE. She’s very keen. Comtesse, 
I could come for a day by and by 
to see how you are getting on. 
Yes— yes— certainly. (To john) She 
says she’ll be delighted. 

JOHN (thoughtfully). You’re not 
doing this, Maggie, thinking that 
rtty being absent from Sybil for a 
few weeks can make any diflEer- 
ence? Of course it’s natural you 
should want us to keep apart, but— 

MAGGIE (grimly). I’m founding no 
hope on keeping you apart, John. 


JOHN. It’s what other wives would 
do. 

MAGGIE. I promised to be diflFerent. 

JOHN (his position as a strong man 
assured). Then tell her I accept. 
(He wanders back into the dinings 
room. ) 

SYBIL. I think— (she is not sure 
what she thinks)— I think you are- 
very wonderful. 

MAGGIE. Was that John calling to 
you? 

SYBIL. Was it? (She is glad to join 
him in the dining-room.) 

MAGGIE. Comtesse, hold the line a 
minute— (She is alone, and she has 
nearly reached the end of her self- 
control. She shakes emotionally and 
utters painful little cries; there is 
something she wants to do, and she 
is loth to do it. But she does it) 
Are you there, Comtesse? There’s 
one other thing, dear Comtesse; I 
want you to invite Lady Sybil also; 
yes, for the whole time that John 
is there. No, I’m not mad; as a 
great favour to me; yes, I have a 
very particular reason, but I won’t 
tell you what it is; oh, call me 
Scotchy as much as you like, but 
consent; do, do, do. Thank you, 
thank you, good-bye. 

(She has control of herself now, 
and is determined not to let it slip 
from her again. When they re- 
appear the stubborn one is writing 
a letter.) 

JOHN. I thought I heard the tele- 
phone again. 

MAGGIE (looking up from her la* 
bours). It was the Comtesse; she 
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says she s to invite Lady Sybil to 
the cottage at the same time. 

SYBIL. Mel 

JOHN. To invite Sybil? Then of 
course I won’t go, Maggie. 

MAGGIE (wondering seemingly at 
these niceties). What does it mat- 
ter? Is anything to be considered 
except the speech? (It has-been 
admitted that she was a little devil) 
And, with Sybil on the spot, John, 
to help you and inspire you, what 
a speech it will be! 

JOHN (carried away), Maggie, you 
really are a very generous woman. 

SYBIL (convinced at last). She is 
indeed. 

JOHN. And you’re queer too. How 
many women in the circumstances 
would sit down to write a letter. 

MAGGIE. It’s a letter to you, John. 

JOHN. To me? 

MAGGIE. Ill give it to you when it’s 
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finished, but I ask you not to open 
it till your visit to the Comtesse 
ends. 

JOHN. What is it about? 

MAGGIE. It’s practical. 

SYBIL (rather faintly). Practical? 
(She has heard the word so fre- 
quently today that it is beginning 
to have a Scotch sound. She feels 
she ought to like maggie, but that 
she would like her better if they 
were farther apart. She indicates 
that the doctors are troubled about 
her heart, and murmuring her 
adieux she goes, john, who is ac- 
companying her, pauses at the 
door. ) 

JOHN (wHh a queer sort of admira- 
tion for his wife), Maggie, I wish 
I was fond of you. 

MAGGIE (heartily), I wish you 
were, John. 

(He goes, and she resumes her 
letter. The stocking is lying at 
hand, and she pushes it to the ^or. 
She is done for a time with knit- 
ting.) 


ACT FOUR 


Marik s greatest invention is the lawn-mower. All the birds know this, and 
that is why, when itHs at rest, there is always at least one of them sitting 
on the handle with his head cocked, wondering how the delicious whir- 
ring sound is made. When they find out, they will change their note. 
it is, you must sometimes have thought that you heard the mower very 
early in the morning, and perhaps you peeped in n^glig6 from your lattice 
window to see who was up so early. It was really the birds trying to get 
the note. 

On this broiling morning, however, we are at noon, and whoever looks 
wUl see that the whirring is done by mr. venables. He is in a linen suit 
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with the coat discarded (the bird is sitting on it), and he comes and goes 
across the comtesse’s lawns, 'pleasantly mopping his face. We see him 
through a crooked bowed window generously open, roses intruding into 
it as if to prevent its ever being closed at night; there are other roses in 
such armfuls on the tables that one could not easily say where the room 
ends and the garden begins. 

In the COMTESSES pretty comic drawing-room (for she likes the comic 
touch when she is in England) sits John shand with his hostess, on chairs 
at a great distance from each other. No linen garments for john, nor 
flannels, nor even knickerbockers; he envies the English way of dressing 
for trees and lawns, but is too Scotch to be able to imitate it; he wears 
tweeds, just as he would do in his native fountry where they would he 
in kilts. Like many another Scot, the first time he ever saw a kilt was 
on a Sassenach; indeed kilts were only invented, like golf, to draw the 
English north, john is doing nothing, which again is not a Scotch accom- 
plishment, and he looks rather miserable and dour. The comtesse is 
already at her Patience cards, and occasionally she smiles on him as if 
not displeased with his long silence. At last she speaks: 


feel it rather a shame to detain 
you here on such a lovely day, 
Mr. Shand, entertaining an old 
woman.” 

"I don’t pretend to think Tm enter- 
taining you, Comtesse.” 

“But you are, you Know.” 

“I would be pleased to be told 
how?” 

(She shrugs her impertinent shoul- 
ders, and presently there is another 
heavy sign from john.) 

“Again! Why do not you go out on 
the river?” 

^Yes, I can do that.” (He rises.) 

“And take Sybil with you.” (He 
sits again) “No?” 

“I have been on the river with her 
twenty times.” 

“Then take her for a long walk 
through the Fairloe woods.^’ 

were ^ere tw\ce \aa\. 


“There is a romantically damp little 
arbour at the end of what the vil- 
lagers call the Lovers’ Lane.” 

“One can’t go there every day. I 
see nothing to laugh at.” 

“Did I laugh? I must have been 
translating the situation into 
French.” 

(Perhaps the music of the lawn- 
mower is not to John’s mood, for 
he betakes himself to another room. 
MR. VENABLES pauses in his labours 
to greet a lady who has appeared 
on the lawn, and who is macgie. 
She is as neat as if she were one 
of the army of typists (who are 
quite the nicest kind of women), 
and carries a little bag. She comes 
in through tT\e window, and puts 
her hands over the comtesse’s 
eyes. The comtesse says:) 

“They are a strong pair of hands, 
at any rate.” 

“And not very white, and biggish 
for my size. Now gaess.” 
l,T>ie COMTESSE guemsi, (md tdkss 
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both the hands in hers as if she 
valued them. She pulls off Mag- 
gie's hat as if to prevent her flying 
away. ) 

“Dear abominable one, not to let 
me know you were coming/” 

“It is just a surprise visit, Com- 
tesse. I walked up from the sta- 
tion. (For a moment maggie 
seems to have borrowed sybii,'s im- 
pediment) How is— everybody?” 

“He is quite well. But, my child, 
he seems to me to be a most un- 
happy man.” 

(This sad news does not seem to 
make a most unhappy woman of 
the child. The comtesse is puz- 
zled, as she knows nothing of the 
situation save what she has discov- 
ered for herself.) 

“Why should that please you, O 
heartless one?” 

“I won’t tell you.” 

“I could take you and shake you, 
Maggie. Here have I put my house 
at your disposal for so many days 
for some sly Scotch purpose, and 
you will not tell me what it is.” 

“No.” 

“Very well then, but I have what 
you call a nasty one for you. (The 
COMTESSE lures MR. Venables into 
the room by holding up what might 
be a foaming glass of lemon 
squash) Alas, Charles, it is but a 
flower vase. I want you to tell Mrs. 
Shand what you think of her hus- 
band’s speech.” 

(mb. VENABLES giu6s hxs hostess a 

repi:oochful look.) 
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“Eh— ah— Shand will prefer to do 
that himself. I promised the gar- 
dener— I must not disappoint him— 
excuse me—” 

“You must tell her, Charles.” 

“Please, Mr. Venables, I should like 
to know.” 

(He sits down with a sigh and 
obeys. ) 

“Your husband has been writing 
the speech here, and by his own 
wish he read it to me three days 
ago. The occasion is to be an im- 
portant one; and, well, there are a 
dozen young men in the party at 
present, all capable of filling a cer- 
tain small ministerial post. (He 
looks longingly at the mower, but 
it sends no message to his aid) 
And as he is one of them I was 
anxious that he should show in this 
speech of what he is capable.” 

“And hasn’t he?” 

(Not for the 'first time mr. Ven- 
ables wishes that he was not in 
politics. ) 

“I am afraid he has.” 

“What is wrong with the speech, 
Charles?” 

“Nothing— and he can still deliver 
it. It is a powerful, well-thought- 
out piece of work, such as only a 
very able man could produce. But 
it has no special quality of its own 
-*-none of the little touches thA 
used to make an old stager like 
myself want to pat Shand on the 
shoulder. (The comtesse’s mouth 
twitches, but maggie declines to 
notice it) He pounds on KiantuWy 
enougla, but, ii 1 may say so, 
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a wooden leg. It is as good, I dare 
say, as the rest of them could have 
done; but they start with such in- 
herited advantages, Mrs. Shand, 
',hat he had to do better.” 

"Yes, I can understand that.” 

"I am sorry, Mrs. Shand, for he in- 
terested me. His career has set me 
wondering whether if I had begun 
as a railway porter I might not still 
be calling out, ‘By your leave.*” 
(MAGGIE thinks it probable but not 
important. ) 

"Mr. Venables, now that I think of 
it, surely John wrote to me that 
you were dissatisfied with his first 
speech, and that he was writing 
another.” 

{The comtesse’s eyes open very 
wide indeed.) 

"I have heard nothing of that, Mrs. 
Shand. (venables shakes his wise 
head) And in any case, I am 
afraid—” {He still hears the wood- 
en leg.) 

"‘But you said yourself that his sec- 
ond thoughts were sometimes such 
an improvement on the first.** 

{The coMTESSE comes to the help 
of the baggage.) 

"I remember your saying that, 
Charles.” 

"Yes, that has struck me. {Po- 
litely) Well, if he has anything to 
show me— In the meantime—** 

(fJc regains the lawn, like one glad 
to escape attendance at john*s ob- 
sequies. The COMTESSE is brought 
back to speech by the sound of the 
mower— nothing wooden in it.) 

"What are you up to now, Miss 


Pin? You know as well as 1 do that 
there is no such speech.” 
(maggie*s mouth tightens.) 

"I do not.” 

"It is a duel, is it, my friend?” 
{The COMTESSE rings the bell and 
MAGGiE*s guilty mind is agitated.) 

"What are you ringing for?*' 

"As tfie challenged one. Miss Pin, 
I have the choice of weapons. I am 
going to send for your husband to 
ask him if he has written such a 
speech. After which, I suppose, 
you will ask me to leave you while 
you and he write it together.” 
(MAGGIE wrings her hands.) 

"You are wrong, Comtesse; but 
please don't do that.” 

"You but make me more curious, 
and my doctor says that I must be 
told everything. ( The comtesse 
assumes the pose of her sex in mel- 
odrama) Put your cards on the 
table, Maggie Shand, or— {she in- 
dicates that she always pinks her 
man. maggie dolefully produces a 
roll of paper from her bag) What 
precisely is that?” 

{The reply is little more than a 
squeak.) 

“John's speech.” 

“You have written it yourselfl” 
(maggie is naturally indignant.) 

“It's typed.” 

"You guessed that the speech he 
wrote unaided would not satisfy, 
and you prepared this to take its 
placel” 
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'‘Not at all, Comtesse. It is the 
draft of his speech that he left at 
home. That’s all.” 

"With a few trivial alterations by 
yourself, I swear. Can you deny 
it?” 

{No wonder that maggie is out- 
raged, She replaces John’s speech 
in the bag with becoming hau- 
teur. ) 

"Comtesse, these insinuatiorfs are 
unworthy of you. May I ask where 
is my husband?” 

( The COMTESSE drops her a 
curtsy. ) 

"I believe your Haughtiness may 
find him in the Dutch garden. Oh, 
I see through you. You are not to 
show him your speech. But you are 
to get him to write another one, 
and somehow all your additions 
will be in it. Think not, creature, 
that you can deceive one so old in 
iniquity as the Comtesse de la 
Bri^re.” 

(There can be but one reply from 
a good wife to such a charge, and 
at once the comtesse is left alone 
with her shame. Anon a footman 
appears. You know how they come 
and go.) 

"You rang, my lady?” 

"Did I? Ah, yes, but why? (He is 
but lately from the ploughshare 
and cannot help her. In this quan- 
dary her eyes alight Mpon the bag. 
She is unfortunately too abandoned 
to feel her shame: she still thinks 
that she has the choice of weapons. 
She takes the speech from the bag 
and bestows it on her servitor) 
Take this to Mr. Venables, please, 
and say it is from Mr. Shand. 
(THOMAS— but in the end we shall 
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probably call him jokn— departs 
with the little explosive; and when 
MAGGIE returns she finds that the 
COMTESSE is once more engaged on 
her interrupted game of Patience) 
You did not find him?” 

(All the bravery has dropped from 
Maggie’s face.) 

"I didn’t see him, but I heard him. 
She is with him. I think they are 
coming here.” 

(The COMTESSE is suddenly kind 
again . ) 

"Sybil? Shall I get rid of her?” 

"No, I want her to be here, too- 
Now I shall know.” 

(The COMTESSE twists the little 
thing round.) 

"Know what?” 

"As soon as I look into his face I 
shall know.” 

(A delicious scent ushers in the fair 
SYBIL, who is as sweet as a milking 
stool. She greets mrs. shand with 
some alarm.) 

MAGGIE. How do you do, Lady 
Sybil? How pretty you look in that 
frock, (sybil rustles uncomfort- 
ably) You are a feast to the eye. 

SYBIL. Please, I wish you would 
not. 

( Shall we describe sybil’s frock, in 
which she looks like a great straw- 
berry that knows it ought to be 
plucked; or would it be easier to 
watch the coming of john? Let us 
watch JOHN. ) • 

JOHN. You, Maggiel You never 
wrote that you were coming. 

(No, let us watch maggie. As soon 
as she looked into his face she was 
to know something of importance. ) 
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MAGGIE (not dissatisfied with what 
she sees). No, John, it’s a surprise 
visit. I just ran down to say good- 
bye. 

(At this his face falls, which does 
not seem to pain her,) 

SYBIL (foreseeing another horrible 
Scotch scene). To say good-bye? 

COMTESSE (thrilling with expecta- 
tion), To whom, Maggie? 

SYBIL (deserted by the impedi- 
ment, which is probably playing 
with rough boys in the Lovers* 
Lane). Auntie, do leave us, wont 
you? 

COMTESSE. Not I. It is becoming far 
too interesting. 

MAGGIE. I suppose there’s no rea- 
son the Comtesse shouldn’t be told, 
she will know so soon at any 
-ate? 

JOHN. That’s so. (sybil sees with a 
sinking that he is h be practical 
ilso,) 

MAGGIE. It’s so simple. You see, 
Comtesse, John and Lady Sybil 
have fallen in love with one an- 
•^ther, and they are to go oflF as 
soon as the meetiijg at Leeds has 
taken place. 

(The comtesse’s breast is too sud- 
denly introduced to Caledonia and 
its varied charms,) 

comtesse. Mon DieuI 

« t 

MAGGIE. I think that’s putting it 
correctly, John. 

JOHN. In a sense. But I’m not to 
attend the meeting at Leeds. My 
spe^h doesn’t find favour. (With 
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a strange humility) There’s some* 
thing wrong with it. 

COMTESSE. I never expected to hear 
you say that, Mr. Shand. 

JOHN (wondering also), I never ex- 
pected it myself. I meant to make 
it the speech of my career. But 
somehow my hand seems to have 
lost its cunning. 

COMTESSE. And you don’t know 
how? 

JOHN. It’s inexplicable. My brain 
was never clearer. 

COMTESSE. You might have helped 
him, Sybil. 

SYBIL (quite sulkily), 1 did. 

COMTESSE. But I thought she was 
such an inspiration to you, Mr. 
Shand. 

JOHN (going bravely to sybil’s 
side). She slaved at it with me. 

COMTESSE. Strange. (Wickedly be- 
coming practical also) So now 
there is nothing to detain you. 
Shall I send for a fly, Sybil? 

SYBIL (with a cry of the heart). 
Auntie, do leave us. 

COMTESSE. I can understand your 
impatience to be gone, Mr. Shand. 

V 

JOHN (heavily), I promised Maggie 
to wait till the 24th, and I’m a man 
of my word. 

MAGGIE. But I give you back your 
word, John. You can go now. 
(JOHN looks at SYBIL, and sybil 
looks at JOHN, and the impediment 
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arrives in time to take a peep at 
both of them,) 

oYBiL {groping for the practical, to 
which we must all come in the 
end). He must make satisfactory 
arrangements about you first. I in- 
sist on that. 

MAGGIE (with no more imagination 
than a hen). Thank you, Lady 
Sybil, but I have made all njy ar- 
rangements. 

JOHN (stung), Maggie, that was 
my part. 

MAGGIE (the hens are saying it all 
the time). You see, my brothers 
feel they can’t be away from their 
business any longer; and so, if it 
would be convenient to you, John, 
I could travel north with them by 
the night train on Wednesday. 

SYBIL. I— I—. The way you put 
things— I 

JOHN. This is just the 21st. 

MAGGIE. My things are all packed. 
I think you’ll find the house in 
good order. Lady Sybil. I have had 
the vacuum cleaners in. I’ll give 
you the keys of the linen and the 
silver plate; I have them in that 
bag. The carpet on the upper land- 
ing is a good deal frayed, but— 

SYBIL. Please, I don’t want to hear 
any more. 

MAGGIE. The ceiling of the dining- 
room would be the better of a new 
lick of paint— 

SYBIL (stamping her foot, small 
fours). Can’t you stop her? 
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JOHN (soothingly). She’s meaning 
well. Maggie, I know it’s naturm 
to you to value those things, be- 
cause your outlook on life is 
bounded by them; but all this jars 
on me. 

MAGGIE. Does it? 

JOHN. Why should you be so ready 
to go? 

MAGGIE. I promised not to stand in 
your way. 

JOHN (stoutly). You needn’t be in 
such a hurry. There are three days 
to run yet. (The French are so dif- 
ferent from us that we shall prob’ 
ably never be able to understand 
why the comtesse laughed aloud 
here) It’s just a joke to the Com- 
tesse. 

COMTESSE. It seems to be no joke 
to you, Mr. Shand. Sybil, my pet, 
are you to let him off? 

• 

SYBIL (flashing). Let him off? If 
he wishes it. Do you? 

JOHN (manfully), I want it to go 
on. (Something seems to have 
caught in his throat: perhaps it is 
the impediment trying a temporary 
home) It’s the one wish of my 
heart. If you come with me, Sybil, 
I’ll do all in a man’s power to make 
you never regret it. 

(Triumph of the Vere de Veres.) 

MAGGIE (bringing them back to 
earth with a dump). And I carf 
make my arrangements for Wed- 
nesday? 

SYBIL (seeking the comtesse’s pro- 
tection), No, you can’t. Auntie, I 
am not going on with this. I’m very 
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sorry for you, John, but I see now 
—I couldn’t face it— 

{She cant face anything at this 
moment except the sofa pillows.) 

coMTESSE (noticing John’s big sigh 
of relief). So that is all right, Mr. 
Shandl 

MAGGIE. Don’t you love her any 
more, John? Be practical. 

SYBIL (to the pillows). At any rate 
I have tired of him. Oh, best to 
tell the horrid truth. I am ashamed 
of myself. I have been crying my 
eyes out over it— I thought I was 
such a different kind of woman. 
But I am weary of him. I think 
him— oh, so dull. 

JOHN (his face lighting up). Are 
you sure that is how you have come 
to think of me? 

SYBIL. I’m sorry; (With all her 
soul) but yes— yes— yes. 

JOHN. By God, it’s more than I de- 
serve. 

COMTESSE. Congratulations to you 
both. 

(sybil runs away; and in the ful- 
ness of time she married success- 
fully in Cloth of Silver, which was 
afterwards turned into a bed- 
spread. ) 

MAGGIE. You haven’t read my letter 
yet, John, have you? ^ 

JOHN. No. 

COMTESSE (imploringly). May I 
know to what darling letter you 
refer? 


MAGGIE. It’s a letter I wrote to him 
before he left London. I gave it to 
him closed, not to be opened until 
his time here was ended. 

JOHN (as his hand strays to his 
pocket). Am I to read it now? 

MAGGIE. Not before her. Please go 
away, Comtesse. 

coMTjESSE. Every word you say 
makes me more determined to re- 
main. 

MAGGIE. It will hurt you. (Dis- 
tressed) Don’t read it, John; tear 
it up. 

JOHN. You make me very curious, 
Maggie. And yet I don’t see what 
can be in it. 

COMTESSE. But you feel a little 
nervous? Give me the dagger. 

MAGGIE (quickly). No. (But the 
COMTESSE has already got it.) 

COMTESSE. May I? (She must have 
thought they said Yes, for she 
opens the letter. She shares its con- 
tents with them) “Dearest John, 
It is at my request that the Com- 
tesse is having Lady Sybil at the 
cottage at the same time as your- 
self.” 

JOHN. What? 

COMTESSE. Yei, she begged me to 
invite you together. 

JOHN. But why? 

MAGGIE. I promised you not to be- 
have as other wives would do. 

JOHN. It’s not understandable. 
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COMTESSE. “You may ask why I do 
this, John, and my reason is, I 
think that after a few weeks of 
Lady Sybil, every day, and all day, 
you will become sick to death of 
her. I am also giving her the 
chance to help you and inspire you 
with your work, so that you may 
both learn what her help and her 
inspiration amount to. Of course, if 
your love is the great strong pas- 
sion you think it, then those y^eeks 
will make you love her more than 
ever and I can only say good-bye. 
But if, as I suspect, you don’t even 
now know what true love is, then 
by the next time we meet, dear 
John, you will have had enough of 
her.— Your affectionate wife, Mag- 
gie.” Oh, why was not Sybil pres- 
ent at the reading of the will! And 
now, if you two will kindly excuse 
me, I think I must go and get that 
poor sufferer the eau de Cologne. 

JOHN. It s almost enough to make a 
man lose faith in himself. 

COMTESSE. Oh, don’t say that, Mr. 
Shand. 

MAGGIE {defending him). You 
mustn’t hurt him. If you haven’t 
loved deep and true, that’s just 
because you have never met a 
woman yet, John, capable of in- 
spiring it. 

COMTESSE (putting her hand on 
Maggie’s shoulder). Have you not, 
Mr. Shand? 

JOHN. I see what you mean. But 
Maggie wouldn’t think better of me 
for any false pretences. She knows 
my feelings for her now are neither 
more nor less than what they have 
always been. 
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MAGGIE (who sees that he is look^ 
ing at her as solemnly as a volume 
of sermons printed by request), I 
think no one could be fond of me 
that can’t laugh a little at me. 

JOHN. How could that help? 

COMTESSE ( exasperated ) . Mr. 
Shand, I give you up. 

MAGGIE. I admire his honesty. 

COMTESSE. Oh, I give you up also. 
Arcades ambo. Scotchies both. 

JOHN (when she has gone). But 
this letter, it’s not like you. By 
Gosh, Maggie, you’re no fool. 

(She beams at this, as any wife 
would. ) 

But how could I have made such 
a mistake? It’s not like a strong 
man. (Evidently he has an inspira- 
tion. ) 

MAGGIE. What is it? 

JOHN (the inspiration). Am I a 
strong man? 

MAGGIE. You? Of course you are. 
And self made. Has anybody evei 
helped you in the smallest way? 

JOHN (thinking it out again). No, 
nobody. 

MAGGIE. Not even Lady Sybil? 

JOHN. I’m beginning to doubt it. It’s 
v^ry curious, though, Maggie, thaS 
this speech should be disappoint- 
ing. 

MAGGIE. It’s just that Mr. Venables 
hasn’t the brains to see how good 
it is. 
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JOHN. That must be it. (But he is 
too good a man to rest satisfied 
with this) No, Maggie, it’s not. 
Somehow I seem to have lost my 
neat way of saying things. 

MAGGIE (almost cooing). It will 
come back to you. 

JOHN (forlorn). If you knew how 
I’ve tried. 

MAGGIE (cautiously). Maybe if you 
were to try again; and I’ll just come 
and sit beside you, and knit. I 
think the click of the needles some- 
times put you in the mood. 

JOHN. Hardly that; and yet many 
a Shandism have I knocked off 
while you were sitting beside me 
knitting. I suppose il* was tlie quiet- 
ness. 

MAGGIE. Very likely. 

JOHN (with another inspiration). 
Maggiel • 

MAGGIE (again). What is it, John? 

JOHN. What if it was you that put 
those queer ideas into my head! 

MAGGIE. Me? 

piiN. Without your knowing it, I 
mean. 

MAGGIE. But how? 

JOHN. We used to talk bits over; 
and it may be that you dropped 
the seed, so to speak. • 

MAGGIE. John, could it be this, that 
I sometimes had the idea in a 
rough womanish sort of way and 
then you polished it up till it came 
out a Shandism? 
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JOHN (slowlu slapping his knee). I 
believe youve hit it, Maggie; to 
think that you may have been 
helping me all the time— and 
neither of us knew it. 

(He has so nearly reached a smile 
that no one can say what might 
have happened within the next 
moment if the comtesse had not 
reappeared.) 

coMiijiESSE. Mr. Venables wishes to 
see you, Mr. Shand. 

JOHN (lost, stolen, or strayed a 
smile in the making). Hum. 

COMTESSE. He is coming now. 

JOHN (grumpy). Indeed. 

COMTESSE (sweetly). It is about 
your speech. 

JOHN. He has said all he need say 
on that subject, and more. 

COMTESSE (quaking a little). I 
think it is about the second speech. 

JOHN. What second speech? 
(MAGGIE runs to her bag and opens 
it.) 

MAGGIE (horrified). Comtesse, you 
have given it to him. 

COMTESSE (impudently). Wasn’t I 
meant to? 

JOHN. What ‘is it? What second 
speech? 

MAGGIE. Cruel, cruel. (Willing to 
go on her knees) You had left the 
first draft of your speech at home, 
John, and I brought it here with— 
with a few little things I’ve added 
myself. 
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JOHN (a seven-jooter) . What’s 
that? 

MAGGIE {four foot ten at most). 
Just trifles—things I was to suggest 
to you— while I was knitting— and 
then, if you liked any of them you 
could have polished them— and 
turned them into something good. 
John, John— and now she has 
shown it to Mr. Venables. 

• 

JOHN (thundering). As my work, 
Comtesse? 

(But the COMTESSE is not of the 
women who are afraid of thunder. ) 

MAGGIE. It is your work— nine- 
tenths of it. 

JOHN (in the black cap). You pre- 
sumed, Maggie Shandl Very well, 
then, here he comes, and now well 
see to what extent you Ve helped 
me. 

VENABLES. My dear fellow. My dear 
Shand, I congratulate you. Give 
me your hand. 

JOHN. The speech? 

VENABLES. You have improved it 
out of knowledge. It is the same 
speech, but those new touches 
make all the diflFerence. (joiin sits 
down heavily) Mrs. Shand, be 
proud of him. 

MAGGIE. I am. I am,, John. 

COMTESSE. You always said that his 
second thoughts were best, Charles. 

VENABLES (pleosed to be reminded 
of it). Didn’t I? didn’t I? Those 
delicious little touchesl How good 
that is, Shand, about the flowing 
tide. 
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COMTESSE. The flowing tide? 

VENABLES. In the first speech it was 
something like this“‘Gentlemen, 
the Opposition are calling to you 
to vote for them and the flowing 
tide, but I solemnly warn you to 
beware lest the flowing tide does 
not engulf you.” The second way 
is much better. 

COMTESSE. What is the second way, 
Mr. Shand? 

(JOHN does not tell her.) 

VENABLES. This is how he puts it 
now. (JOHN cannot help raising his 
head to listen) “Gentlemen, the 
Opposition are calling to you to 
vote for them and the flowing tide, 
but I ask you cheerfully to vote for 
us and dam the flowing tide.” 
(VENABLES and his old friend the 
COMTESSE laugh heartily, but for 
different reasons.) 

COMTESSE. It is better, Mr. Shand. 

% 

MAGGIE. I don’t think so. 

VENABLES. Yes, yes, its so virile. 
Excuse me, Comtesse, I’m off to 
read the whole thing again. (For 
the first time he notices that john 
is strangely quiet) I think this has 
rather bowled you over, Shand. 

( John’s head sinks lower.) 

Well, well, good news doesn’t kill. 

MAGGIE (counsel for the defence). 
Surely the important thing about 
the speech is its strength an(^ 
knowledge and eloquence, the 
things that were in the first speech 
as well as in the second. 

VENABLES. That of course is largely 
true. The wit would not be enough 
without them, just as tliey were not 
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enough without the wit. It is the 
com])ination that is irresistible. 
(John's head rises a little) Shand, 
you are our man, remember that, 
it is emphatically the best thing 
you have ever done. How this will 
go down at Leeds. 

(He returns gaily to his hammock; 
but lower sinks John's head, and 
even the comtesse has the grace 
to take herself off, Maggie's arms 
flutter near her husband, not daring 
to alight,) 

"You heard what he said, John. It's 
the combination. Is it so terrible to 
you to find that my love for you 
had made me able to help you in 
the little things?” 

^"The little thingsl It seems strange 
to me to hear you call me by my 
name, Maggie. It’s as if I looked on 
you for the first time.” 

"Look at me, John, for the first 
time. What do you see?” 

"I see a woman who has brought 
her husband low.” 

^Only that?” 

"I see the tragedy of a man who 
has found himself out. Eh, I can't 
live with you again, Maggie.” 

(He shivers,) 

“Why did you shiver, John?” 

"It was at myself for saying that 
I couldn’t live with you again. 


when I should have been wonder- 
ing how for so long you have lived 
with me. And I suppose you have 
forgiven me all the time. (She 
nods) And forgive me still? (She 
nods again) Dear Godl” 

"John, am I to go? or are you to 
keep me on? (She is now a little 
bundle near his feet) I'm willing 
to stay because Tm useful to you, 
if it ean’t be for a better reason. 
(His hand feels for her, and the 
bundle wriggles nearer) It's noth- 
ing unusual IVe done, John. Every 
man who is high up loves to think 
that he has done it all himself; and 
the wife smiles, and lets it go at 
that. It's our only joke. Every 
woman knows that. (He stares at 
her in hopeless perplexity) Oh, 
John, if only you could laugh at 
me.” 

"I can't laugh, Maggie.” 

(But as he continues to stare at 
her a strange disorder appears in 
his face, maggie feels that it is to 
be now or never,) 

"Laugh, John, laugh. Watch me; 
see how easy it is.” 

(A terrible struggle is taking place 
within him. He creaks. Something 
that may be mirth forces a passage, 
at first painfully, no more joy in it 
than in the discoloured water from 
a spring that has long been dry. 
Soon, however, he laughs loud and 
long. The spring water is becoming 
clear, maggie claps her hands. He 
is saved,) 
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SCENE 


The Scene is laid throughout in the drawing-room of a house in Kensing- 
ton Gore. 


llie First Act is in 1860 
The Second Act is in 1885 
The Third Act is in 1912 



MILESTONES 


ACT ONE 

1860 

The Scene represents the drawing-room of a house in Kensington Gore. 
The house is quite new at the time: all the decorations, pictures and fur- 
niture are of the mid-Victorian period. On the left three long windows 
look out on Kensington Garde\is. On the right a large double door leads 
into the back drawing-room. A single door on the same side of the room 
leads to the hall and stairs. In the centre at back a large fireplace with a 
fire burning in it. The blinds and curtains are drawn; the lamps are 
lighted. 

It is about half -past nine at night of the 29th of December, 1860. 

MRS. RHEAD, a woman of nearly sixty, is sitting on the sofa, crocheting 
some lace, which is evidently destined to trim petticoats. Her hair is 
dressed in the style of 1840, though her dress is of the 1860 period. 
Near her, in an armchair, sits rose sibley, a gentle, romantic-looking 
girl of twenty-one, who is dressed in the height of fashion of the period. 
She is at work on a canvas wool-work pattern. Cups of after-dinner coffee 
stand near both ladies. 

MRS. R. Do permit me to look at lace now, instead, for Gertrude’s 

your work one moment, my dear trousseau. Will you have some more 

Rose. coflFee? 

ROSE. With pleasure, Mrs. Rhead. rose. No, thank you. 

MRS. R. Very pretty indeed. Noth- mrs. r. Just a drop. Gertrude, pom 

ing could be in better taste than out— (She looks about) Now where 

these Berlin wool patterns. has Gertrude disappeared to? 

ROSE. I got the design from the rose. She left the room some mO' 
Englishwomans Domestic Maga- ments ago. 
zine. It s to be one of three cushions 

for father’s study. MRS. r. Even between dinner and 

coffee she must be ofiF. 

MRS. R. I had an idea of doing the « 

same sort of thing for my husband, rose. But why? 

after we moved into the new 

house here, three years ago. But mrs. r. Do I know, my dear? Just 

then, when he died, I hadn’t the managing the house and managing 

heart to go on. So I’m crocheting it, and managing it. Upon my word, 
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Gertrude performs the duties of 
the place as if it were the foundry 
and she were John. My son and 
daughter are so alike. 

ROSE (interjecting enthusiastically). 
One’s as splendid as the other. 

MRS. R. She keeps account-books 
now. 

ROSE (rather startled). Of the 
house? 

MRS. R. (nods). And she says she 
shall show John a balance-sheet at 
quarter-day. Did you ever hear of 
such behaviour? 

ROSE. She always was very active, 
wasn’t she? It’s in the blood. 

MRS. R. It is not in mine, and I am 
her mother. No! It is all due to 
these modern ways; that is what it 
is. 

BOSE. I suppose « John’s rather 
pleased. 

MRS. R. Yes, John! But what about. 
yvir brother? Will he be pleased? 
Is Gertrude going to make him the 
wife his position demands? 

ROSE. I’m sure he’ll be delighted to 
have his house managed as this 
one’s managed. 

MRS. R. But will it stop at that? 
Once one begins these modern 
ways, one never knows where they 
*will end. • 

ROSE. I must say I was surprised 
she ever accept^ Sam. 

MBS. R. (deprecatingly) . Surprised? 
But why? 


ROSE. We Sibleys are such an ex- 
tremely old-fashioned family. Look 
at father! And I do believe Sam’s 
worse. Yes, I do believe Sam’s 
worse than father. Thank goodness 
they have your son for a partner- 
two such slow-coaches, as they are. 

MRS. R. Slow-coaches! My dear, 
remember the respect due to your 
father. 

• 

ROSE (eagerly). Oh, I adore father, 
and Sam, too! I wouldn’t have 
either of them altered for the 
world. But I do think Sam’s very 
fortunate in getting Gertrude. 

MRS. R. She also is very fortunate, 
very fortunate indeed. I have the 
highest respect for Sam’s character, 
and my hope and prayer is that 
he and Gertrude will influence each 
other for nothing but good. But, 
between you and me, my dear, the 
first six months will be— well— lively, 
to say the least. ( Gertrude rhead 
enters by the door from the hall, 
carrying in her hand a cloak of the 
latest pattern of the period. She is 
twenty-one, high-spirited, inde- 
pendent, afraid of no one.) 

ROSE. What on earths that, Ger- 
trude? 

GERT. I’ve just been upstairs to get 
it. Help me, will you? I wanted to 
show it you. (rose helps gertrude 
with the cloak) 1 only bought it 
today, with the money John gave 
me for Christmas. Thank you— 
Well? 

ROSE. Very daring, isn’t it? I sup- 
pose it’s quite the latest? 

GERT. Next year’s. Mother says it’s 
“fast.” 
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MRS. R. I hope you II put it away gert. (rather annoyed). It ought 
before the men come up. to work perfectly. 


GERT. (with assumed innocence). 
Why? 

MRS. R. Because Samuel will surely 
not approve of it. 

GERT. I bet you he will. 

MRS. R. Gertrude! ^ 

GERT. The truth is, Rose, mother s 
only taken a prejudice against it 
because I brought it home myself 
this afternoon in a hansom cab. 

ROSE (staggered). Alone? In a han- 
sonr cab? 

MRS. R. You may well be shocked, 
dear. My lady refuses the carriage, 
because of keeping the horses 
standing in this terrible frost. And 
then she actually hails a hansom- 
cabriolet! What Samuel would say 
if he knew I dare not imagine. 

GERT. Well, what harm is there in 
it, mamma darling? (Caresses her) 
I do wish you'd remember we're 
in the year 1860— and very near 
'61. You really must try to keep 
up with the times. Why, girls will 
be riding on the tops of omnibuses 
some day. 

ROSE (protesting), Gertrude! 

MRS. R. I hope I sha n’t live to see 
it. (Enter Thompson, a young 
butler, from the hall. He collects 
the coffee cups, putting them all 
on a tray,) 

GERT. Is the hot-water apparatus 
working properly, Thompson? 

THOMPSON. Moderate, miss. 


rose. What’s the hot-water ap- 
paratus? 

GERT. It’s for the bath-room, you 
know. 

ROSE. Yes. I know you’d got a bath- 
room. 

GERT. It’s just the latest device. 
John had it put in the week mother 
was down at Brighton. It was his 
Christmas surprise for her. 

ROSE. Yes, but I don’t understand. 

GERT. It’s quite simple. We have a 
boiler behind the kitchen range, 
and pipes carry the hot water up 
to the bath. There’s one tap for 
hot and another for cold. 

ROSE. How wonderful! 

GERT. So when you want a hot 
bath all you have to do— 

MRS. R. (drily). All we have to do 
is to tell cook to put down a shouL 
der of mutton to roast. Very mod- 
em! 

GERT. (caressing her mother again). 
Horrid old dear! Thompson, why 
is it working only moderately? 

THOMPSON (by the door) , No doubt 
because cook had orders that the 
beef was to be slightly underdone, 
miss. (Exit quickly with tray,) 

GtfRT. (to rose) . That was to please* 
your carnivorous daddy. Rose, and 
he never came. 

MRS. R. I do hope there’s been no 
trouble down at the foimdry be*' 
tween him and my son. 
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ROSE. So do I. 

GERT. Why are you both pretend- 
ing? You know perfectly well there 
has been trouble between them. 
You must have noticed the chilli- 
ness when our respective brothers 
met tonight. 

HOSE. I assure you, Gertrude, I 
know nothing. Sam said not a single 
word in the carriage. 

GERT. Well, wasn’t that enough? 
Or does he never speak in the 
carriage? 

ROSE {to MRS. rhead). Has John 
said anything? 

MRS. R. I understood you to say 
that the reason your father didn’t 
come to dinner was that he had an 
urgent appointment, quite unex- 
pectedly, at the last moment. 

ROSE. Yes, he asked me to tell you 
and make his excuses. 

GERT. Urgent appointment at his 
club— most likely! 

MRS. R. I wonder what the trouble 
can have been. 

GERT. You don’t, mother. You know! 
It’s the old story— Sam and hi*? 
father with their set ideas, pulling 
one way; and John with his go- 
ahead schemes, pulling the other— 
with the result 

*MRS. R. The result is that we’ve hdd 
one of the most mournful dinners 
tonight that I have ever had the 
pleasure of giving. 

GERT. I know! What a good thing 
we asked Ned Pym. If he hadn’t 


come to the rescue with his usual 
facetious, senseless chatter, I do 
believe Sam and John 

MRS. R. (quickly, stopping her). 
Here are the gentlemen! Gertrude, 
take that cloak off. ( Enter from the 
hall SAMUEL SIBLEY, NED PYM, and 
JOHN RHEAD. SAMUEL SIBLEY iS 

twenty-eight, heavy, with a serious 
face, a trifle pompous, hut with 
distinft dignity, ned pym, who is 
a little over twenty, is the young 
dandy of the day; handsome, tall, 
with excellent manners, which al- 
low him to carry off his facetious 
attitude rather successfully, joiin 
RHEAD comes last. He is twenty-five, 
full of determination and purpose. 
He knows what he wants and is 
going to get it.) 

MRS. R. (in a smooth tone to rose) . 
Have you seen the new number of 
Great Expectations, dear? 

NED. What’s this, Gertrude? Gha- 
rades? 

GERT. (flouncing her cloak half de- 
fiantly at sam). Paris! 

NED (coming between sam and 
Gertrude). Evidently it has lost 
nothing on the journey over. 

GERT. Ned, would you mind . . . 
I’m showing to to Sam. (To sam) 
Don’t you like it? 

SAM (forcing himself). On my be- 
trothed, yes. 

NED (facetiously). By the exercise 
of extreme self-control the lover 
conceals his enthusiasm for the 
cloak of his mistress. 

GERT. (appealing to sam). But you 
do like it— don’t you? 
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SAM (evasively), Isnt it rather 
original? 

GERT. Of course it is. That’s just 
the point. 

SAM (surprised). Just the point? 

GERT. (taking the cloak off and 
flinging it half pettishly on a chair ) . 
OhI 

JOHN. It’s original, and therefore it 
has committed a crime. (Looking 
at sam) Isn’t that it, Sam? 

SAM (gives JOHN a look and turns 
to MRS. RHEAD with an obvious 
intention of changing the conver- 
sation). What were you saying 
about Great Expectations, Mrs. 
Rhead? 

MRS. R. (at a loss). What were we 
saying about Great Expectations? 

NED. Well, I can tell you one thing 
about it; it’s made my expectations 
from my uncle smaller than ever. 
(He sits by mrs. rhead.) 

MRS. R. Oh, how is dear Lord 
Monkhurst? 

NED. He’s very well and quarrel- 
some, thank you. And his two sons, 
my delightful cousins, are also in 
excellent health. Well, as I was 
going to tell you; you know how 
my uncle has turned against Dick- 
ens since Little Dorrit. I happened 
to say something about Great Ex- 
ectations being pretty fairish, and 
e up and rode over me like a troop 
of cavalry. 

MRS. R. (puzzled). A troop of 
cavalry? 


*93 

NED. It was at his Christmas party, 
too, worse luck. He as good as 
told me I disagreed with him on 
purpose to annoy him. Now I can- 
not agree with him solely and sim- 
ply because he allows me seven 
hundred a year, can I? 

ROSE. Is he so difficult to get on 
with? 

NED. Difficult? He’s nothing but a 
faddist! An absolute old faddist! 
What can you do with a man that’s 
convinced that spirits ’ll turn his 
dining-table, and that Bacon wrote 
Shakespeare; and that the Benecia 
Boy’s a better man than Tom 
Sayers? 

MRS. R. It seems a great pity you 
cannot do something to please 
your uncle. 

NED. Would you believe it? He 
even wanted me to join the Rifle 
Volunteers. Now, I ask you, can 
you see me in the Rifle Volunteers, 
me among a lot of stockbrokers and 
chimney-sweeps? 

GERT. We cannot, Ned. 

NED. And in order to raise my pa- 
triotism last night— (Slapping hus 
knee violently) By Jove! (He 
jumps up) By Heavens! Jiggered! 
Jiggered! 

GERT. and HOSE. Ned! 

NED. I am a ruined man! You see 
bofore you, kind friends, a man • 
ruined and without hope! Last 
night my uncle sent me a ticket foj 
the launching of the Warrior. 

SAM (with a sneer). The Warrior! 
You didn’t miss much! 
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NED. But my beloved aunt was 
commanded to be in attendance on 
Her Royal Highness at the said 
function. . . . Well, I forgot all 
about it. I repeat I forgot all 
about it. My uncle will certainly 
call this the last straw. There will 
be no quarterly cheque for me on 
New Year s Day. 

ROSE. What is the Warrior? 

JOHN {bursting out). The Warrior 
Js a steam-frigate— first vessel of the 
British Navy to be built entirely 
of iron. She’s over six thousand 
tons burden, and she represents 
the beginning of a new era in iron. 

ROSE {adoringly). How splendid! 

JOHN {responding quickly to her 
mood). Ah, you agree with me! 

ROSE {enthusiastically). Of course! 
{She breaks off self-consciously) 
Of course I agree with you. 

JOHN {after a slight pause— 
quickly). This 29th of December 
marks a great day in the history 
of the British Navy. 

SAM {with a slight superior smile, 
trying to be gay). Nonsense. All 
this day marks is the folly of the 
Admiralty. You may take it as an 
absolute rule that whatever the 
Admiralty does is wrong. Always 
has been, always will be. The 
Great Eastern was the champion 
White Elephant of the age. And 
now the Warrior has gone her one 
better. * 

JOHN. Sam, you don’t know what 
you’re saying. How can you talk 
about the Warrior when you’ve 
never even so much as laid eyes 
on the ship? 


SAM. Well, have you? 

JOHN. Yes— I went to the launch to- 
day. 

SAM. You? 

MRS. R. Why did you go, John? 
You never said a word to me. 

JOHN. I went on business. 

SAM.^ You told me you had an ap- 
pointment with the bank. 

JOHN. I only said that because I 
couldn’t stop to argue just then. 

SAM. So you said what wasn’t so. 

JOHN. I said what was necessary at 
the moment. I wasn’t going to 
leave you in the dark; never fear. 

SAM {curtly controlling himself), 
I see. (A slight pause, then sam 
turns abruptly to Gertrude and 
says gently) Come and sing, dear. 
I haven’t heard you sing for over 
a fortnight. 

GERT. {moved by the quarrel— after 
a pause in a low voice) , What shall 
I sing? 

SAM. Sing Nita, Juanita, 

GERT. No! I heard Madame Sainton 
Dolby sing it last week. 

SAM. Do!— to please me. ( Gertrude 
turns towards the double doors 
and goes off in silence with sam. 
NED is about to follow instantly, 
but MRS. RHEAD stops him,) 

MRS. R. {whispering). Give them 
just one instant alone. 
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NED. I beg pardon. My innocence 
at fault. {The song is heard. A 
pause) Is that long enough? (mrs. 
RHEAD taps him, then she goes off 
after the others, followed by ned. 
A slight pause.) 

ROSE {moving towards the doors). 
What a lovely voice she has! 

JOHN {abruptly, closing the doors). 
I want to talk to you. » 

ROSE {nervous and self-conscious). 
To me? 

JOHN. I wish rd asked you to come 
to that launch. 

ROSE. Where was it? 

JOHN. At Greenhithe; only two sta- 
tions beyond the foundry. Would 
you have come? 

ROSE, I should have loved to . . . 
if Gertrude had come too. 

JOHN {musing). You should have 
seen her go into the water— the 
wave she made! All that iron— and 
rivets! Iron, mind you. . . . And 
then float like a cork. I never was 
at a launch before, and it gave me 
a thrill, I can tell you. And Tm not 
easily thrilled. 

ROSE {adoringly, but restraining 
herself). I’m sure you’re not. I do 
wish I’d seen it. It must have been 
almost sublime. 

JOHN. You’d have understood. You’d 
have felt like I did. Do you know 
how I know that? 

ROSE {shaking her head). No— 
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JOHN. By the way you said “how 
splendid” when I was telling the 
others just now. 

ROSE. Really! 

JOHN. Fact! That gave me more 
encouragement in my schemes than 
any words I ever heard. 

ROSE. Please don’t say that. Ger- 
trude is always on your side. She’s 
so like you in every way. 

JOHN. Yes, Gertrude’s all right. 
But she’s got no poetry in her, Ger- 
trude hasn’t. That’s the difference 
between you and her. She’s very 
go-ahead; but she doesn’t feel. You 
feel. 

ROSE {breathless). Do I, John? 
{She looks down.) 

JOHN. I’ll tell you something— tears 
came into my eyes when that frig- 
ate took the water. Couldn’t help 
it! (rose raises her eyes to his) In 
thirty years every big ship in the 
world will be built of iron. Very 
few people today believe in iron 
for ship-building and I know 
there’s a lot of silly, easy sarcasm 
about it— especially in the papers. 
But it’s coming! It’s coming! 

rose {religiously). I’m sure you’re 
right. 

JOHN. If only your father and your 
brother thought as you do! 

RdsE {faintly). Yes. 

JOHN. I’m in the minority, you see; 
two partners against one. If my 
father had lived, I know which 
side he*d have been on! I shouldn’t 
have been in the minority then. 
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ROSE. You’d have been equal. 

JOHN {enthusiastically). Nol We 
should certainly have rolled your 
excellent father and brother straight 
into the Thames! 

ROSE {amiably protesting). 
Please 

JOHN {smiling). Forgive me— you 
know what I mean, don’t you? 

ROSE. I love to see you when you 
are enthusiastic! 

JOHN. It’s so plain. We’ve got prob- 
ably the largest iron foundry on 
Thames-side. But our business isn’t 
increasing as quickly as it used to 
do. It can’t. We’ve come to about 
the limit of expansion on present 
lines. Ship-building is simply wait- 
ing for us. There it is—asking to be 
picked up! We’re in iron. We know 
all about iron. The ships of the fu- 
ture will be built of nothing but 
iron. And we’re right in the middle 
of the largest port in the world. 
What more can anyone want? But 
no! They won’t see it! They— will— 
not— see— it! 

ROSE. I wonder why they won’t! 

JOHN. Simply because they can’t. 

ROSE. Then one oughtn’t to blame 
them. 

JOHN. Blame them! Good Heavens, 
no! I don’t blame them. I’m fond 
of them, and I rather feel for thAn. 
But that’s just why I want to smash 
them to smithereens! They’ve got 
to yield. The people who live in 
the past must yield to the people 
who live in the future. Otherwise, 
the earth would begin to turn the 


other way round, and we should 
be back again in the eighteenth 
century before we knew where we 
were, making for the Middle Ages. 

ROSE. Then you think a conflict is 
unavoidable? 

JOHN. Absolutely unavoidable! 
That’s the point. It’s getting nearer 
every hour. . . . Why is your father 
not here tonight? 

ROSE. I don’t know, but I was 
afraid 

JOHN. I know and Sam knows. It 
must be because he has heard 
somehow of an enterprise I am 
planning, and the news has upset 
him. He’s vexed. 

ROSE. Poor dear old thing! Then 
you’ve started a scheme already? 

JOHN {nods). I have. But I can’t 
carry it out alone. 

ROSE. If there is one man in the 
world who could stand alone, I 
should have said you were that 
man. 

JOHN. I know. That’s the impression 
I give. And yet nobody ever needed 
help more than I do. I’m not all 
on the surface, you know. 

ROSE. What sort of help? 

JOHN. Sympathy— understanding. 

ROSE {low). I see. 

JOHN. Of course you see! And that’s 
why I suddenly decided I must 
have a bit of a chat with you— this 
very night. It’s forced on me. And 
I feel I’m rather forcing it on you. 
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But I can't help it—honestly I can't. 
Rose, you're on my side, aren't 
you? 

ROSE. I believe you're in the right. 

JOHN. Would you like to see me 
win— ( silence ) —or lose? 

ROSE. I don't think I could bear to 
see you beaten. 

JOHN. Well, then, help me! When 
you look at me with that trustful 
look of yours, I can do anything— 
anything No other woman's eyes 
ever had the same effect on me. It's 
only because you believe in me. 
No, that isn't the only reason; it 
isn't the chief reason. The chief 
reason is that I'm in love with you 
—there you have itl 

ROSE (sinking her head). Oh! 

JOHN (coming to her). Curious! 
I've known you all my life. But I 
wasn't aware of all that you meant 
to me, until these difficulties began. 
You're essential to me. You can't 
imagine how much depends on 
just you! 

ROSE. Really? 

JOHN. You’re too modest, too wom- 
anly to realise it. Why, sometimes 
a tone of yours, a mere inflection, 
almost knocks me over— You aren’t 
crying, surely? What are you crying 
for? 

ROSE. It's too much for me, coming 
like this, with ix) warning. 

JOHN. Rose, be mine! I'll work for 
you, I'll succeed for you. No woman 
in this country shall have a finer 
position than yours. 
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ROSE. I don't want a fine position— 
except for you. 

JOHN. I'm not hard, really. 

ROSE. But I like you to be hard. 
It's when you're inflexible and 
brutal that I like you the most. 

JOHN. Then you do like me a little 
—sometimes? (Kisses her hands,) 

ROSE. I can’t help telling you. I 
didn't hope for this. Yes, I did. 
But the hope seemed absurd. Is 
this real— now? 

JOHN. My love! 

ROSE. John, you say I don't realise 
how much I mean to you. Perhaps 
I do though. But it's impossible for 
you to realise how I want to give 
my life to you, to serve you. No 
man could realise that. A woman 
could. I shall be your slave, (john 
looks at her with a little start) Yes, 
I know it sounds queer for me to 
be talking like this. But I must. It 
thrills me to tell you. ... I shall 
be your slave. 

JOHN. Don't make me afraid, my 
darling! 

ROSE. Afraid? 

JOHN. Afraid of being unworthy. 

ROSE. Please. ... (A slight pause) 
Has the singing stopped? 

joAn. a long time ago. 

ROSE. They'll be coming in, per- 
haps. 

JOHN (vaguely without conviction). 
No. 
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POSE. What will your mother and 
Gertrude say? 

JOHN. You know as well as I do, 
they’ll be absolutely delighted. 

POSE. And father? 

JOHN (alertly). Rose, you’re mine, 
whatever happens? 

ROSE. Oh, nothing must happen 
nowl Nothing shall happen! 

JOHN. But suppose I couldn’t carry 
out my scheme without quarrelling 
with your father? And he refused 
his consent to our being married? 

ROSE. My heart would be yours for 
ever and ever. But I couldn’t marry 
without father’s consent. 

JOHN. But 

ROSE. I couldn’t 

JOHN. Why not? 

ROSE. It would not be right. 

JOHN. But you love me? 

ROSE. Yes, but I love father, too. 
And he’s getting very old. And he’s 
very dependent on me. In any case 
to give me up would be a great 
sacrifice for him. To lose me against 
his will-well, I don’t know what 
would happen! 

JOHN. As things are just now— he’s 
^ bound to refuse. 

ROSE. But are you so sure he won’t 
have anything to do with your 
scheme? 

jow. You heard Sam! 


ROSE. Yes; but you haven’t dis- 
cussed your plans very thoroughly 
with Sam. He seemed quite sur- 
prised. 

JOHN. Suppose I speak to Sam to- 
night; tell him everything. At any 
rate, I shall know then where I 
stand. 

ROSE. Tonight? 

« 

JOHN. Now! I might win him over. 
Anyhow, he’ll do what he can to 
make things smooth for us with 
your father— surely! After all, he’s 
engaged to Gertrude! 

ROSE. Just as you think best. , . . 
And Sam’s very fond of me, though 
he never shows it. 

JOHN. Let me get it over now, in- 
stantly. Will you go in to the 
others? (rose looks at him in si- 
lence, then rises and goes to the 
double doors, john stops her and 
solemnly and passionately kisses 
her, then opens the doors and she 
passes through,) 

JOHN (calling into the other room), 
I say, Sam! Mother, I want a word 
with Sam alone, (samuel enters 
by the double doors, john closes 
them behind him.) 

SAM (suspicious, and not over 
friendly). What is it? Not business, 
I hope? 

JOHN (with a successful effort to be 
cordial) , No, no! 

SAM (following John’s lead, and to 
make conversation), I was wonder- 
ing what you and Rosie were 
puavering about. 
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JOHN. Samuel, you Ve gone right 
into the bulls-eye at the first shot— 
Sam. IVe just been through a very 
awkward moment. 

SAM. Oh, I see! That’s it, is it? 

JOHN. I’ve made a proposal of mar- 
riage to my partner’s sister. Star- 
tling, ain’t it? 

SAM. No! If you care to knew, I 
was talking to your mother about 
it last week. 

JOHN. About what? 

SAM. About the betting odds— 
whether it was more likely to come 
off this year or next. Your mother 
was right, and I was wrong— by a 
couple of days. 

JOHN (startled). But you’d none of 
you the slightest ground. I’ve never 
shown— Certainly Rose has never 
shown 

SAM (teasinghj) . No, of course not. 
But you know how people will 
gossip, and jump to conclusions, 
don’t you? I know, I went through 
it myself, not very long ago either. 
1 remember the clever way in 
which you all knew about it before 
I’d got half-way to the end of my 
first sentence. 

JOHN. Sam, you’re devilish funny. 

SAM. Even the dullest old Tory is 
funny once in his life. Am I right 
in assuming that Rose did not un- 
conditionally refuse your offer? 

JOHN. She did me the honour to 
accept it. 

SAM. I must confess Tm not entirely 
surprised that she didn’t spurn yoUt 
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JOHN. All right, old cock. Keep it 
up. I don’t mind. But when you’re 
quite done, you might congratulate 
me. 

SAM (not effusively). I do, of 
course. 

JOHN. I suppose you’ll admit, even 
as a brother, that I’d have to go 
rather far before I met a woman 
with half Rose’s qualities. 

SAM. Yes, Rosie’s all right. Of 
course she’s cold; she hasn’t got 
what I call poetry in her. That’s the 
difference between her and Ger- 
trude. 

JOHN (facing him). Do you hon- 
estly think Rose has no poetry in 
her? Rose? 

SAM. Easy does it, my tulip! Have 
it your own way! 

JOHN (good-humouredly). I sup- 
pose where sisters are concerned, 
all brothers are alike. 

SAM. Well, I’m looking at one. 
We’re a pair. 

JOHN. Shake! (They shake hands, 
SAM rather perfunctorily) Now, 
Sam, I’m going to rely on you. 

SAM. What for? 

JOHN. I don’t think you had any 
fault to find with my attitude to- 
wards your engagement, had you? 
I '^welcomed it with both arms. 
Well, I want you to do the same 
with me. 

SAM. But, my dear fellow, I’m no- 
body in the affair. You’re the head 
of a family; I’m not. 
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JOHN. But you have enormous in- 
fluence with the head of a family, 
my boy. 

SAM (rather falsely). Why I Are 
you anticipating trouble with the 
governor? 

JOHN. Tm not anticipating it— but 
you know as well as I do— probably 
much better— that he ain’t very 
friendly disposed this last day or 
two. The plain truth is— he’s sulk- 
ing. Now why? Nothing whatever 
has passed between us except just 
every-day business. 

SAM. Well, the fact is, he suspects 
you’re keeping something nasty up 
your sleeve for him. 

JOHN. Has he told you? 

SAM ( somewhat pugnaciously ) . 
Yes, he has. 

JOHN. And what is it I’m supposed 
to have up my sleeve? 

SAM. Look here. Jack. I’m not here 
to be cross-examined. If there’s 
anything up your sleeve, you’re the 
person to know what it is. It’s not 
my sleeve we’re talking about. Why 
don’t you play with the cards on 
the table? 

JOHN. I’m only too anxious to play 
with the cards on the table. 

SAM. Then it is business you really 
wanted to talk about after all! t 

JOHN (movement of irritation con- 
cealed), 1 expect your father’s 
heard about me and Macleans, 
though how it’s got abroad I can’t 
imagine. 


SAM. Macleans? Macleans of Green- 
hithe? 

JOHN. Yes. That’s what’s worrying 
the old man, isn’t it? 

SAM. I don’t know. 

JOHN. He hasn’t mentioned Mac- 
leans to you? 

SAM.iHe has not. He isn’t a great 
talker, you know. He merely said 
to me he suspected you were up 
to something. 

JOHN. And what did you say? 

SAM. Briefly, I said I thought you 
were. (Disgustedly) But, by gadi 
I never dreamed you were hobnob- 
bing with the Maclean gang. 

JOHN. Macleans are one of the old- 
est ship-building firms in the South 
of England. I went to the launch 
today with Andrew Maclean. 

SAM. What’s ship-building got to 
do with us? 

JOHN. It’s got nearly everything to 
do with us. Or it will have. Now 
listen, Sammy. I’ve arranged a pro- 
visional agreement for partnership 
between Macleans and ourselves. 

SAM. You’ve 

JOHN. Half a minute. Macleans are 
rather flattered at the idea of a 
connection with the august firm of 
Sibley, Rhead and Sibley. 

SAM. By God! I should think they 
were. (Walks away.) 

JOHN. They’ve had an output of 
over 25,000 tons this year. All 
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wood. Naturally they want to go 
in for iron. They’ll pay handsomely 
for our help and experience. In 
fact, IVe got a draft agreement, my 
boy, that is simply all in our fa- 
vour. 

SAM. Did you seriously suppose 

JOHN. Let me finish. It’s a brilliant 
agreement. In three years it’ll mean 
the doubling of our business. lAnd 
we shall have the satisfaction of 
being well-established in the great 
industry of the future. Your father’s 
old. I don’t expect him to be very 
enthusiastic about a new scheme. 
But you’re young, and you can in- 
fluence him. He’ll be retiring soon, 
and you and I will be together- 
just the two of us. We’re marrying 
each other’s sisters. And we shall 
divide an enormous fortune, my 
boy. 

SAM. And have you had the im- 
pudence to try to make an agree- 
ment behind our backs? 

JOHN {controlling himself). I’ve 
made no agreement. I’ve only got 
the offer. It’s open to you to refuse 
or accept. I only held my tongue 
about it so as to keep the job as 
easy as possible. 

SAM. You had no right to approach 
anyone without consulting us. 

JOHN. I was going to tell you to- 
morrow. But I guessed from your 
father’s attitude these last two days 
that something had leaked out. 
That’s why I’m telling you first, 
Sam— tonight. Come now, look at 
the thing calmly— reasonably. Don’t 
condemn it oflfiiand. A very great 
deal depends on your decision- 
more than you thii^. 


SAM. I don’t see that anything par- 
ticular depends on my decision. If 
we refuse, we refuse. And we shall 
most decidedly refuse. 

JOHN. But it’s impossible you should 
be so blind to the future! Impos- 
sible! 

SAM. See here, John! Don’t you 
make the mistake of assuming that 
any man who doesn’t happen to 
agree with you is a blind fool. To 
begin with, it isn’t polite. I know 
you do think we’re blind, old- 
fashioned, brainless dolts, father 
and I. We’ve both felt that for some 
time. 

JOHN. I think you’re blind to the 
future of iron ships, that’s all. 

SAM. Well, shall I tell you what we 
think of you? We think you’ve got 
a bee in your bonnet. That’s all. 
We think you’re a faddist in the 
style of Ned Pym’s noble uncle! 

JOHN (hw lips curling). Me like 
Lord Monkhurst! Ha! 

SAM. Precisely. Don’t you go and 
imagine that all the arguments are 
on one side. They aren’t. Five- 
sixths of the experts in England 
have no belief whatever in the fu- 
ture of iron ships. You know that! 
Iron ships indeed! And what about 
British oak? Would you build 
ships of the self-same material as 
bridges? Why not stone ships, then? 
Oh, yes, I know there’s a number 
offfaddists up and down the land— 
anything in ihe nature of a novelty 
is always bound to attract a cer- 
tain type of brain. Unfortunately 
we happen to have tliat type of 
brain just now in the Cabinet. I 
quite agree with my father that the 
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country is going to the dogs. An- 
other Reform Bill this yearl And 
actually an attempt to repeal the 
paper duty. But, of course, people 
who believe in iron ships would 
naturally want to unsettle the in- 
dustrial classes by a poisonous 
flood of cheap newspapers! How- 
ever, we ve had enough common- 
sense left to knock both those 
schemes on the head. And IVe no 
doubt the sagacity of the country 
will soon also put an end to this 
fantastic notion of iron ships. 

JOHN (quietly), I see. 

SAM. Oh, don’t think I’m not fond 
of iron! Iron means as much to 
me as it does to you. But I flatter 
myself I can keep my balance. 
(More quietly) We didn’t expect 
this of you, John, with your in- 
tellect. 

JOHN (as before). Very well. 

SAM. I’ve made it clear, haven’t I? 

JOHN. Quite. 

SAM. That’s all right. 

JOHN (still quietly). Only I shall 
dissolve partnership. 

SAM. Dissolve partnership? What 
for? ^ 

JOHN. I shall go on with Macleans 
alone. 

, 8AM. You don’t mean it. 

t 

pHN. I mean every single word 
of it! (He rises. They look at each 
other,) 

SAM. Then I can tell you one thing! 
You won’t marry Rosie. 


JOHN. Why sha’n’t I marry Rosie? 

SAM. After such treachery. 

JOHN (raising his voice) , Treachery! 
I merely keep my own opinion— 
I leave you to yours. 

SAM. Do you think father will let 
you drag Rose into this fatuous 
scheme of yours? Do you think he’ll 
give Jiis daughter to a traitor? 

JOHN (sarcastic and cold). Don’t 
get on stilts. ( Then suddenly burst- 
ing out) And what has my marriage 
got to do with you? When I want 
your father’s opinion. I’ll go to your 
father for it. 

SAM. Don’t try to browbeat me, 
John. I know my father’s mind, and 
what’s more, you know I know it. 
And I repeat, my father will never 
let his daughter marry a 

JOHN (shouting). Silence! (Enter 
MRS. RHEAD by the double doors, 
followed by ned pym, Gertrude 
and ROSE. The women remain si- 
lent. ) 

NED (facetiously coming forward). 
Why silence? Go on. We’ve only 
come in because we thought it 
might interest us. What’s it all 
about? A hint will suffice. 

JOHN. Ned, you’re a blundering 
donkey, and you wiU be a blunder- 
ing donkey to the end of your life. 

NED. My one desire is to please. 

GERT. (coming to sam, in a quiet, 
firm tone). Sam, what’s the matter? 

SAM. Nothing! We must go! Rosie, 
get ready. (Very respectfully to 
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MRS. rhead) Tm sorry to break up 
the evening. 

CERT. But you can't go like this. 

SAM (with deference). My dear 
Gertrude, please leave matters to 
your brother and me. You re a 
woman, and there are things 

GERT. (stopping him). It is pos- 
sible I am a woman, but Tm a, rea- 
sonable creature, and I intend to be 
treated as such. 

MRS. R. (very upset). My dear 
child, remember you are speaking 
to your future husband. 

GERT. That’s just why I’m speaking 
as I am. I ask Sam what’s the 
matter— (Scornfully)— and he says 
"Nothing.” Am I a child? Are we 
all children? 

SAM (curtly). Come, now, Rose. 

GERT. And why must Rose go oflF 
like this? She’s engaged to John. 

SAM. Who told you? 

Sid 

GERT. Her eyes told me when she 
came out of this room. 

MRS. R. We all knew it, and no 
word said. We’ve been expecting 
it for weeks, (mrs. rhead and rose 
embrace . ) 

SAM. You are mistaken, Gertrude. 
Rose is not engaged to John, and 
she is not likely to be. 

GERT. You object? 

SAM. I do, and I know my father 
well. 
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GERT. You object to John for a 
brother-in-law? John! Why?~You 
might at least condescend to tell 
Rosie, if not me. It’s an aflFair that 
rather interests her, you see. 

SAM. If you must know, is 

going to leave our firm 

MRS. R. John? 

SAM. He thinks my far/^er and 1 
are old-fashioned, and so he’s leav- 
ing us. 

MRS. R. John! Leave the firm. Surely 
you’re not thinking of breaking up 
Rhead and Sibley? 

SAM. Sibley, Rhead— and Sibley. 

MRS. R. It was Rhead and Sibley in 
my young days, when your father 
and John’s were founding it. John, 
you cannot mean it! 

SAM (sarcastically). He’s going to 
build iron ships. 

GERT. And is that any reason why 
you should make poor Rosie un* 
happy and spoil her life? 

SAM. I do not propose to argue. 

GERT. The man who does not pro- 
pose to argue with me is not going 
to be my husband. 

MRS. R. Gertrude! 

GE^T. (looking at sam). I mean it. 
(sAM bows.) 

MRS. R. Please don’t listen to her, 
Sam. 

SAM. All my apologies, Mrs. Rhead. 
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GEBT. And you, Rosie, what do you 
say to all this? 

ROSE {humbly and tearfully), I— I 
hardly understand. Sam, what is 
the matter? 

JOHN {coming to rose). It’s quite 
simple. I believe in the future of 
iron ships and I have the courage 
of my convictions. Therefore you 
are not to be allowed to marry me. 
You see the connection is perfectly 
clear. But you shall marry me, all 
the samel 

SAM {confidently). You don’t know 
my sister. 

NED {to SAM, facetiously) , And you 
don’t know John. 

SAM {turning to ned, firmly), Ned, 
go and order my carriage, there’s 
a good fellow. 

NED {going off by the door into the 
hall). Oh, very well. {He closes 
the door behirid him,) 

MRS. R. John, John, why are you 
so set in your own ideas? Every- 
thing was going perfectly smoothly. 
We were all so happy. And now 
you must needs fall out with your 
partners over iron ships. Do you 
refer your iron ships to Rose’s 
appiness and your own? Is every- 
thing to be sacrificed to iron ships? 

JOHN. There need be no question of 
sacrifice, if 

SAM. If you can have it your own 
way. Of course. Mrs. Rhead, your 
son wants to risk the ruin of all of 
us. Now, so far as we Sibleys are 
concerned, we won’t allow him to 
do so. If he still persists in his pur- 


pose, very well, that’s his look-out. 
Only—he can hardly be surprised 
if Rose’s family object— and very 
strongly— to letting him make her 
his wife. One does not entrust one’s 
daughter or one’s sister to a traitor. 

GERT. Sam, don’t be childishi 

SAM {drawing himself up), I beg 
your pardon. 

t 

MRS. R. John, I’m your mother. 
Listen to me. Give up this idea of 
yours. For my sake— for the sake of 
all of us. 

JOHN. I cannot. 

MRS. R. But if it means so much 
unhappiness. 

JOHN. I should be ashamed of my- 
self if I gave it up. I believe in it. 
It’s my religion. 

MRS. R. John, I beg you not to be 
profane. 

JOHN {a little quieter), I cannot 
give up my idea, mother. I should 
be a coward to give it up. I should 
be miserable for the rest of my 
days. I could never look anyone in 
the face, not even my wife. {Enter 
NED from the hall.) 

NED {to SAM in a flunkey* s voice). 
Carriage is waiting, my lord. 

SAM. Now, Rosel Good evening, 
Mrs. Rhead. 

GERT. Just a moment. {Drawing a 
ring off her finger) Ned! Hand this 
ring to Mr. Sibley with my com- 
pliments. 

NED. Must I? 
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GERT. Yes. 

NED (taking the ring). The donkey 
becomes a beast of burden. (Hand- 
ing ring to sam) Sam, you get this, 
but you lose something that’s worth 
a lot more. 

SAM (taking the ring). Of course 
I have no alternative. 

ROSE. Good-bye, John. 

MRS. R. John, she’s going. Will you 
let her? 

JOHN (rigidly). I cannot give up 
my idea. 

SAM (going into the hall as rose 
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stands hesitating). Come along, 
child. I’m waiting. 

ROSE (moving a step towards 
John). Stick to your idea! Let me 
go! I love you all the more for it! 

JOHN. Don’t worry. Rose. The fu- 
ture is on our side. 

ROSE (looking straight at him). 

I (Her emotion gets the better 

of her; she turns quickly and hur- 
ries from the room). 

GERT. (blankly, in spite of herself). 
The future! (She sinks down on a 
sofa and bursts into sobs, john 
stands, looking after rose. ) 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 

1885 

The Scene represents the same drawing-room as in Act One. But twenty- 
five years have passed. We are now in the year 1885. Consequently great 
changes have occurred. The furniture has been re-arranged and added 
to. The flowered carpet of the first Act has given place to an Indian 
carpet. There are new ornaments amongst some of the old ones. The 
room is over-crowded with furniture in the taste of the period. 

It is about four d clock of an afternoon in June. The curtains are drawn 
back and the sun is shining brightly outside. 

ROSE SIBLEY, now MRS. JOHN RHEAD, forty-six years of age and dressed 
in the fashion of 1885, her hair slightly grey at the temples, is seated writ- 
ing some notes at a desk near the windows, ned pym enters from the hall, 
followed by john rhead. The former has developed into a well-preserved, 
florid, slightly self-sufficient man of forty-six. The latter, now fifty, has 
not changed so much physically except that his hair is grey and his fea- 
tures have become much firmer. But his manner has grown ei'^n more 
self-assured than it was in the first Act. He is in fact a person of authority; 
the successful man whose word is law. 
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JOHN. Oh, you are there, Rosie. Ive 
brought a person of importance to 
see you. 

ROSE (rising), Ned — (They shake 
hand&,) 

NED. Now please don’t say what 
you were going to say. 

ROSE. And what was I going to 
say? 

NED. That I’m quite a stranger 
since I came into the title. 

ROSE (curtseying and teasing). 
Lord Monkhurst, we are only too 
flattered— I was merely going to say 
that you look younger than ever. 

NED (seriously). Don’t I? That’s 
what everyone says. Time leaves 
me quite unchanged, don’t you 
know. 

JOHN. In every way. How old are 
you, Ned? 

NED (with a sigh). Well, I shall 
never see thirty again. 

JOHN. What about forty? 

NED. Or forty either. But my proud 
boast is I’m nearer forty than fifty. 

10HN. Well, it can only be by a 
couple of months. 

.OfED. Sh!— It’s a lot more than you 
^ay, Jack, 

« 

^HN. I was fifty in April. There’s 
just five years’ difference between 
uS« 

(to Ned). You look more like 
Jeim’s son. 


NED. Say nephew; don’t be too 
hard on him, 

ROSE. But I do wish you would go 
out of mourning. It doesn’t suit 
you. 

NED. Not these beautiful continua- 
tions? 

ROSE. Nol 

■ 

NED. Well, I’m awfully sorry. But 
I can’t oblige you yet. Please re- 
member I’ve got three sudden 
deaths to work off. I think that 
when a man loses a harsh but be- 
loved uncle in a carriage accident, 
and two amiable cousins through 
a misunderstanding about toad- 
stools, all in twelve months, why— 
(gesture)— the least he can do is to 
put himself unreservedly into the 
hands of his tailor. 

ROSE. I — 

JOHN (stopping her, kindly but 
rather tyrannically). Now enough 
of this graceful badinage. JNed and 
I are here on business. What are 
you up to, there. Rose? 

ROSE (with eager submissiveness). 
I was doing the invitations for the 
dinner, or rather for the reception. 

JOHN. Good. I’ve got some more 
names in my study. You’d better 
come in there with me. 

BOSE. Yes, love. 

NED. Am I invited to this dinner? 
I generally get very hungry about 
eight o’clock at nights. 

ROSE (teasing). Yes, 1 think 1 put 
you, down. It’s our wedding-day. 
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NED. Don't tell me how long you've 
been married. It would age me! 

ROSE. Considering that we have a 
daughter who is turned twenty- 
two. 

JOHN. Yes, Ned, you must face the 
facts bravely. Old Mr. Sibley died 
in January, 1860 — 

ROSE. Sixty-one, love. 

JOHN (after a frown at being cor- 
rected), Sixty-one. And we were 
married in June of the following 
year. Surely you recall the face 
Sam pulled when he gave my little 
Rosie away. 

ROSE. But, love, it was a great con- 
cession for him to give me away 
at all, wasn't it? 

JOHN. Oh, yes! 

ROSE. By the bye, he's coming up 
to town this afternoon. 

JOHN. What, here? 

NED. Oh! But I ought to see old 
Sam. 

ROSE. Stay for tea, and you'll see 
him and his wife, too. 

NED. His wife? His what did you 
say? 

ROSE. Now, Ned, it's no use pre- 
tending you don't know all about 
it. 

NED. I remember hearing a couple 
of years ago, before I went to In- 
dia, that Sam had staggered his 
counting-house by buying one of 
these new type-writing machii^ef. 
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and getting a young woman to 
work it for him. 

ROSE. That's the person. Her name 
is Nancy. 

NED. Is it? Only fancy; Nancy, 
Nancy, in the counting-house! I say 
—are these girl-clerks or clerk-girls 
going to be a regular thing? What's 
coming over the world? 

JOHN (shakes his head). Passing 
craze! Goes with all this Votes-for^ 
Women agitation and so on. You'll 
see, it won't last a year— not a year! 
Of course, Sam— susceptible bach- 
elor of fifty and over— just the mari 
to fall a victim. Inevitable! 

ROSE. She's a very well-meaning, 
honest creature. 

NED. You intimate with her, Rose? 

ROSE. I went to see her several 
times after she had her baby. 
They're living at Brockley. 

NED. Baby! Brockley! No more 
typewriting then. The tj'pewriter 
has served its turn— eh? Of course 
it was a great catch for her. 

JOHN. Yes, but it wouldn't have 
been if Samuel hadn't sold out. 

NED. How much did he retire with 
about? 

JOHN. Well, you see he was losing 
three thousand a year. He got 
£20,000 net cash. 

NED. I'm not a financier, but 
£20,000 cash in exchange for a 
loss of £3,000 a year doesn't 
seem so bad! Think of the money 
he'd have made though, if he’a 
taken up with your ideas! 
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folly of iron ships? And the bee in 
my bonnet? (Laughs) There were 
only four wooden steamships built 
in this country last year. The rest 
were iron; and I was responsible 
for half a dozen of em. 

NED. What s all this talk about steel 
for ships? 

JOHN (disdainfully). Just talk. 

NED. Well, of course, if you’re 
building at the rate of six steamers 
a year, I can understand your gen- 
erosity in the matter of subscrip- 
tions. 

ROSE. He is generous, isn’t he? 

NED. Told your wife about your 
latest contribution? 

JOHN. No, I was just going to. 

ROSE (proudly). John tells me 
everything. 

JOHN. And Rosie always approves, 
don’t you, Rosie? Ah! The new 
generation can’t show such wives. 

ROSE (eagerly). Well? 

JOHN. I’ve decided to give ten thou- 
sand pounds to the party funds— 
politics, you know. 

NED. You see, it’s to save the coun- 
try. That’s what it amounts to 
practically, in these days. 1 know, 
since I’ve gone into politics. • 

ROSE. How noble! I’m so glad, 
John. 

NED. And the great secret— shall I 
teU her, or will you. Jack? 


NED. How should you like your 
husband to be a baronet. Rose? 

ROSE. A baronet? 

NED. Sir John Rhead, Bart., and 
Lady Rhead! 

ROSE (ecstatic). Is he going to be? 

« 

NED. As soon as our side comes into 
power— and we shall be in power 
in a month. John’ll be on the next 
Honours’ List. 

ROSE. In a month! 

NED. The Budget’s bound to be 
thrown out. They’re trying to in- 
crease the taxes on beer and 
spirits— I’ve studied the question 
deeply. I know what will happen. 

ROSE. How magnificent! 

JOHN. Then you approve? (Rose 
kisses John fondly) That’s all we’ve 
called in for, just to make sure. 

ROSE (weeping). I — 

JOHN. What’s the matter? 

ROSE. I’m only sorry we haven’t 
had a son. 

NED. There, there! I’m sure you did 
your best. Rose. 

ROSE (to John). Are they making 
you a baronet because you’re giv^ 
ing ten thousand to the party 
funds? 

NED. My dear woman! Of course 
not’ That's pure coincidence. 

ROSE (convinced). Oh! 
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NED. Your beloved John will be 
made a baronet solely on account 
of his splendid services to com- 
merce. Doesn't he deserve it? 

ROSE. No one better. Do you know, 
I can scarcely believe it. Who—? 
Tell me all about it. 

JOHN. Well, it's thanks to Ned in 
the first place. 

ROSE. To Ned? 

NED (pretending to be hurt). You 
needn't be so surprised, Rose. You 
seem to be unaware that I’ve gone 
into politics. Don’t you read the 
newspapers? 

ROSE. No, I leave the newspapers 
to my daughter. 

NED. If you did, you'd know that I 
made a sensation in the Indian 
Debate, in the House of Lords. All 
that Afghanistan business, don't 
you know. 

ROSE. Really! 

NED. Oh, I became quite a nob, at 
once. Bit of luck me having gone 
to India, wasn't it? I'd spent the 
best part of a month in India; so, 
of course, I knew all about it. 

ROSE (solemnly). Of course. 

NED. The leader of the Opposition 
said I had a great future! 

JOHN. No doubt. 

NED (simply). I shall specialise in 
India and the Navy. You see my 
father being a rear-admiral, I 
ought to be familiar with the sub- 
ject. If fellows like me don't begin 
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to take an interest in our neglected 
Navy, England'll be playing secona 
fiddle to Russia in five years' time. 
Mark my word, in 1890. In 1890. 

ROSE. Perhaps you'll be in the 
Government some day? 

NED. There's no “perhaps” about ic. 
I shall! There's only one difficulty. 

ROSE. What's that? 

NED (mysteriously and important). 
I'm told I ought to marry. 

JOHN (rather self-consciously). 
Nothing simpler. 

NED. I know! I've had seventeen 
indirect offers this last six months, 
and that's a fact. 

RO.SE. None suitable? 

NED. I'm afraid of 'em. It's no joke 
going and marrying a perfect 
stranger. I want somebody I know 
—somebody I've known all my life, 
or at least all hers. 

ROSE. And can't you find her? 

NED. I can. I have done. 

ROSE. Who is it, may one ask? 

NED. Jack knows. 

JOHN (turning to Rose and clear- 
ing his throat). Ned would like to 
marry into our family. Rose. 

NED (eagerly). You know I've been 
dead sweet on Emily for a couple 
of years at least. 

ROSE (after a pause) . I know you're 
very fond of her, and she of you. 
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NED (as above). You think she is, 
really? 

ROSE. But it seems so queer. 

JOHN (peremptorily). How queer? 
Were respectable enough for the 
young rascal, aren’t we? 

BOSE. Of course. It would be ideal 
—ideal! My poor little Emily! 

NED. Well, IVe got that off my 
chest. I’ll be moving. I must be at 
the Carlton at three-thirty to settle 
up John’s business with the panjan- 
drum. 

ROSE. You’ll come back for tea. 
She'll be here. (Enter from the hall 
Emily and Gertrude. Both are 
dressed to go out. Emily is a hand- 
some girl of twenty-two. She has 
fine qualities, combining her 
fathers pluck with her mothers 
loving nature. But she has been 
rather spoilt by her parents. Ger- 
trude follows. She has grown into 
Ki faded, acidy spinster with pro- 
tective impulses for her niece, 
Emily, on whom she spends all her 
suppressed maternal feelings.) 

EMILY (slightly disconcerted). 
Why, father! How is it you aren’t 
at the works this afternoon earning 
Dur bread-and-butter? 

JOHN (delighted). Such imperti- 
nence! 

BOSE. Emily, I really wonder at 
you! What your grandmother 
Ahead would have said to such 
manners if she'd been alive, I dare- 
n’t think'. And Lord Monkhurst 
here, too! 

EMILY. Well, mamma, you see, 
grandmother isn’t alive! (To ned, 


who, after shaking hands with 
GERTRUDE, odvances towards her) 
And as for dear old Uncle Ned — 
(ned, JOHN and rose are all some- 
what put about by this greeting. 
NED hesitates, his hand half out) 
Aren’t you going to shake hands, 
then? 

NED (shaking hands). Why 
‘uncle”? You’ve never called me 
uncle before? 

EMILY. Haven’t I? It seems to suit 
you. 

NED. I’m severely wounded. And 
I shall retire into my wigwam until 
you make it up to me. 

ROSE. You really are very pert, 
Emily. 

EMILY (affectionately). I should 
have thought you would adore be- 
ing my uncle. I’m sure I like you 
lots more than I like Uncle Sam, 
for instance. 

NED. That’s better. I’m peeping out 
of my wigwam now. Only I won’t 
be your uncle. I won’t be any- 
body’s uncle. I don’t mind being 
your cousin, if that’s any use to 
you. 

GERT. (sharply). He’s afraid of be- 
ing taken for the same age as your 
auntie, darling. 

NED (to Gertrude). Half a mo- 
ment, Gertrude, and I’ll try to 
think of a compliment that will 
turn your flank. 

GERT. My flank, Ned? 

NED. I mean— 
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EMILY (to her parents and ned). 
Where were you all oflF to? 

ROSE. Your father and I are going 
to the study. 

NED. And Fm going on an errand, 
but I shan’t be long. 

JOHN. And may we ask where you 
and Auntie Geitrude are “off to,” 
Miss Inquisitive? 

CERT. Oil, Mr. Prcece is calling for 
us to take us to the ftoyal Acad- 
emy. 

EMILY. And then we shall have tea 
at the new Hotel Metropole, in 
Northumberland Avenue. It’s the 
very latest thing. 

JOHN (in a different tone). Preece? 
But he was here last Sunday. 

EMILY. Yes, it was then we ar- 
ranged it. 

JOHN. I don’t like the idea of your 
seeing so much of Preece. And your 
mother doesn’t like it, either. 

ROSE. No, indeed! 

GERT. But why not? He’s the clev- 
erest man in your works. You’ve 
often said so. 

JOHN. He may be the cleverest man 
in my works; but he isn’t going to 
be the cleverest man in my house. 
Who gave him leave to take half 
a day off, I should like to know? 

GERT. He said he had business in 
the West End. 

EMILY (to ned). Now if you want 
to make yourself useful as a cousin. 


please explain to these called-so 
parents that they oughtn’t to spoil 
me one day, and rule me with a 
rod of iron the next. It’s not fair. 
It’s very bad for my disposition. 

NED (to JOHN). Is this man-about- 
town the same Preece you were 
telling me of? 

EMILY. There you are, you seel He 
tells everyone about Mr. Preece. 
He’s as proud as Punch of Mr. 
Preece. 

JOHN (more kindly). Arthur Preece 
is a youth that I discovered in my 
drawing office. Last year I took 
out a patent for him for bending 
metal plates at a low temperature; 
and it’s attracted some attention. 
But our relations are purely busi- 
ness. 

GERT. Still, it was you who first 
asked him to the house. 

JOHN (drily). It was. And Rose 
kept him for tea. It’s all our fault 
as usual. Plowever— ( rising ) —you’ll 
kindly tell Master Preece that you 
can’t give yourselves the pleasure 
of his society this afternoon. 

EMILY. But why? 

JOHN (continuing). And if he’s ob- 
streperous, inform him that 1 am 
in my study, and rather tmxious to 
know exactly what his business in 
the West End is. 

EMILY (insisting). But why, father? 

JOHN (firmly) . Simply because your 
mother and I wish you to be in 
this afternoon. Uncle Sam and Aunt 
Nancy are coming, for one thing. 
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EMILY (disdainfully). Uncle Sam! 
Aunt Nancy! 

ROSE. Emily! I won’t have you 
bandying words with your father; 
you seem to have lost all sense of 
respect. 

EMILY (to NED angrily). Aren’t 
they tyrants! (She goes to a little 
table and takes off her bonnet, in 
a quick annoyed way.) 

ROSE (very politely and nicely to 
Gertrude). Gertrude, if you aren’t 
going out, could you come into 
the study about those addresses? 

gert. (somewhat snappishly, taking 
Emily’s bonnet). Of course! (She 
goes out quickly.) 

JOHN (to ned) . Well, you’ve got to 
be oflF then, for the moment. (All 
are near the door now, except 
EMILY, who is drawing off her 
gloves savagely.) 

ROSE (in a low voice to ned). Till 
tea, then. (She goes out, nodding 
her head significantly.) 

NED (hesitating). Yes. (To john) 
But I must just kiss the hand of this 
new cousin of mine first. 

JOHN (in a peculiar tone). Oh! All 
right! (He follows rose.) 

NED (going up to EMILY, whoSC 
face is turned away ingratiatingly) . 
Now, I’m not included in this 
frown, am I? 

EMILY (facing him and bursting 
out). But don’t you think it’s a 
shame, seriously? 

NED. Of course if you’ve promised 
Mr. Preece, and don’t want to dis- 
appoint him 


EMILY (with false lightness). Oh, 
Mr. Preece is nothing to me! Only 
I do want to know where I am. 
The fact is they let me do as I like 
in little things, and they’re fright- 
fully severe in big things. Not 
really big things, but— you know 

NED. Middling big things. 

EMILY. After all I’m twenty-two. 

NED. A mature age. 

EMILY (huffy). Oh! Naturally you 
take their side! 

NED. Honour bright, I don’t! I tell 
you I feel far more like your age 
than theirs. I’m much younger than 
your father— much! That’s why I 
don’t like being called uncle. 

EMILY. Really? 

NED. Really. 

EMILY (confidentially). And there’s 
another thing. They oughtn’t to 
treat Auntie Gertrude like that, 
ought they? She’s got more brains 
than anybody else here. 

NED. Than your father? 

EMILY. No, not than father. I 
meant mother, and Uncle Sam, and 
me— and you 

NED. I see. 

EMILY. Who is it runs the house? 
You don’t suppose it’s mother, do 
you? Mother is absorbed in father, 
quite absorbed in him. No! It’s 
auntie does everything. And yet 
she’s nobody, simply nobody. She 
arranges to take me out, and they 
stop it without so much as apologis- 
ing to her. 
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NED. Well, you see, shes an old 
maid. 

EMILY. I don’t care whether she’s 
an old maid or not. She’s the only 
friend I have. Father and mother 
are most awfully fond of me and 
all that, and mother is sweet, isn’t 
she? But still that makes no differ- 
ence. I'herc arc two camps in this 
house; they’re in one, and auntie 
and J are in the other. And I tell 
you we have to be regular con- 
spirators, in self-defence. Of course 
I’m trusting you. 

NED (who has been playing with 
a hook he has picked tip from a 
table). You may. 

EMILY. For instance, they won’t 
let me read Ouida. They don’t 
even like auntie to read Ouida. 

NED. This isn’t Ouida. 

EMILY. I know it isn’t. That’s Wil- 
liam Black. They’re always throw- 
ing William Black at me, and I 
hate him. I want to read Ouida. 

NED. You must wait till you’re 
married. 

EMILY. I won’t. And I do so want 
to go to the Hotel Metropole. 

NED. I thought it was the Royal 
Academy. 

EMILY. The Academy too. 

NED. Look here, Emily. Suppose I 
arrange a little theatre party? 

EMILY. Not with father and mother. 
They’ll want to go to something 
silly. 
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NED. No. Just your auntie and me— 
and you, of course. 

EMILY. Will you? 

NED. Rather! 

EMILY. You’re quite coming out. 
But will they allow it? 

NED. You bet they will. 

EMILY. Where? 

NED. Anywhere you like. 

EMILY. Do you know The Mikado* s 
been running three months, and 1 
haven’t seen it yet? 

NED. “Here’s a TIow d’you do!’ 
The Savoy then. 

EMILY. Oh! Hurrah! Hurrahl 
Thanks; you are a dear. 

NED (pleased). Am I? That’s all 
right then. Au revoir. (Turns to the 
door,) 

EMILY (calling him back). Cousin! 
(She beckons him to come to her) 
What’s this secret between you and 
father and mother? 

NED. What secret? 

EMILY (crossly). Now you needn’t 
pretend. I could see it as plain as 
anything when I came in. And 
when they went out too, for that 
matter. 

• 

NED. I can’t stand being bullied. 

EMILY. Tell me, and I won’t bully 
you. 

NED (solemnly). You’re going to 
be related to a baronet. 
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EMILY (disturbed). They don’t 
want me to marry a baronet, do 
they? 

NED. Foolish creature! No, It’s the 
opposite camp that’s about to re- 
ceive a title. 

EMILY (delighted). Father— a baro- 
net! 

NED. I’m just oE to make the final 
arrangements now. 

EMILY. Truly? 

NED. Don’t be misled by my modest 
exterior. I’m a terrific nob— really. 
(He turns to go,) 

EMILY (as he is going). Didn’t you 
say something about kissing my 
hand? One of your jokes, I suppose. 
(ned comes and kisses it, then 
hurries to the door. As he opened 
it he looks back and says **The Mi- 
kado** and hurries out. emily 
stands a moment in thought, a 
smile on her lips. Then she hums, 
quite unconsciously, '*For he*s 
going to marry Yum-Yum, Yum- 
Yurnl** Goes back to the table on 
which the William Black is lying, 
picks it up— opens it, reading a bit, 
then flings the book aside, mutter- 
ing in disgust, **Black!** Thompson 
enters. He has grown old in the 
service of the rheads.) 

THOMPSON ( announcing ) , Mr. 
Preece. (He withdraws. Arthur 
preece enters. His age is twenty- 
five; he is a man of the clerk class, 
’ whose talent and energy have made 
him what he is. He is full of en- 
thusiasm, earnest, but with a rough 
sense of humour. Rather short and 
stocky in figure, but important. His 
clothes are neat and useful— but 
very simple,) 


PREECE (excited). Good afternoon. 
Miss Rhead. I’m afraid I’m a little 
early. 

EMILY (putting on the manner of 
a woman of the world). Not at all, 
Mr. Preece. I’m sure Auntie Ger- 
trude will be delighted. 

PREECE (vaguely). She’s not here 
now, your aunt? 

EMILY (looking round). No. 

PREECE (eagerly). I wonder if I 
should have time to tell you some- 
thing before she comes in. It isn’t 
that it’s a secret. But nobody knows 
yet, and I should like you to be 
the first. 

EMILY. How very kind of you, Mr. 
Preece! 

PREECE. I’ve only just known it my- 
self. 

EMILY. It seems to be very thrill- 
ing. 

PREECE. It is, rather. It’s just this. 
I’ve succeeded in making mild 
steel nearly five per cent, lighter 
than it’s ever been made before. 
Nearly five per cent, lighter, and 
no extra cost. 

EMILY. Really! How much is five 
per cent.? 

PREECE. It’s one-twentieth part. 
You know, it’s enormous. 

EMILY. I suppose it is. 

PREECE. I dare say you don’t quite 
realise what it means— this enor- 
mous change in the specific gravity. 
But it is enormous. 
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EMILY. What is specific gravity? In 
a word? 

PREECE. It’s— well— Now supposing 
—Do you mind if I explain that to 
you some other time? I’d like to, 
awfully! 

EMILY. Oh! Any time! 

PREECE. It’s quite O.K., you know. 
And the thing comes to this. As- 
sume the steel for a biggish ship 
cost £ 20,000. Under my new proc- 
ess you’d get the same result with 
steel that weighed about a twen- 
tieth less and cost, roughly, £ 19,- 
000. Net saving of nearly one thou- 
sand pounds! 

EMILY (impressed). And did 
you 

PREECE (continuing) . And not only 
that. As the hull weighs so much 
less, you can carry a proportion- 
ately heavier cargo in the same 
bottom. 

EMILY. Well, I never heard of such 
a thing! And am I really the first 
to know? 

PREECE. You are. 

EMILY. And you found out this all 
alone? 

PREECE. Oh, yes! Except the mana- 
ger, nobody has any idea of what 
I’ve been experimenting on. 

EMILY. Not even father? 

PREECE. No. 

EMILY. I suppose he knows you are 
experimenting. 
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PREECE. Of course. That’s my job. 
That’s what he took me out of the 
drawing office for. I’m always ex- 
perimenting on something. 

EMILY. I expect you’re what they 
call an inventor. 

PREECE (humorously). I expect I 
am. (Eagerly) Td practically fin- 
ished this experiment a week ago. 
But I had to make sure whether 
there was any manganese left in 
the steel. I’ve been getting a friend 
at the City and Guilds of London 
Institute to analyse it for me— you 
know, the big, red building in Ex- 
hibition Road. I’ve just come from 
there. 

EMILY. So that was your business, 
in the West End? (preece nods) 
I’m sure auntie and I hadn’t an 
idea it was anything half so ro- 
mantic. 

preece. It is romantic, isn’t it? 

EMILY. No wonder you’re so ex* 
cited. 

preece. Am I? Well, I don’t care! 
It’s all right. That’s all I care about. 
Here’s a bit of the steel now. (Ho 
offers her a small sample.) 

EMILY. Is it for me? May I keep it? 

preece. I want you to. 

EMILY. Rather a strange thing for 
a girl to keep, isn’t it? 

PREECE. You don’t mind 

EMILY. I’d part with all my jewel- 
lery before I parted with this. 
D’you know, it makes me feel very 
proud. And when I think of poor 
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old father not knowing anything 
about it 

PREECE. I shall tell him tomorrow 
if he can spare time to see me. 

EMILY. Spare time to see you— 
why? 

PREECE. Oh I you don’t know, but 
Mr. Rhead’s a sort of crowned head 
on the works. You can’t walk into 
his office as if it was a public-house, 
I can tell you. 

EMILY. But it’s so important for 
him. 

PREECE. Rather! Much more im- 
portant for him than for me. 

EMILY. Why? 

PREECE. Under our agreement! Our 
agreement has five years to run 
yet, and during that time every- 
thing I do belongs to the firm. I 
only get a percentage on whatever 
my inventions bring in. 

EMILY. What percentage? 

PREECE. Ten. For every hundred 
pounds profit I get ten pounds and 
the firm gets ninety. 

EMILY. But what a frightful shame! 
It ought to be the other way about 
—you ninety pounds and the firm 
ten. 

PREECE. Oh, no! It’s fair enough— 
really! They pay me a very good 
salary. And you must remember if 
Mr. Rhead hadn’t taken me out of 
the drawing office, I should be 
there now getting two pounds a 
week! 


EMILY. I don’t care! I think it’s a 
frightful shame. I shall tell father. 

PREECE {half playfully). Please 
don’t unless you want to ruin me 
with him. I owe just about every- 
thing to your father. 

EMILY. But it’s so horridly unfair. 

PREECE. Oh, no! I assure you. I 
shall have all the money I want, 
and more. And it will always be my 
invention. That’s the point. 

EMILY. Then you don’t care for 
money? 

PREECE. Yes, I do. I want enough. 
In fact, I want a good deal. But 
what’s interesting is to do things, 
and to do ’em better and quicker, 
and less clumsily than ever they 
were done before. If I can make 
nineteen tons of steel do the work 
of twenty— Well, I reckon I’ve ac- 
complished something for the 
world. 

EMILY. I like that. It’s very original. 

PREECE. Not my notion, you know. 
I’m a disciple of William Morris. 

EMILY. Oh! He’s a poet, isn’t he? 

PREECE. You should read The 
Earthly Paradise. 

EMILY. I should love to. 

PREECE. If people would read a 
bit more William Morris, and less 
of these silly gim-crack novels 
about lord and actresses— Ouida 
and so on— What’s the matter? 

EMILY. Nothing. {With a certain 
self-satisfaction) William Black’s 
silly too, isn’t he? 
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PREECE. Of course. 

EMILY (firmly), Fm going to read 
The Earthly Paradise. 

PREECE. Let me lend it you. Fve 
got a signed copy, from the author. 

EMILY. You know an author! 

PREECE. I know William Morris. I 
was up at his stable last night. 

EMILY. His stable? 

PREECE. He gives lectures in a 
stable behind his house at Ham- 
mersmith. I wish you’d heard him 
pitching into the House of Lords. 
“A squad of dukes.” 

EMILY. But why? 

PREECE. Oh, because they aren’t 
interested in the right thing. 

EMILY. What is the right thing? 

PREECE. The right thing is to make 
the world fit to live in. 

EMILY. But isn’t it? 

PREECE. Have you ever been to the 
East End? 

EMILY. I did some slumming once, 
just to see. But I was so ashamed 
to go into their awful houses, that 
I never tried again. 

PREECE (getting up, excited). 
That’s grand! That’s grand! That’s 
just how I feel. Everyone feels like 
that that’s got any imagination and 
any sense of justice. We ought to 
be ashamed of the East End. At 
least the governing classes ought. 
Not for the poor, but for them- 
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selves. They ought to go and get 
buried if they can’t govern better 
than that. 

EMILY (after a pause, rising as in 
thought; moved). But how are you 
going to change it? 

PREECE. Not by slumming, that’s a 
certainty. You can only change 
it by getting some decent laws 
passed, and by playing fair, and 
doing your job, and thinking a 
great deal less about eating and 
drinking, and fine clothes, and 
being in the swim and all that sort 
of nonsense. Do you know what 
I am going to do as soon as I can 
afford? I’m going to be a Member 
of Parliament. 

EMILY (low). Why did you offer to 
take us to the Hotel Metropole? 

PREECE (confused). I thought 
you’d like it. 1— I 

EMILY. You despise it yourself. 

PREECE. I’m human. 

EMILY. But (She draws close 

to him.) 

PREECE. Fm very ambitious. I want 
a whole lot of things. But if I 
thought I could find someone— find 
a woman, who— who feels as I feel; 
who’d like before everything to 
help to make the world decent— 
I’d 

EMILY. I (Profoundly stirred, 

slid falls into his arms. ) 

PREECE. Emily! (He kisses her long, 
holding her close. ) 

EMILY (gently releases herself and 
walks away. With effort). I haven’t 
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told you. I forgot. Father doesn’t 
wish me to go out with you this 
afternoon. He’s here now, in the 
study. (GERTRUDE enters from the 
hall, without her bonnet this time, ) 

GERT. Good afternoon, Mr. Preece. 
{They shake hands. To emily) I 
suppose you—er— told Mr. Preece 
that the excursion is counter- 
manded? (She goes to the fire- 
place.) 

EMILY. Yes, Mr. Preece was just 
going. (Gently) Good afternoon. 
(She holds out her hand to preece, 
who hesitates, emily repeats in 
firmer tone) Good afternoon. (In 
a tender voice) Please! (With a 
smile) Another time! (preece 
shakes hands and, bowing to Ger- 
trude, retires. As he departs Ger- 
trude rings the bell by the fire- 
place.) 

GERT. Well, IVe been catching it, 
I can tell you! 

EMILY (shaken). What about? 

GERT. About you. They simply 
asked me to go into the study so 
that I could be talked to— for your 
good, my girl. 

EMILY. They weren’t rude, were 
they? 

GERT. You know your mother’s al- 
ways almost most considerate. She’s 
an angel. But your father rubbed 
it in finely. How many times had 
you seen the young man?— If ever 
alone?— What on earth was I think- 
ing of?— What oil earth was your 
mother doing to have noticed noth- 
ing? (As if your mother ever no- 
ticed anything!) And so on! Of 
course, I told them pretty straight 


that they were making a most 
ridiculous fuss about nothing. 

EMILY. Well, anyhow, I’v^e let him 
kiss me. 

GERT. You’ve let him kiss you? 
When? 

EMILY. Just now. Here. 

GERT. But what 

EMILY. Don’t ask me. I don’t know, 
I really don't. But I’ve felt it com- 
ing for some time. 

GERT. Do you mean to say he 
walked in here and proposed to you 
straight off, and you accepted him? 

EMILY. I didn’t accept him, be- 
cause he didn’t propose. He was 
talking about his ideas. 

GERT. What ideas? 

EMILY (with a vague gesture). Oh, 
about the world in general, and all 
that he means to do. He’s made 
another marvellous invention, only 
no one knows except me. It was 
the excited way he talked— some- 
how— I couldn’t help it— before I 
knew what we were doing, he’d 
got his arms round me. 

GERT. (rather sternly, in spite of 
her tender feeling). Well, Emily, I 
must say I’m very surprised. 

EMILY. So am I. 

GERT. Of course you’re engaged to 
him? 

EMILY. Am I? 

GERT. And it’ll be all my ' fault. 
However, it’s got to be seen 
thifCugh to the end now. 
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EMILY. He has very strange ideas. 
They sound splendid when he's ex- 
plaining them. But d you know, he 
thinks Ouida's silly. 

GERT. Does he? 

JSMiLY. And he really doesn't care 
about money and fashion and all 
that sort of thing. He despises go- 
ing to the Hotel Metropole. He 
only offered to go there because 
he thought it would please our 
horrid little minds— I was so 
ashamed. 

GERT. But surely you knew all this 
before— at least you guessed it? 

EMILY. I didn't, auntie. I never 
thought about his ideas, never! I 
just 

GERT. You just simply fell into his 
arms as soon as you heard them, 
that's all. Well, surely in that case, 
you must admire these ideas of 
his . tremendously. {She sits in an 
armchair.) 

EMILY. I don't know. Yes. I admire 
them, but 

GERT. Listen, young woman! Are 
you in love with him, or aren't you? 

EMILY. I— I How can you tell 

whether you're in love with a man 
or not? 

GERT. Supposing you were alone 
with him here, now— would you 
let him kiss you again? (Pause.) 

EMILY. I 

GERT,, Now, out with it! 

EMULY. I t^ouldn't be able to stop 
him, should 1? 


GERT. That's enough. 

EMILY. Yes. But then what about 
father? He would be frightfully 
angry, I can see that. Oh, I do 
hate unpleasantness, auntie. And 
Mr. Preece's ideas are really very 
peculiar. 

GERT (after a look at emily). 
Listen, Emily! I was once engaged 
to be married. 

EMILY. Oh, auntie! I always knew 
you must have been. Do tell me. 
Who was it? 

GERT. Your Uncle Sam. 

EMILY, (staggered). Not Unck 
Sam? 

GERT. You're surprised, naturally. 
But you musn't be too hard. Re- 
member it was twenty-five years 
ago. Uncle Sam was a splendid 
fellow then. He's old now. We're 
all old, except you— and Mr. Preece. 
You've got the only thing worth 
having, you two. 

EMILY (sitting at Gertrude's feet). 
What's that? 

GERT. Youth. Your Uncle Sam lived 
the miserable life of a bachelor till 
he was fifty. He'd have been a 
very different man if I'd married 
him. And I should have been a very 
different woman. 

EMILY. Why did you break it off? 

GERT. I broke it off because there 
were difiBculties; and because I 
thought his ideas were peculiar; 
and because 1 hated unpleasant- 
ness! And now look at me! Couldn t 
I have ruled a house and a family? 
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Couldn't I have played the hostess? 
(In another tone) Today the one 
poor little joy I have in life is to 
pretend Im your mother. Look at 
my position here. Tm only 

EMILY (passionately). Oh, auntie, 
don't! I can't bear to hear you say 
it. I know! 

GERT. We were opposite in every 
way, your uncle and I, but I— I 
loved him. 

EMILY (softly). Do you still love 
him, aimtie? 

GERT. (in a flat tone of despair). 
No! Love dies out. 

EMILY (after a moment). Why 
didn't you marry somebody else? 

GERT. There was nobody else. 
There never is anybody else when 
you've made the mistake I made. 
Marry! I could have chosen among 
a dozen men! But they were all the 
wrong men. Emily! Fancy pouring 
out tea every day of your life for 
the wrong man. Every breakfast 
time— every afternoon! And there 
he sits, and nothing will move him. 
Think of that, Emily— think of that. 
(A pause,) 

EMILY (embracing her again). Oh, 
auntie! I love you awfully! 

GERT. You must show some cour- 
age, my girl. Don't be afraid of 
anything— and especially not «of 
arguments and threats. What does 
unpleasantness matter, after all? 
It's over in a month; but a mistake 
lasts for ever. 

EMILY. You'll help me? 


GERT. That's all I live for. (She 
kisses EMILY tenderly) Is that 
Sam's voice? (Thompson enters,) 

THOMPSON (announcing) , Mr. 
and Mrs. Sibley. (He retires) 
(SAMUEL SIBLEY and his wife 
NANCY enter, samuel, who is now 
fifty-three, has grown into a rather 
flabby nonentity, grey-haired with 
longish side whiskers and glasses. 
His manner is important and fussy. 
NANCY is a buxom, Yorkshire 
woman of thirty-two, round-faced, 
good-natured, full of energy. She 
wears the fashionable jersey of 
1885 and a very definite **bustle**) 

SAM. Well, Gertrude? Well, my 
little Emmie! (He kisses emily, 
who gives her cheek unwillingly; 
then shakes hands with Gertrude. ) 

GERT. How are you, Sam; and you, 
Mrs. Sam? 

NANCY. Nicely, thank you! (Shak- 
ing hand vigorously with Gertrude 
and emily) Everybody well, here? 

EMILY. Yes, thank you. 

NANCY. That's fine! Then your 
mother got Sam's letter saying we 
were coming? 

EMILY (drily). Oh, yes! 

NANCY. I said to Sam it would hap- 
pen be best to write and tell you. 
So he wrote— (with a look at sam) 
—finally. 

SAM (with a serious tone). We 
nearly didn't come. 

GERT. Anything wrong? 

SAM. Infant's temperature up at a 
hundred last night. However, it 
was normal this morning. 
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NANCY. You know he takes the 
baby's temperature every night. 

EMILY. Oh, do you, uncle? How 
funny! 

SAM. I don't see anything funny 
about it, niece. Good thing if some 
parents took their responsibilities 
a bit more seriously. 

NANCY. I must say Sam makes a 
very good father. 

CERT. Let me see— how old is 
Dickie now? 

SAM. We never call him Dickie— 
Richard, better; less nonsensical. 
(He settles down solemnly in a 
chair.) 

NANCY. You've no idea what I call 
him when you're not there, Sam! 
(To Gertrude) He was two on the 
second of this month. He talks like 
anything! You ought to see him and 
his father together. It's killing! The 
little thing's so exactly like Sam. 

EMILY (examining sam) . Is he? We 
must go down to Brockley, mustn't 
we, auntie? 

NANCY (drily), I've been expecting 
you for the better part of some 
time. (Then cordially) I should 
love you to come as soon as I've 
got a new cook. (With emphasis) 
Oh, my! 

GERT. Are you having trouble? 

NANCY. Trouble's not the word. 
And as for the nurse-maid! If it 
wasn't for Sam being free 

GERT. D'you take your share, Sam? 


NANCY. By the hour he wheels that 
child up and down. 

EMILY. Not in the street? 

SAM. Why not, niece? Anything to 
be ashamed of in being a father? 

NANCY. That's what we came up 
for today, to buy a new perambu- 
lator. He did try to repair the 
other in the little workshop he's 
made himself at the end of the 
garden— and most useful he is for 
odd jobs. Upon my word, he's busy 
from morning to night! But we 
thought it better to buy a new* 
pram altogether. 

SAM (discontented). Nancy would 
insist on having one of those new 
things with indiarubber tyres, as 
they call them. 

NANCY (very definitely). Now, 
Sam. I thought we'd done with that 
question. 

SAM. Yes; but rubber tyres on 
gravel paths! It's obvious they'll not 
last a ^ 

NANCY. I told you Mrs. Caton 
across the road told me 

SAM. Oh, very well! Very wellt 
Only it's very light and flimsy. 

EMILY (restless). I think I'll go* 
and tell father and mother you're 
here. ( Going towards the door. ) 

NANCY (rising, very convinced) 
Come and see for yourself whai* 
you think of the pram and tht* 
rubber tyres. 

EMILY (rising). It it here? 

NANCY. Yes, in the hall. 
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SAM. I deemed it imprudent to let 
them send it down by train. So 
we brought it away on the roof of 
a four-wheeler. 

EMILY (patronisinghj) , Well, lets 
go and inspect it, Aunt Nancy. 
( EMILY and NANCY gO off. ) 

CERT, {waiting till the door is 
closed; in low; quiet tones). Sam, 
Tm so glad you Ve come. There’s 
going to be another tragedy in 
this house, if some of us don’t do 
something. 

uAM. Another tragedy? What do 
you mean? 

UERT. I just mean a tragedy. That 
child’s head over heels in love with 
. young Arthur Preece, at the works, 
and John simply won’t hear of it. 

SAM. Why? 

CERT, {shrugs her shoulders) .Why, 
indeed? Sam, if there’s any discus- 
sion while you're here I want you 
to help me all you can. 

SAM. But really, Gertrude, How 
can I meddle in an aflFair like that? 
I have my owi;i responsibilities. 

GERT. Sam, it’s many years since I 
asked the slightest favour of you. 

SAM {moved, friendly). Come, 
come. Don’t go so far back as all 
that. We’re all very comfortable 
as we are, I think. {The door 
opens.) 

GERT. {quick and low). But will 
you? You’ve got more influence 
than 1 have. 

SAM {low). All right. .^{Pats her 
arm) All right. {Enter rose and 

ipHN.) 


JOHN {coming up to sam a little 
patronisingly) . Sam, glad to see 
you! How’s the precious family 
getting on? Any new trouble lately? 

SAM {a little sharply). Oh, no! And 
what about yours? {In a significant, 
bantering tone) Any new trouble 
lately? 

JOHN. Mine? Trouble? No! 

ROSE {kissing sam fondltj). Your 
wife’s here? 

SAM. She’s downstairs some- 
where — 

JOHN {interrupting sharply). 
Where’s Emily? 

GERT. She’s just gone with Mrs. 
Sam to look at a new 

JOHN {interrupting again). Preece 
hasn’t been, has he? 

GERT. He’s been and gone. 

JOHN. Were you here? 

GERT. I was here part of the time. 

JOHN. You ought to have been here 
all the time. What did you tell him? 

GERT. Emily told him you wished 
us to stay at home this afternoon. 

JOHN {nodding curtly). So much 
for that. 

SAM. So even you are not quite 
without ’em. Jack? 

JOHN. Not quite without what? 

SAM. Family troubles. 
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JOHN. What in heaven s name are 
you driving at? 

SAM. Nothing. I only gathered from 
your tone that Preece was consid- 
ered— er— dangerous. 

JOHN (hedging). Oh, no! Tm 
merely taking precautions. Preece 
is an excellent fellow in his way— 
brilliant even. 

SAM. But you wouldn’t care for 
him as a son-in-law. 

JOHN (positively), I should not. 

ROSE (shaking her head). No! 

SAM. I’ve always understood he 
had a great career before him. 

JOHN. So he has, undoubtedly. You 
should see what he’s got me to do 
at the works. Made me instal the 
telephone. And his latest is that he 
wants me to put down an electric 
light plant. What do you think of 
that? 

SAM. He must be very enthusiastic. 

GERT. I should think he just is! 

JOHN. Why, the boy’s invention- 
mad. He thinks of nothing else. 

SAM. Well, if you ask me I’d sooner 
have that kind of madness than 
most kinds I meet with. Seems to 
me people have gone mad on bi- 
cycles or banjo-playing or this 
lawn-tennis, as it’s called. It was 
diflFerent in our day. Jack, when 
young men took an interest in 
volunteering and the defence of 
their country. I’ve quite decided 
when our boy grows up 


GERT. (putting a hand on sam’s 
arm), Sam!— Emily may be back 
any moment. We were talking 
about Arthur Preece. 

SAM. So we were. (Turns again to 
JOHN) Well, Jack 

JOHN (annoyed). Look here, Sam— 
I don’t mind being frank with you. 
Her mother and I have somebody 
else in view for Emily. 

SAM. Oh! 

GERT. (bitterly), I thought as 
much. (A slight pause,) 

JOHN (carelessly to sam) . Have you 
heard I’m going to have a title? 

SAM. No! What title? 

JOHN. Baronet. 

GERT. (quickly). You never told 
me. 

ROSE (soothingly). It only came 
out this afternoon, Gertrude dear. 

SAM. Oh— ho. 

JOHN (still with an affectation of 
carelessness). And what’s more, 
Emily can marry— under the very 
happiest auspices— into the peerage. 
That’s why we don’t want her to 
see too much of young Preece. 

SAM. And may one ask who is the 
Peer? 

JOHN. Monkhurst, of course. 

SAM. Ned! 

GERT. Ned? 

ROSE. Wouldn’t it be ideal, Samt 
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SAM. He’s keen— Ned? Best to have it out fair and square 


JOHN. Very! Put that in your pipe 
and smoke it, my boy. (emily and 
NANCY re-enter rather suddenly. 
All the others have a self-conscious 
air.) 

JOHN {rather negligently). Well, 
Nancy. How are you? It seems the 
infant’s grown out of his pram. 
(Shakes hands.) 

NANCY (rather proud of being able 
to call the great man *‘John* and 
yet trying not to be proud). Glad 
to see you, John, (rose and nancy 
embrace. An awkward pause.) 

EMILY (with suspicion) . What’s the 
matter here? More secrets? 

GERT. (in an outburst). It’s being 
arranged that you are to marry 
Lord Monkhurst. 

JOHN (nonplussed, coldly angry). 
Gertrude, are you stark staring mad 
—blurting things out like that? 

ROSE (shocked), Gertrude, dear— 
really! 

GERT. (firmly). She’d better know, 
hadn’t she? 

JOHN. You 

NANCY (blandly). Well, anyhow, 
the fat’s in the fire now, isn’t it, 
John? 

JOHN (turning to nancy). Sorry 
you’ve been let in for a bit of 
a scene, Nancy. 

nancy (cheerfully). Oh! Don’t 
mind me. I know what family life 
is— my word! I’m from Yorkshire! 


— thats my experience. 

SAM. That’s what she always says 
when the infant’s obstreperous. 
Why, the night before last, just 
as we were getting off to sleep 

JOHN. There’s nothing to have out! 

GERT. Oh, yes, there is. Emily’s in 
love with Arthur Preece. 

JOHN. What’s this? 

EMILY (very nervous; to Ger- 
trude). What do you mean— it’s 
being arranged for me to marry 
Lord Monkhurst? Me— marry old 
Ned! 

JOHN. He’s not old. 

EMILY. Isn’t he old enough to be 
my father? 

JOHN. Certainly not. 

SAM (mischievously). I doubt it. 

JOHN (turning on him). You’re the 
last man to talk about difference of 
age between husband and wife. 

ROSE (smoothing over the awk- 
wardness). But you’re very happy, 
aren’t you, dear? 

SAM. Naturally. 

NANCY. I don’t see that age mat- 
ters— so long as people really fancy 
each other. I’m sure Sam gets 
younger every day. 

JOHN. Of course! (Turning to 
EMILY angrily) What’s this tale 
about you being in love with 
Preece? 
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EMILY. I 

JOHN. Has he been proposing to 
you? 

EMILY. No. 

JOHN (disdainfully) . Then how can 
you be in love with him? 

EMILY (resenting his tone). Well, 
I am in love with him, if you want 
to know, father. 

JOHN. You have the audacity 

NANCY. Come, John, it’s not a crime. 

JOHN. Prcece is not of our class at 
all. It’s a gross mistake to marry 
out of your class. 

NANCY (bantering). Now, John, 
that’s not very tactful, seeing that 
Sam married out of his class. 

SAM. Don’t be foolish. Nan! I mar- 
ried a lady. Even a marquis 
couldn’t do more. 

JOHN. My dear Nancy, you belong 
to the family— that’s enough! Preece 
is quite a different affair. Just a 
common clerk until I 

EMILY. I can’t see what more you 
want. He has the most beautiful 
manners, and, as for money, he’ll 
make lots. 

JOHN. How will he make lots? 

EMILY. With his inventions. You 
haven’t heard about his latest. But 
I have. He’s told me. Here it is. 
(Hands piece of steel to her 
father.) 

JOHN (taking it). And what’s this? 


EMILY. I don’t know exactly. But 
it’s very wonderful. It’s steel, I 
think— a new kind. 

JOHN (drily). Yes. I see it’s steel. 

EMILY. And I think it’s a gread. 
shame for you to take nine-tenths 
of all the money from his inven- 
tions, and for him to only have 
one-tenth. 

JOHN (flashing up). What? Has he 
been whining to you in that style? 

EMILY (passionately) . No, he hasn’t 
been whining to me in that style. 
He hasn’t been whining at all. He 
thought it was quite fair. It only 
came out by pure accident, and I 
promised I’d never breathe a word 
You must forget what I’ve said. 

JOHN. I’ll teach him 

EMILY (more passionately). If you 
ever say a single thing, father. I’ll 
run away and never come back. 

ROSE. Child! please! (She tries to 
soothe her.) 

SAM (to calm the stress). Hand 
over, Jack. (Takes the piece of steel 
and looks at it) I fully admit 1 
was wrong about iron. But even you 
won’t prophesy that steel’s going 
to take the place of iron for ships! 

JOHN (shortly). I don^t think it is 
in my works. But, as for prophesy- 
ing— I don’t prophesy. Heavens 
knows no one can accuse me of 
being conservative in my ideas. 
But I must say the new generation 
seems to be going clean off its 
head. If one of these up-to-date 
inventors came along and told me 
he’d made a flying-machine, I 
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should keep my nerve. I shouldn’t 
blench. 

SAM. GoodI GoodI 

GERT. Now you’re at flying-ma- 
chines! What have flying-machines 
got to do with Emily’s happiness? 
If she wants to marry young 
Preece 

EMILY. Yes, if I want to marry him, 
why shouldn’t I? 

ROSE. Because your father objects. 

EMILY. Oh, mother. Didn’t you 
marry father, in spite of everyone? 

JOHN. Who’s told you that? 

EMILY. I know. (General glances 
at GERTRUDE.) 

ROSE (indignant). Do you mean to 
compare young Preoce with your 
father? 

EMILY. Why not? You loved father, 
and I 

JOHN. I’ll tell you why not. I v/as 
independent. I was my own master. 
Young Mr. Preece isn’t. That’s why. 

GERT. (sarcastically). Surely it’s a 
free country— for men! 

JOHN. It’s not a country where 
honest men break their contracts. 
Young Preece can’t patent an in- 
vention without me. Can’t do any- 
thing without me. If I like, I can 
force him to mark time for five 
years, five solid years. 

EMILY. Does that mean that if I 
married him in spite of you — ‘ 


ROSE (horrified). Child! Well may 
you say we’ve spoilt you! 

JOHN (calmly). It means that if he 
had the impudence to marry you, 
I’d scotch him— I would. 

EMILY. But why? Who’s going to 
suffer? How can my marriage affect 
anybody but me? 

JOHN. Don’t talk like a little fool. 
Your marriage is the most impor- 
tant thing in the whole world to 
your mother and me. And if you 
persist in doing something against 
our will, I shall retaliate— that s all. 

EMILY (with a despairing gesture), 
I can’t make out your objections to 
Mr. Preece. Why, he’s a genius; 
everyone knows he’s a genius. 

JOHN. And what if he is? Are 
geniuses to be the kings of the 
earth? Not quite! Geniuses have 
to be kept in order like criminals. 
If there’s one thing above all to be 
said in favour of the English char- 
acter, it is that we’ve known the 
proper way to treat geniuses. 

SAM. I’m inclined to agree with 
you there. 

JOHN (to EMILY ). Oh, it isn’t 
Preece’s class I object to. He’s pre- 
sentable enough. The whole truth 
is he’s a highly dangerous sort of 
young man we’re breeding in these 
days. He— makes you feel— uncom- 
fortable. In the works, under dis- 
cipline, admirable. Outside the 
works— no, no! And no! I’ve been 
following Master Preece’s activities 
far more closely than he thinks. 
He little guesses 1 know he’s a 
Socialist! 



MILESTONES 


227 


SAM. A Socialist! Good God! Ger- 
trude, you never told me that. A 
Socialist! 

GERT. Why are men always so 
frightened by names? 

JOHN. A Socialist. (To emily, an 
ultimatum) And I don’t intend you 
to marry him. If you do, you ruin 
him. That’s the long and short 
of it. Now, Emily, have we heard 
the last of Preece— or not? 

ROSE (to emily). Darling! 

GERT. I really think you ought 

JOHN (curtly). Pardon me, Ger- 
trude. This isn’t your affair. It’s my 
daughter’s. 

GERT. (to emily). Your father is 
right. It’s your affair. It depends 
solely on you. 

EMILY ( weeping imploringly ) . 
What am I to do, auntie? (Ger- 
trude turns away with a move- 
ment of pain and disgust. ) 

EMILY. I don’t want to make every- 
body miserable. 

GERT. (reproachfully). Oh, Emily! 

EMILY. I couldn’t stand— in Mr, 
Preece’s light! I couldn’t. 

JOHN. There! There! Of course you 
couldn’t. 

rose (comforting her). My poor 
lamb! 

JOHN. And don’t go and suppose I 
want to compel you to marry 
Monkhurst— or anybody. You’re ab- 
solutely free. 


GERT. (sniffs audibly). H’m! 

JOHN (glaring at Gertrude to 
emily). Only, as your aunt has 
dragged in his name, I don’t see 
any harm in telling you this much. 
He adores you. We all like him. 
His wife will have a position sec- 
ond to none in London Society 
But don’t let that influence you. 
Take him or refuse him as you 
please; your mother and I won’t 
complain. 

rose. Indeed we sha’n’t, my love 

JOHN. Still a marriage like this u> 
not to be sneezed at. Is it, Emily? 
(Pause) I say, is it? 

EMILY (trying to smile; weakly) 
No. 

JOHN (continuing). Not that 1 
think it wouldn’t be a big slice 
luck for Monkhurst, too! There’s 
only one Emily! (He pats her) 
And then my title 

NANCY. Your title, John? 

JOHN (carelessly). Haven’t you 
heard? 

NANCY. No! 

JOHN (as above). Baronetcy! 

NANCY (staggered). Wonders’ll 
never cease. (To rose) What a 
pity you’ve got no son, dear! 

ROSE (with a trace of bitterness). 
Don’t crow over us, dear! (She 
clasps EMILY to her. ) 

SAM (with a sigh of regret for 
himself). Well, well! And I’ve re- 
tired into private life! 
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JOHN {surveying him patronis- 
ingly). And youVe retired into pri- 
vate life. You re safe at Brockley. 
But then you see you hadn’t got 
a bee in your bonnet. 

SAM (accepting the sarcasm with 
a foolish smile). Well, well! 

NANCY (sharply). I don’t see that 
there’s any need for so much well- 
welling. 

JOHN. Come and give your father a 
kiss, Em. (emily obeys.) 

GERT. (rising as she does so, full 

of emotion). I (Thompson 

enters followed by a footman. 
They bring in tea. Gertrude pulls 
herself together. There is a slight 
pause while the servants arrange 
the tea-things. They leave the 
room.) 

ROSE. Emily, dear, will you pour 
out? 

EMILY (demurely). Yes, mother. 

ROSE. I hope Ned won’t be late. 

nancy. Is Lord Monkhurst coming 
for tea? 

ROSE. He promised to. 

nancy. Oh, dear! If I’d known I 

was going to meet him (She 

rises and arranges her bustle and 
the draperies of her skirt) I do 
hope he won’t notice that pram. A 
pram in a hall looks so common. 
( She reseats herself. Thompson 
enters.) 


THOMPSON ( announcing ) . Lord 
Monkhurst! (He retires.) 

GERT. (passionately). Here’s your 
lord! (ned enters rapidly.) 

NED. Well, kind friends. Hullo, 
Sam! 

SAM. Hullo, Ned! (They shake 
hands) By the way, my wife— 
Nancy, Lord Monkhurst. (nancy 
flustered, bows.) 

NED (going towards emily). De- 
lighted! Any of that tea for me? 

GERT. (with great feeling). And 
there’s your tea— your daily tea, for 
the rest of your life. 

JOHN (angrily). Gertrude! 

GERT. No, I will speak! Ned, what 
would you do, if I told you that 

EMILY (pleading). Aunt Gerti'ude, 
please 

GERT. Emily? 

EMILY (weakly). It’s all right, 
auntie. 

GERT. All right? Oh, very well! 
(Desperately) What’s the use! 
(She turns and walks quickly out 
of the room.) 

NED (surprised at Gertrude’s 
tone). What’s the matter with dear 
Gertrude? 

JOHN. Nothing. One of her moods. 
(Drawing up a chair, with au- 
thority) Now then, Emily,— teal 


curtain 
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ACT THREE 

1912 

The same drawing-room, hut now in 1912, it has undergone an entire 
change. All of the old mid-Victorian furniture has been crowded out htj 
furniture of later style. Changes of ornaments, etc. The lights are electric; 
so is the hell by the fireplace. 

It is a June evening, about half-past ten at night. Signs of festivity- 
flowers, presents (in gold) are standing about. It is the evening of the 


Golden Wedding of john and rose. 
butler of forty, is arranging a tray of 
hall opens, and a footman enters. 

FOOTMAN (announcing). Lord 
Monkhiirst. ( H e withdraws ) ( Lord 
Monkhurst enters. He is a young 
man-about-town of twenty -two, 
tall, hollow-chested, careless in his 
manners, very self-assured and 
properly bored.) 

MONK. I say, Webster. 

WEBSTER. Good evening, my lord. 

MONK (cheerfully). I suppose din- 
ner's over? 

WEBSTER (looking at his watch). 
Its half-past ten, my lord. 

MONK. Of course, they'll all say I'm 
late for dinner. 

WEBSTER. Oh, no, my lord. Shall I 
order some dinner for your lord- 
ship? 

MONK. No. Who's here now? 

WEBSTER. Lady Monkhurst and 
Miss Muriel; Miss Rhead, Mrs. 


WEBSTER, a smart, military -looking 
whiskey and soda. The door to the 


Samuel Sibley, and Mr. Richard 
Sibley. 

MONK. Yes. I know he*s here. Many 
people at the reception this after- 
noon? 

WEBSTER. Droves, my lord. 

MONK. I suppose these gliastly 
things are the presents? 

WEBSTER. As your lordship says. 

MONK. Dashed if I can imderstand 
why my grandfather should make 
such a fuss about his golden wed- 
ding. (Very cheerfully) Was he 
very angry at me not turning up? 

WEBSTER. Considering his age, no, 
my lord. I took the liberty of sug- 
gesting to him that this might be 
one of your busy weeks, my lord, 
and that your lordship could never 
tell beforehand 

MONK. You're a clever chap, Web- 
ster. Why the devil did you leave 
the army? 
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WEBSTER. Probably because, as 
your lordship says, Im clever. 
There's more brains outside the 
army than in it, my lord. And like 
turns to like. 

MONK ( laughing in a superior 
way), Ha! ha! Really! 

Webster. Fact is, I enlisted under 
a misapprehension, when I was in 
a temper. I have to thank your 
lordship’s late father for helping 
me to re-enter my old profession, 
and under the most auspicious cir- 
cumstances. 

MONK. Well, we could do with 
more fellahs like you. I've not yet 
found any serjeant to draw my 
sketch maps for me half as well 
as you used to. {He is looking over 
the tray with drinks.) 

WEBSTER. Ah, my lord! Those half- 

f uineas came in very handy, very 
andy. Glorious times, no doubt. 
But I wouldn't go back. 

MONK. Bring me a benedictine, 
will you? 

( EMILY, now LADY MONKHURST, 

forty-eight, enters by the double 
doors. She has developed into a 
handsome, well-preserved woman 
of the world. She wears an evening 
dress of rich brocade, and mag- 
nificent pearls.) 

MONK. Well, mater, I don’t see 
much sign of the fatted calf. 

EMILY (annoyed). Gerald, your 
poor father was witty; you are 
merely facetious. I wish you could 
cure yourself. 

MONK. Now, what's the matter 

now? 


EMILY. What's the matter? You 
must needs choose your grand- 
parents' golden wedding to go 
to Sandown. You promised me 
you’d be back early, at any rate 
in time for the tail end of the re- 
ception; and you don't even appear 
for dinner. Your grandfather is very 
displeased. 

MONK. If a fellow keeps a stable, 
he keeps a stable. Somebody’s got 
to look after the gees in these days. 
And then (Hesitates.) 

EMILY. Please don't tell me your 
car broke down. I've heard that 
too often. 

MONK. It didn't—this time. 

EMILY. Have you dined? 

MONK. I have. 

EMILY. Whom with? (Silence) One 
of your numerous “lady friends,” 
I presume. Gerald, I’m ashamed 
of you. 

MONK. You've no right to be 
ashamed of me. If you want to 
know, I dined at the House of 
Lords. 

EMILY. At the House of Lords? 

MONK. At the House of Lords. 
They telephoned to me at Sandown 
to come up for an important di- 
vision, and I was kept hanging 
about there till after ten o'clock. 
Jolly amusing place, the House of 
Lords. 

EMILY (rather taken aback). Why 
didn't you tell me at first? 

MONK. Because 1 just wanted to 
teach you a lesson, mater. You're 
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always ragging me about some- 
thing or other. 

EMILY. You might at least have 
telephoned. 

MONK. When a chap’s doing his 
duty to his country, he can’t al- 
ways think about telephoning. 

EMILY. My dear Gerald, if you 
mean to follow in your father’s 
footsteps, nobody will be more de- 
lighted than your mother. There’d 
be nothing to prevent you from 
being Master of the Horse, if you 
chose. Only, my chick 

MONK. Only your what? 

EMILY. You must alter your man- 
ner of living. 

MONK. My manner of living, my 
dear mater, is my own afiFair. 
(With meaning) If you’d leave me 
alone, and look after your other 
"chick” a little bit more 

EMILY. What do you mean? 
Muriel? 

MONK. Precisely. The Honourable 
Muriel. 

EMILY. Why? 

MONK. Oh! I know Muriel can do 
no wrong. Still, I spotted her at 
the top of the stairs just now prac- 
tically in the arms of the good 
Richard. 

EMILY. Richardl 

MONK (intoning). And Samuel 
took to wife Nancy, and begat 
Richard. And Samuel passed away 
in the fulness of years and his son 
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Richard reigned in his stead. And 
Richard looked upon Muriel, and 
lo! she was beautiful in the eyes of 
Richard 

EMILY. Hush, Gerald! Aren’t you 
mistaken? I’ve never seen the 
slightest thing 

MONK. That shows how blind you 
are, then! Of course I’m not mis- 
taken. 

EMILY. Are you sure? 

MONK. Do you take me for a fool, 
mat^r? 

EMILY (positively), Richard, in- 
deed! I shall put a stop to it. 

MONK (almost savagely), I should 
jolly well think you would. (Enter 
WEBSTER from the hall with a li- 
queur on a salver, monkhurst 
takes it and drinks it slowly,) 

EMILY. Webster, will you kindly 
ask Miss Muriel to come here? 

WEBSTER. Very good, my lady. (He 
goes out, MONKHURST nods know- 
ingly to his mother as if to say, 
**Now you'll see!" nancy enters by 
the double doors. She has grown 
into a rather red-faced, plump, old 
woman of fifty-eight. She is good- 
natured, but is quick to retort. Her 
laugh is rather loud, her manner 
more definite than ever,) 

NANCY. Good evening, young man. 

MONK. Good evening. 

NANCY. So you’ve come at — 

EMILY (interrupting her). Aunt 
Nancy, I’ve just had to send for 
Muriel to come here. 
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NANCY. What’s amiss? 

EMILY. I— well— I hardly like 

MONK. Your excellent son Richard 
has been seen trying to kiss my 
sister. 

NANCY. What was she doing? 

EMILY. Well, that’s not the point. 

NANCY. And supposing he was try- 
ing to kiss Muriel? 

EMILY. I must say, Aunt Nancy, 
you don’t seem very surprised. 

NANCY. Who would be? You invite 
young people to a golden wedding, 
and then you’re startled when you 
catch ’em kissing. What else do you 
expect? 

EMILY. I expected a good deal else. 

NANCY. Then you’re likely to be 
disappointed. As a matter of fact, 
I knew Richard was going to kiss 
Muriel tonight. 

EMILY. Who told you? 

NANCY. He did, of course. At least, 
he let out to me he was going to 
propose to her. He usually gets 
what he wants, you know. 

EMILY {angrily surprised). H’ml 

MONK {very definitely). He won’t 
get what he wants this time. 

NANCY. Oh? 

MONK. You must see that my sister 
can’t marry an engineer. 

NANCY. Well— why not an engineer? 
What are you? I can tell you what 


you might have been, if you hadn’t 
been born in the right bedroom: 
you might have been a billiard- 
marker. What have you done? Tell 
me a single thing you’ve done? 

MONK. I’ve— ohi What tripe! 

EMILY. Really, Aunt Nancy 

NANCY. Yes, my son is an engineer. 
And if you want to know what sort 
of an engineer he is, go to Mr. 
Arthur Precce. 

MONK {disdainfully). Who’s 
Preece? 

NANCY {imitating his tone). Ask 
your mother who Preece is. 

EMILY {self-consciously). Aunt 
Nancy! 

NANCY {continuing). You aren’t old 
enough to remember Mr. Preece as 
an engineer, but, at any rate, you 
know he’s in the House of Com- 
mons, whereas you’re only in the 
House of Lords. And I’d like you 
to tell me where your grandfather’d 
have been last week with all Lis 
workmen on strike— but for Mr. 
Preece! 

MONK. Oh, that Preece! 

NANCY. Exactly. And it’s that 
Preece that thinks the world of my 
son. My son’s been out to Can- 
ada, and look how he got on in 
Winnipeg! And now he’s going out 
again, whose capital is he taking 
but your grandfather’s? I should 
like to see your grandfather trust 
you with thirty thousand pounds 
and a ticket to Canada. 

MONK. I’m in no need of capital, 
thank ye. 
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NANCY. Lucky for you you aren’tl 
My husband left me very badly oflF, 
poor man, but I could count on 
Richard. A pretty look-out for your 
mother if she’d had to count on 
youl 

EMILY (impatient). Really, Aunt 
Nancy 

NANCY (nettled). Well, you leave 
my son alone. 

(Enter from the hall muriel and 
RICHARD. MURIEL is a handsome 
girl of twenty -four, rather thin and 
eager with a high forehead, and 
with much distinction. She has her- 
self under absolute control. Richard 
is a tall, broad, darkish fellow of 
twenty-seven, with a clean-shaven 
heavy face and rough hair. He is 
very taciturn.) 

EMILY. Muriel, it was you that I 
asked for. 

MURIEL (quite calmly). We were 
both just coming to tell you. 

EMILY. Tell me what? 

MURIEL. Were engaged. 

EMILY. Does Richard leave you to 
say this to me? 

MURIEL. Well, you know he was 
never a great talker. 

RICHARD. There it is— we re en- 
gaged. 

NANCY (to MURIEL). How matter- 
of-fact you are, you girls, nowdays. 
(She caresses richard.) 

MURIEL. Well, nobody seems strik- 
ingly enthusiastic here. 


EMILY. I should think not. I don’t 
like these underhand ways. 

MURIEL. What underhand ways? 
Surely you didn’t expect Richard 
to announce in advance the exact 
place and hour he was going tc 
propose to me. 

EMILY. Please don’t try to imitate 
your dear father. You’re worse than 
Gerald sometimes. 

MURIEL. Oh, very well, mammal 
What else? 

EMILY. Do you mean to tell me 
you’re seriously thinking of going 
out to Canada— to Winnipeg— for 
the rest of your days? 

MURIEL. Of course, mama! I’m sure 
I shall be happier there than here. 

EMILY. You’ll leave England? 

MURIEL. Certainly. Politics are 
much more satifactory over there, 
except for woman’s suffrage. All 
the questions that all the silly 
statesmen are still wrangling about 
here have been settled over there 
ages ago. 

EMILY. My poor girl! 

MURIEL. Mamma, I wish you 
wouldn’t say “my poor girl.” 

EMILY. What have politics to do 
with happiness? 

MiiRiEL. They have a great deal 
to do with mine. But, of course, 
what most attracts me is all those 
thousands of square miles of wheat 
fields, and Richard making reap- 
ing-machines for them. The day I 
first see one of Richard’s new ma- 
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chines at work on a Canadian 
wheat-farm will be the happiest 
day of my life— except today, ^ 

NANCY {amazed at these senti- 
ments) . Well, you're a caution. 

MONK (ivith disgust). Why not 
marry an agricultural implement 
while you're about it? 

RICHABD {threateningly). You shut 
upl 

MURIEL. But aren't you glad, 
mamma? 

EMILY. I can't discuss the matter 
now. 

MURIEL. But what is there to dis- 
cuss? 

EMILY {after a pause). Muriel, I 
tell you at once, both of you, I 
sha'n't allow this marriage. 

MURIEL. Not allow it? My poor 
mammal 

MONK. Certainly not. 

RICHARD. I've told you to shut up 
once. 

EMILY. And your grandfather won't 
allow it, either. 

MURIEL. Of course, mamma, you 
and I have always been devoted 
to each other. You've made allow- 
ances for me, and I've made al- 
lowances for you. But you must 
please remember that we're in the 
year 1912. I've promised to marry 
Richard, and I shall marry him. 
There's no question of being “al- 
lowed." And if it comes to that, 
why shouldn't I marry him, indeed? 


EMILY. You— your father's daugh- 
ter, to think of going out to Win- 
nipeg as the wife of a— your place 
is in London. 

RICHARD {stiffening at the sight of 
trouble). But I say. Cousin Em- 
ily — 

MURIEL {gentle, but firmly). Rich- 
ard— please. {Turning to her 
mother) Mamma, you really do 
shock me. Just because I'm the 
Honourable Muriel Pym! {Laughs) 
1 won't say you're a snob, because 
everybody's a snob, in some way 
or other. But you don't understand 
the new spirit, not in the least— and 
I'm so sorry. Why! Hasn't it oc- 
curred to you even yet that the 
aristocracy racket's played out? 
(rose and john enter by the 
double doors. They have both 
grown very old, rose being sev- 
enty-three and JOHN seventy-seven. 
ROSE has become short-sighted, 
white-haired and stoutish. john has 
grown a little deaf; his hair is thin, 
his eyes sunken, his complexion of 
wax, his features sharply defined. 
GERTRUDE follows them, now sev- 
enty-three. She has grown into a 
thin shrivelled old woman, erect, 
hard with a high, shrill voice and 
keen, clear eyes.) 

ROSE. Oh! It's here they seem to 
be collected. {To monkhurst) Is 
that you, Gerald? Wherever has 
the poor lamb been? {She kisses 
him.) 

monk. Grandma, congratulations. 
{To john) Congratulations, sir. 

JOHN {sternly). Is this what you 
call good manners, boy? 

MONK. Sorry, sir. I was kept. 
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JOHN (sarcastically) » Kept? 

MONK. At the House of Lords. A 
division. 

MURIEL. Good Heavens! Break it 
to us gently. Has his grandmas 
lamb gone into politics? 

MONK (haughtily, ignoring his sis- 
ter). They telephoned me from 
headquarters. I thought you would 
prefer me 

JOHN. Certainly, my boy. (Shakes 
his hand) You couldn't have cele- 
brated our golden wedding in a 
fashion more agreeable to us than 
by recording your first vote in the 
House of Lords. Could he, granny? 

ROSE (feebly). Bless us! Bless us! 

JOHN. What was the division? 

MONK (mumbling). Er~the Trades 
Union Bill, sir. Third reading. 

JOHN (not hearing). What did you 
say? 

MONK (louder). Trades Union Bill, 
sir. 

MURIEL. Oh, my poor lamb! The 
Trades Union Bill division isn't to 
be taken till tomorrow! 

MONK (hastily). What am I think- 
ing of? It must have been the Ex- 
tended Franchise Bill, then. . . • 
Anyhow, I voted. 

JOHN (coughing). H'm! H'm! 

CERT (drawing a shawl round her 
shoulders, fretfully). Couldn't we 
have that window closed? 
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ROSE. Auntie Gertrude, how brave 
you are! I daren't have asked. 1 
declare I'm a martyr to this ven^ 
tilation in my old age. 

GERT. I daresay I'm very old-fash- 
ioned, but when I was young we 
didn't try to turning a drawing- 
room into a park. 

ROSE (to RICHARD, OS he closes the 
window). Thank you, Richard. 

JOHN (pettishly). Put a match to 
the fire, boy, and have done with 
it. (Richard goes to the fireplace, 
kneels down, and lights the fire.) 

GERT. What's the matter, Emily? 

EMILY (who has begun to weep). 
Oh, Auntie Gertrude) 

NANCY (soothingly). Come, come, 
Emily. 

JOHN. What's that? What's that? 

ROSE (peering at emily). What is 
it, John? 

JOHN. Monkhurst, have you been 
upsetting your mother again? 

MURIEL. I think it's us, grandpapa. 

JOHN. What does she say? 

MURIEL. I'm afraid it's us— Richard 
and me. We're engaged to be mar- 
ried. (MURIEL points to RICHARD, 
who is still on his knees busy with 
the fire.) 

ROSE. Oh, my dear— how suddenl 
What a shock! What a shock! l ea© 
understand your mother crying. I 
must cry myself. Come and kiss 
me! It's astonishing how quietly 
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you young people manage these 
things nowadays. {Embraces mu- 
riel.) 

JOHN. Who’s engaged to be mar- 
ried? Who’s engaged to be mar- 
ried? 

RICHARD (loudly, rising and dust- 
ing his hands). Muriel and I, sir. 

JOHN. Mu— Mu ! What the devil 

do you mean, sir? Emily, what in 
God’s name are you thinking of? 

EMILY (whimpering). It’s just as 
much of a surprise to me as to any- 
body. I don’t approve of it. 

MONK. I’ve told them already you 
would never approve, sir. 

I 

NANCY. You haven’t, young man. 
It was your mother who told us 
that. 

JOHN (to nancy). I asked you to 
my golden wedding, Nancy 

nancy. You did. Sir John. I 
shouldn’t have come without. 

JOHN. Do you countenance this— 
affair? 

NANCY. What’s wrong with it? 

ROSE (timidly). Yes, John. What’s 
wrong with it? Why shouldn’t my 
Muriel marry her Richard? 

JOHN. What’s wrong with it, d’you 
say? What 1 ** 

EMILY (passionately). I won’t 
agree to it. 

JOHN (to nancy). Nothing wrong 
with it, from your point of view. 


Nothing! (Laughing) Only I 
sha’n't have it. I won’t have it. 

ROSE. Grandpa, why do you always 
try to cross me? 

JOHN. I? You? 

ROSE. I’ve been yielding to you in 
everything for fifty years. I think 
I’m old enough to have my own 
way now— just once. 

JOHN (startled). What’s come over 
you? 

ROSE. Nothing’s come over me. But 
I really 

JOHN (subduing her). Be silent, 
granny! 

NANCY. We thought you thought 
very highly of Richard. 

JOHN. So I do. But what's that got 
to do with it? It’s nothing but this 
genius business over again. 

NANCY. Genius business? 

JOHN. Yes. I shall be told Richard’s 
a genius, therefore he must be al- 
lowed to marry Muriel. Nonsense! 
I had just the same difficulty with 
her mother twenty-six years ago. 
You ought to remember; you were 
there! Hadn’t I, Emily? 

EMILY (faintly). Yes. 

JOHN (not hearing). What’s that? 

EMILY. Yes, father. Yes. 

JOHN. Of course I had. I wouldn’t 
have it then, and I won't have it 
now. What? Here’s a young fel- 
low, a very smart engineer. Insists 
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on going to Canada. Wants capital! 
Well, I give it him! I tell him he 
may go. Everything’s settled. And 
then, if you please, he calmly an- 
nounces his intention of carrying 
oif my granddaughter— him! 

BOSE. If she’s your granddaughter, 
he’s my nephew. 

JOHN (glaring at her). Sh! 

ROSE. No! I wo 

JOHN (continuing^ staring at rose). 
My granddaughter has got to 
marry something very different 
from an engineer. 

NANCY. If she did she might marry 
something that’ll turn her hair grey 
a good deal sooner. 

JOHN. I have my plans for Muriel. 

EMILY. Imagine Muriel in Winni- 
peg! 

MURIEL. What plans, granddad? 
You’ve never told me about any 
plans. 

JOHN. Not told you! At your age, 
your mother had a conspicuous 
place in London society. And it’s 
your duty to carry on the family 
tradition. Your mother didn’t marry 
into the peerage so that you could 
gallivant up and down Winnipeg as 
the wife of a manufacturing engi- 
neer. You have some notion of 
politics, though it’s a mighty queer 
one 

MURIEL. I hardly think my politics 
would further your plan, grand- 
dad. I should have supposed the 
whole of my career would have 
made it plain that I have the great- 
est contempt for official politics. 


JOHN. Your “career”! Your “con- 
tempt”! (Laughs good-humouredly^ 
then more softly) My child 

MURIEL (nettled). I’m not a child 

JOHN (angrily). Enough! Don’t 
make yourself ridiculous. (More 
quietly) Your mother and your 
brother think as I do. Let that 
suffice. 

RICHARD. Pardon me, sir, but sup- 
pose it won’t suffice? 

JOHN (furious). I— I 

MURIEL (violently). Granddad, do 
please keep calm. 

JOHN (as above). I’m perfectly 
calm, I believe. 

NANCY (to Gertrude). Then he’d 
believe anything! 

MURIEL. You don’t seem to have 
understood that we’re engaged to 
be married. 

CERT. I must say 

JOHN. And what must you say? 
You’ll side with my wife against 
me, and the girl’s own mother, I 
suppose? 

CERT. I fail to see any objection 
whatever. 

*e I am, 

JOHN. Do you, indeed!. raid is not 
jection or no objection selfish and 
to^ be stopped— nowever talk freely 
o you. One day 
MURIEL. But hov^e to leave Berke- 
granddad? { I shall go and 
a the country. And 
JOHN. If I heai ^ announce you’re 
this, one more you want my 
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thirty thousand pounds for Rich- 
ard. Not from me, at any rate. And 
I don't imagine that your mother 
will help him, or Monkhurst either. 
Where is he? 

MONK. Not much. 

MURIEL. But that won't stop it, 
granddadi 

ROSE (rising, and going to the hall 
door). John, you're a hard, hard 
old man. The one thing I ask of 
you, and on our golden wedding 
day, too, and you won't even lis- 
ten. You shut me up as though I 
were a—a— I do think it's a shame. 
The poor things. (She goes out in 
tears.) 

NANCY (hurrying out after her). 
Rosel Rosel Don't! 

JOHN. Here I arrange a nice little 
family dinner to celebrate the occa- 
sion. 1 invite no outsiders, so that 
we shall be nice and homely and 
comfortable. And this is how you 
treat me. You induce your grand- 
mother to defy me— the first time in 
her life. You bring your mother to 
tears, and you 

EMILY. There's nothing to be said 
^ in favour of it— nothing. The very 
thought of it 

RJCHABD. I'm awfully sorry. 

Wrong ^ 

Muriel tu. you aren't, sir. So don't 
at. 

JOHN. What's fers.) 

say? What 1 * 

rthur Preece, Sir 
EMILY (passiona:^ him into the 
agree to it. 

JOHN (to nancy). 
with it, from your^v 


GERT. Why can't Mr. Preece come 
up here? 

JOHN. Because he's come to see me 
on private business, madam. Pri- 
vate, do I say? It's public enough. 
Everybody knows that I can't keep 
my own workmen in order with- 
out the help of a Labour M.P. The 
country's going to the dogs! My 
own father used to say so, and I 
never believed him. But it's true. 
(He goes to the door.) 

MONK. May I come with you, sir? 
(With a superior glance at mu- 
riel) These family ructions 

JOHN. Come! (john goes of, fol- 
lowed by MONKHURST.) 

GERT (meaningly). Richard, go and 
see where your mother is, will you? 
(Richard follows the others. A 
slight pause.) 

EMILY (still weakly and tearfully). 
How your poor grandmother is up- 
set! 

MURIEL. Yes, I'm very sorry. 

EMILY. That's something. 

MURIEL. It's such a humiliating 
sight. No real arguments. No at- 
tempt to understand my point of 
view! Nothing but blustering and 
bullying and stamping up and 
down. He wants to make out that 
I'm still a child with no will of my 
own. But it's he who's the child. 

GERT. Come, come, Muriel. 

MURIEL. Yes, it is. A spoilt child! 
When anyAing happens that 
doesn't just please him, there's a 
fine exhibition of temper. Don't we 
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all know it. And this is the great 
Sir John RheadI Bahl 

EMILY {amazed). Muriell 

MURIEL. Oh, of course it isn’t his 
fault! Everyone’s always given him 
his own way— especially grandma. 
It’s positively pathetic; grandma 
trying to turn against him now. 
Poor old thing! As if she could! 
Now! 

EMILY. Muriel, your cold-blooded- 
ness absolutely frightens me. 

MURIEL. But, mother, I’m not cold- 
blooded. It’s only common-sense. 

CERT, {clumsily caressing emily). 
Darling! 

EMILY. Common-sense will be the 
finish of me; I’ve no one left in the 
world now. 

GERT. {hurt). Then I suppose I’m 
too old to count. And yet for nearly 
fifty years I’ve lived for nobody but 
you. Many and many a time I 
should have been ready to die— yes, 
glad to— only you were there. 

EMILY {affectionately). And yet 
you’re against me now. 

GERT. I only want you not to have 
any regrets. 

EMILY. Any regrets! My life has 
been all regrets. Look at me. 

GERT. Not all your life, dear— your 
marriage, (muriel looks up.) 

EMILY {firmly, and yet frightened 
with a^^ok at muriel). Hush, 
auntie! 
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GERT. Why? Why should I hush? 
You say your life’s been all regrets, 
if you care about being honest with 
Muriel, you ought to tell her now 
that you did not marry the man 
you were in love with. 

EMILY {in an outburst). Don’t be' 
lieve it, Muriel. No one could have 
been a kinder husband than you* 
father was, and I always loved 
him. 

MURIEL {intimidated by these rev- 
elations of feelings). Mother! 

GERT. Then what do you regret? 
You had an affection for Ned, but 
if you had loved him as you loved 
—the other one— what is there to 
regret? And now you seem to be 
doing your best to make regrets 
for Muriel— and— and— oh, Emily, 
why do you do it? 

MURIEL {moved, but controlling 
herself). Yes, mamma! Why? I’m 
sure I’m open to hear reason on 
any subject— even marriage. 

EMILY {blackly). Reason! Reason! 
There you are again! My child, 
you’re my oldest, and I’ve loved 
you beyond everybody. You’ve 
never been attached to me. It isn’t 
your fault, and I don’t blame you. 
Things happen to be like that, 
that’s all. You don’t know how hard 
you are. If you did, you’d be ready 
to bite your tongue off. Here I am, 
with you and Gerald. Gerald is not 
bad at heart, but he’s selfish and 
he*s a fool.'I could never talk freely 
to him, as I do to you. One day 
he’ll be asking me to leave Berke- 
ley Square, and I shall go and 
finish my days in the country. And 
here you calmly announce you’re 
off to Canada, and you want my 
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reasons for objectingl Theres 
only one reason— all the others are 
nothing— mere excuses— and you 
couldn't guess that one reason. You 
have to be told. If you cared for 
Lne, you wouldn't force me to the 
shame of telling you. 

MURIEL (whispering). Shame? 

EMILY. Isn't it humiliating for a 
mother to have to tell her daugh- 
ter, who never's even thought of it, 
that she cannot bear to lose her,— 
cannot bear?— Canada! 

MURIEL (throwing herself at her 
mothers knees). Mother, I’ll never 
leave you! (She sobs, burying her 
face in her mothers lap.) 

^ERT. (softly). All this self-sacrifice 
is a sad mistake. (To muriel) 
None of us can live for ever. When 
your mother is gone— what will you 
do then? 

MURIEL (climbing up and kissing 
her mother). I’ll never leave you! 

EMILY. My child! 

GERT. (gcntlij). It’s wrong of you, 
Emily! All wrong! 

(ARTHUR PREECE enters from the 
hall. His hair and moustache have 
grown grey. His expression and 
manner slightly disillusioned and 
cynical. In figure he is the same.) 

PREECE. Good evening. , 

MURIEL (on seeing him, rises 
quickly rather like a school-girl). 
Good evening. (She goes out rap- 
idly. PREECE loofes after her a little 
surprised.) 


EMILY (at once the woman of the 
world). Good evening. You've soon 
finished your business with father. 

PREECE (puzzled by the appear- 
ance of things). Good evening. 
(He shakes hands with emily) 
What is the matter? The old gen- 
tleman really wasn't equal to see- 
ing me. I just told him what I had 
to tell him about the strikers, and 
then he said I'd perhaps better 
come up here. I think he wanted 
to be alone. 

EMILY. Poor dear! 

PREECE. Nothing serious, I hope? 

GERT. (briskly, shaking preece by 
the hand). The usual thing, Mr. 
Preece, the usual thiixg! A new 
generation has got to tJie marrying 
age. You know what ?t is. I know 
what it is. Now, Emily, don't begin 
to cry again. People who behave as 
selfishly as you're Toing have no 
right to weep— except for their sins. 

EMILY (protesting). Auntie, this 
can’t possibly interest Mr. Preece. 

GERT. (still more briskly). Don't 
talk that kind of conventional non- 
sense, Emily! You know quite well 
it will interest Mr. Preece ex- 
tremely. (Rising) Now just tell 
him all about it and see what he 
says. (With a peculiar tone) I sup- 
pose you'll admit he ought to be a 
good judge of such matters? (She 
moves to the door.) 

EMILY. Where are you going?" 

GERT. (imitating emily slightly). 
That can't possibly interest you. 
(Wearily) I'm out of patience. 
(She goes out of the room.) 
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EMILY {trying to force a light 
tone). I hope you had some good 
news about the workmen for my 
poor old father. What a finish for 
his golden wedding day! 

PREECE {following her lead). Yes, 
I think his little affair's pretty well 
fixed up— anyhow for the present, 
lies shown himself pretty reason- 
able. If he'd continued to be as 
obstinate as he was at the start, 
the thing would have run him into 
a lot of money. 

EMILY. I wonder he doesn't retire. 

PREECE. He's going to. There s to 
be a Limited Company. 

EMILY. Father— a Limited Com- 
pany! He told you? 

PREECE. Yes. 

EMii.Y. Then he must have been 
feeling it's getting too much for 
him. 

PREECE. Well, considering his years 
-seventy-seven, isn't it? Some of 
us will be beaten long before that 
age. {He sighs.) 

EMILY. Why that sigh? You aren’t 
getting ready to give up, are you? 

PREECE. No, I expect I shall go on 
till I drop. 

EMILY. I should have thought you 
had every reason to be satisfied 
with what you have done. 

PREECE. Why? 

EMILY. Unless you regret giving 
up steel for politics. 


PREECE. No. I don't regret that. I'd 
done all I really wanted to do 
there. I'd forced your father to take 
up steel on a big scale. I'd made 
more than all the money I needed. 
And other processes were coming 
along, better than mine. 

EMILY. I wonder how many men 
there are who've succeeded as you 
have done, both in politics and out 
of politics. 

PREECE. Do you think I've suc- 
ceeded in politics? 

EMILY. You haven’t held office, but 
I've always understood it was be- 
cause you preferred to be inde- 
pendent. 

PREECE. It was. I could have sold 
my soul over and over again for a 
seat at an Under-Secretary's desk. 
I wouldn't even lead the Labour 
Party. 

EMILY. But everyone knows you're 
the strongest man in the Labour 
Party. 

PREECE. Well, if I am— the strong- 
est man in the Labour Party is 
rather depressed. 

EMILY. Why? 

PREECE. Difficult to say. Twenty 
years ago, I thought the millen- 
nium would be just about estab- 
lished in 1912. Instead of that, it's 
as far off as ever. It's even further 
off* 

EMILY. Further off? 

PREECE. Yes. And yet a lot of us 
have worked. By God, we have! 
But there’s a different spirit now. 
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The men are bitter. They can t lead 
themselves and they won’t be led. 
They won’t be led. And nobody 
knows what’s going to happen next. 
Except that trouble’s going to hap- 
pen. I often wonder why I was 
cursed with the reforming spirit. 
How much happier I should have 
been if I’d cared for nothing in this 
world but my own work— like 
young Richard Sibley, for instance. 

EMILY. Isn’t he interested in re- 
form? 

PREECE. Not he! He’s an engineer, 
only an engineer. He minds his 
own business. I suppose he’s here 
tonight. 

EMILY. Yes. 

PREECE (in an ordinary tone). 
Why won’t you let him marry Miss 
Muriel? 

EMILY (startled). Then father’s 
told you? 

PREECE. Not a word. But Richard 
and I are great pals. He’s told me 
his plans. Why shouldn’t they 
marry? 

EMILY (weakly). Muriel won’t go 
to Canada. 

PREECE. Won’t go to Canada? But 
I understand she had a tremendous 
notion of Canada. 

EMILY. She’s promised me she 
go. 

PREECE. But why should she do 
that? 

EMILY (half breaking down). Oh, 
1 know I’m selfish. But— but— 1 


should be quite alone, if she went. 
And then, it’s not what we’d an- 
ticipated for her. We naturally 
hoped 

PREECE. Oh! Of course, if you’re in 
the marriage market 

EMILY. No. Really it’s not that— at 
least as far as I’m concerned. I 
should be so utterly alone. And 
she’s promised me. If she deserted 
me 

PREECE. Deserted— rather a strong 
word 

EMILY. Please don’t be hard! You 
don’t know how unhappy I am. 
You admit you’re discouraged. 

PREECE. I said “depressed.” 

EMILY. Well, depressed, then. 
Can’t you feel for others? 

PREECE (rather roughly). And who 
made me admit it? Who kept ques- 
tioning me and worming it out of 
me? You wouldn’t leave it alone. 
You’re like all the other women— 
and I’ve had to do with a few. 

EMILY (affronted). Please— 

PREECE. It isn’t sufficient for you 
to make a man unhappy. You 
aren’t satisfied till he admits you’ve 
made him unhappy. 

EMILY (protesting). Oh! 

PREECE. How many times have I 
seen you since this cursed strike 
brought me among the family 
again? Half a dozen, perhaps. And 
every single time I’ve noticed you 
feeling your way towards it. And 
tonight you’ve just got there. 



MILESTONES 


EMILY. Arthur, you must forgive 
me. Its quite true. We can’t help 
it. 

PREECE. What should I care about 
lost millenniums and labour 
troubles ahead, if I’d any genuine 
personal interest in my own? Not 
a jot. Not a tinker’s curse! Do you 
remember you let me kiss you— 
once? 

EMILY. Forgive me! I know I 
oughtn’t to be forgiven. But life’s 
so difficult. Ever since I’ve been 
seeing you again I’ve realised how 
miserable I am— it’s such a long 
time since. It seems as it was some 
other girl and not me— twenty-six 
years ago— here! And yet it’s like 
yesterday. ( She sobs. ) 

( PREECE embraces her first roughly 
and then very tenderly.) 

PREECE. My child! 

EMILY. I’m an old woman. 

PREECE. You said it was like yes- 
terday— when you were twenty- 
three— so it is. (They kiss again.) 

EMILY (with a little laugh). This 
will kill father. 

PREECE. Not it. Your father has a 
remarkable constitution. It’s much 
more likely to kill the Labour 
Party. 

(JOHN enters, agitated and weary.) 

JOHN (brusquely). Where’s your 
mother? She’s not in the other 
room. I thought she was in here. 
I want to see her. 

EMILY. She's probably gone to her 
own room— poor dear! 
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JOHN. Can’t you go and find her? 
(He sits down, discouraged.) 

EMILY (coming over to him). 
Father, I’ve been thinking it over, 
and I’m afraid we shall have to 
agree to Muriel’s marriage. 

JOHN. We shall have to agree to it? 
I sha’n’t agree to it. 

EMILY. As Mr. Preece says 

JOHN. Mr. Preece? 

EMILY. You know how friendly he 
is to Richard— as Mr. Preece says, 
why shouldn’t they marry? 

PREECE. I merely ventured to put 
the question. Sir John. 

JOHN. Why shouldn’t they? Because 
they shouldn’t. Isn’t that enough? 
(To EMILY ) A quarter of an hour 
ago you yourself agreed in the most 
positive way that there was noth- 
ing whatever to be said in favour 
of such a match. 

EMILY. I was rather overlooking 
the fact that they’re in love with 
each other— (glancing at preece) 
—a quarter of an hour ago. 

JOHN. Are all you women gone mad 
tonight? Preece, do you reckon 
you understand women? 

PREECE. Now and then. one gets a 
glimpse, sir. 

jojiN (realising state of affairs be- 
tween preece and emily). H’m! 

EMILY (noticing her father watch 
her, rather self-consciously). After 
all, what difiFerence can it make. to 
us? We shVnt be here as long as 
they will. 
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JOHN. What? What? 

EMILY (louder). We shan’t be 
here as long as they will, I say. 

JOHN. That’s it! Tell me I’m an old 
man! Of course, it can’t make any 
difference to us. I was looking at 
the matter solely from their point 
of view. How can it affect me— 
whom Muriel marries? 

EMILY. Well, then! Let them judge 
for themselves. You agree? (john 
stares before him obstinately) 

Father (john shakes his head 

impatiently) Dad! 

JOHN (looking up like a sulky 
child). Oh, have it your own way. 
I’m not the girl’s mother. If you’ve 
made up your mind, there’s noth- 
ing more to be said. 

EMILY. And Richard’s capital? 

JOHN. Oh, it’s all lying ready. 
(Shrtigs his shoulders) May as well 
have it, I suppose. 

EMILY. You’re a dear! 

JOHN. I’m not a dear, and I hate 
to be called a dear. 

EMILY. What a shocking untruth! 
I shall go and tell them, I think. 
[She goes to the door,) 

JOHN (calling her back). Emily! 

EMILY. Yes. 

JOHN. Don’t let them come in here. 
I couldn’t bear it. 

EMILY. Oh, but 

JOHN. I couldn’t stand the strain of 
another scene. It’s late now— I’m an 


old man, and people have no right 
to upset me in this way. 

EMILY. Couldn’t they just say good- 
night? 

JOHN. Very well. They must say 
good-night and go at once. An- 
other day 

EMILY (very soothingly). I’ll tell 
them you’re very tired. (She nods 
smilingly at her father and leaves 
the room, A slight pause,) 

PREECE. A difficult job, being the 
head of a family. 

JOHN. I’ve done with it, Preece. 
I’ve decided that tonight— that’s 
what a golden wedding comes to 
in these days. Things aren’t what 
they were. In my time a man 
was at any rate master in his own 
house and in his own works. 
Seemed natural enough! But you’ve 
changed all that. 

PREECE. I’ve changed it? 

JOHN (continuing confidentially). 
Why, even my own wife’s gone 
against me tonight. My own wife! 
(Troubled) Did you ever hear of 
such a thing? 

PREECE. I have heard of it. Sir 
John. 

JOHN (grimly). You laugh. Wait 
till you’re married. 

PREECE. I may have to wait a long 
time. 

JOHN. Eh, what? A long time? 
Don’t try to hoodwink me, Preece. 
I know what you all say when I’m 
not there. “Old Rhead.” “Be break- 
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ing up soon, the old man!” But I’m 
not yet quite doddering. (Point' 
edly) You’ll be married inside six 
months— and every newspaper in 
London will be full of it. Yes, an- 
swer that. My workmen go out on 
strike, and you poke your nose in 
and arrange it for me. Tlien my 
family go out on strike, and upon 
my soul, you poke your damned 
nose in there, too, and arrange that 
for me— on your own terms. Tut 
—tut! Shake hands, man! You and 
your like are running the world to 
the devil, and I’m too old to step 
in and knock you down. But— but— 
I wish you luck, my lad. You’re a 
good sort. ( They shake hands. 

EMILY, NANCY, MURIEL, RICHARD 

and GERTRUDE all enter from the 
hall . ) 

PREECE. Well, good-night. Sir John. 

EMILY (cheerfully). We’re just 
coming to say good-night, grand- 
papa. I’m sure you must be very 
tired. We’ve said good-night to 
granny. 

JOHN (feebly). Where is she? 
Where is granny? 

NANCY (heartily shaking hands). 
Good-night, John, and thank you 
for a very pleasant time. (She goes 
to GERTRUDE, who now Stands near 
the door, and kisses her good- 
night.) 

RICHARD (heartily shaking hands). 
Thank you, sir. (nancy passes out 
by the door. Gertrude now shakes 
hands with richard, who follows 
his mother.) 

EMILY (kisses John). Good-night, 
dear, (john, turning from emilt, 
moves with a generous gesture to 
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MURIEL, who, however, keeps a 
very stiff demeanor and shakes 
hands in cold silence, emily has 
reached Gertrude. They both 

watch MURIEL.) 

EMILY (with a shade of disap- 
pointment turns to Gertrude). 
Good -night, auntie. ( Gertrude 
and EMILY embrace, then emily 
passes quickly out of the door.) 

JOHN (stiffly, looking about). 
Where’s Monkhurst? 

gert. Oh, he is gone! He said he 
had an appointment at the Club. 

JOHN. What Club? The Carlton? 

MURIEL (shaking hands with Ger- 
trude). The Automobile, you may 
depend. (She goes off by the door 
quickly. ) 

gert. Well, this day is over. ( Web- 
ster enters from the hall.) 

WEBSTER. Any orders, Sir John? 

JOHN. None. 

gert. Can’t we have some of the 
blaze of electricity turned ojff? 

JOHN. As you like, (webster ex- 
tinguishes several clusters with the 
switches at the door, then goes out. 
The room is left in a discreet 
light. ) 

JOHN (almost plaintively) . Where’s 
Rose? (rose enters timidly from 
the hall.) 

GERT. Here she is. 

rose (going up to John) . Jolin, for- 

g ve me for having dared to difFer 
om my dear husband. 
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JOHN {taking her hand softly). Old 
girl— (f/ien half humorously shak- 
ing his head)— youW be the death 
of me, if you do it again. 

CERT. I think I’m going to bed. 

JOHN. No, not yet. 

ROSE. Gertrude, will you do me a 
favour, on my golden wedding- 
day? 

GERT. What is it? 

ROSE. Sing for us. 

GERT. Oh I My singing days are 
over long ago. 

JOHN (persuasively). Go on— go on. 
There’s nobody but us to hear. 

GERT. Really it is (Stops) Very 

well, (gertrxjde goes through the 
double doors, rose draws her lace 
shawl round her,) 

JOHN. Let’s sit by the fire if you’re 
cold. (He moves a chair in place 
for her gallantly, rose sits to the 
left of the fire, john takes a seat 
to the right of the fire. The song 
“Juanita"' is heard in a cracked and 


ancient voice, very gently and 
faintly,) 

rose (softly, by the fire). When 
I think of all this room has seen 

JOHN (looking into the fire). Ahl 

rose. I’m sure it’s very pleasant to 
remember. 

JOHN. Ah! That’s because you’re 
pleasant. I’ve said it before, and 
I say it again. The women of today 
aren’t what women used to be. 
They’re hard. They’ve none of the 
old charm. Unsexed— that’s what 
they are— unsexed. (Muriel enters 
quickly from the hall in a rich 
white cloak. She pauses smiling, 
then hurries delicately across to her 
grandfather and embraces him; re- 
leases him, shyly takes a flower 
from her bosom, drops it into his 
hand, turns and gives her grand- 
mother a smile, whispering “Good- 
night. They're waiting for me," 
and hurries out again.) 

JOHN (looking at the flou^er). We 
live and learn. 

rose (nodding her head). Yes, 
John. (The song continues.) 
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SCENE 

A remote region at the back of the Himalayas 
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ACT ONE 


A region of gaunt and almost treeless mountains, uniformly grey in tone, 
except in so far as the atmosphere lends them colour. Clinging to the 
mountain wall in the background, at an apparent distance of about a mUe, 
is a vast barbaric palace, with long stretches of unbroken masonry, 
crowned by arcades and turrets. 

The foreground consists of a small level space between two masses oj 
rock. In the rock on the right a cave-temple has been roughly hewn. 
Two thick and rudely carved pillars divide it into three sections. Between 
the pillars, in the middle section, can be seen the seated figure of a six- 
armed Goddess, of forbidding aspect, coloured dark green. In front of the 
figure is a low altar with five or six newly severed heads of goats lying at 
its base. The temple is decorated with untidy and mouldering wreaths 
and other floral offerings. 

The open space between the two rock masses forms a rudely paved 
forecourt to the temple. It is bordered by small idols and three or four 
round-headed stone posts, painted green. 

Mountain paths wind off behind the rocks, and through the low shrubs, 
both to right and left. 

Projecting over the rock-mass on the left can be seen the wing of an 
aeroplane, the nacelle and under-carriage hidden. It has evidently just 
made a rather disastrous forced landing. The pilot and two passengers are 
in the act of extricating themselves from the wreck, and clambering down 
the cliff. The pilot is dr. basil traherne; the passengers are major An- 
tony CRESPiN and his wife lucilla. traherne (35) is a well-set-up man, 
vigourous and in good training, crespin (40), somewhat heavy and dissi- 
pated-looking, is in khaki, lucilla (28), is a tall, slight, athletic woman, 
wearing a tailor-made tweed suit. All three on their first appearance wear 
aviation helmets and leather coats. The coats they take off as occasion 
offers. 

Their proceedings are watched with wonder and fear by a group of 
dark and rudely clad natives, rather Mongolian in feature. They chatter 
eagerly among themselves. A man of higher stature and more Aryan type^ 
the PRIEST of the temple, seems to have some authority over them. 

As soon as all three newcomers have descended, the priest gives some 
directions to a young man among the bystanders, who makes off at great 
speed. He is a messenger to the castle. 





WILLIAM ARCHER 


252 

LuciLLA (to CRESPiN, who is at a 
difficult point, and about to jump). 
Take care, Antony! Let Dr. Tra- 
herne give you a hand. 

TRAHERNE (already on the ground) , 
Yes. 

CRESPIN. Hang it all, I m not such 
a crock as all that. (Jumps heavily, 
but safely.) 

TRAHERNE. Are you all right, Mrs. 
Crespin? Not very much shaken? 

LuciLLA. Not a bit. 

TRAHERNE. It was a nasty bump. 

LUCILLA. You managed splendidly. 

CRESPIN. Come on, Lu— sit on that 
ledge, and I can swing you down. 

TRAHERNE. Let me 

(crespin and traherne support 
her as she jumps lightly to the 
ground.) 

LUCILLA. Thank you. 

crespin. That last ten minutes was 
pretty trying. I don’t mind owning 
that my nerves are all of a twitter. 
(Producing a pocket flask, and 
pouring some of its contents into 
the cup) Have a mouthful, Tra- 
herne? 

TRAHERNE. No, thank you. 

crespin (to LUCILLA). You won’t, 
I know. I will. (Drinks off the 
brandy, then pours and drinks 
again) That’s better!— And now^ 
where are we, Doctor? 

TRAHERNE. I have no notion. 

CRESPIN. Let s ask the populace. 
(The natives have been standing 
at some distance, awe-struck, but 


chattering eagerly among them- 
selves. The PRIEST, intently watch- 
ing, is silent, crespin advances 
towards him, the natives mean- 
while shrinking back in fear. The 
PRIEST salaams slightly and almost 
contemptuously, crespin addresses 
him in Hindustani, which he evi- 
dently does not understand. He in 
turn pours forth a speech of some 
length, pointing to the temple and 
the palace, crespin can make noth- 
ing of it. While this is proceeding: ) 

TRAHERNE (in a low voice, to i.u- 
cilla). You were splendid, all 
through! 

LUCILLA. I had perfect faith in you. 

TRAHERNE. If I’d had another pint 
of petrol, I might have headed for 
that sort of esplanade behind the 
castle 

LUCILLA. Yes, I saw it. 

TRAHERNE, —and made an easy 
landing. But I simply had to try 
for this place, and trust to luck. 

LUCILLA. It wasn’t luck, but your 
skill, that saved us. 

TRAHERNE. You are very good to 
me. 

CRESPIN (turning). It’s no use-he 
doesn’t understand a word of Hin- 
dustani. You know Russian, don’t 
you. Doctor? 

TRAHERNE. A little. 

CRESPIN. We must be well on to- 
wards Central Asia. Suppose you 
try him in Russian. Ask him where 
the deuce we are, and who owns 
the shooting-box up yonder. 
(TRAHERNE says Something to the 
PRIEST in Russian.) 
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THE PRIEST (his fcce lighting up, 
points to the earth, and then makes 
an enveloping gesture to signify 
the whole country, saying), Rukh, 
Rukh, Rukh, Rukh. 

CRESPiN. What the deuce is he 
Rooking about? 

TRAHERNE. Goodness knows. 

LuciLLA. I believe I know. Wait a 
minute. (Feeling in her pockets) 
I thought I had the paper with me. 
I read in the Leader, just before 
we started, that the three men who 
murdered the Political Officer at 
Abdulabad came from a wild re- 
gion at the back of the Himalayas, 
called Rukh. 

TRAHERNE. Now that you mention 
it, I have heard of the place. (lie 
turns to the priest and says a few 
more words in Russian, pointing to 
the Falace. The priest replies 
**Raja Sahib** several times over,) 

CRESPIN. Oh, it's Windsor Castle, 
is it? Well, we'd better make tracks 
for it. Come, Lucilla. 

(The PRIEST, much excited, stops 
his way, pouring forth a stream of 
unintelligible language, traherne 
says something to him in Russian, 
whereupon he pauses and then 
says two or three words, slowly 
and with difficulty— one of them 
“Ra/a.") 

TRAHERNE. His Russian is even 
more limited than mine; but I 
gather that the Raja has been sent 
for and will come here. 

CRESPIN (lighting a cigarette). All 
right— then we'd better await de- 
velopments. (Seats himself on a 
green-painted stone. As the priest 
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sees this, he makes a rush, hustles 
CRESPIN off, with wild exclama- 
tions, and then, disregarding him, 
makes propitiatory gestures, and 
mutters formulas of deprecation, to 
the stone.) 

CRESPIN (very angry, lays his hand 
on his revolver-case). Confound 
you, take care what you're doing! 
You’d better treat us civilly, or 

TRAHERNE (laying a hand on his 
arm). Gently, gently, Major. This 
is evidently some sort of sacred 
enclosure, and you were sitting on 
one of the gods. 

CRESPIN. Well, curse him, he might 
have told me 

TRAHERNE. If he had you wouldn't 
have understood. The follow seems 
to be the priest— you see, he's beg- 
ging the god's pardon. 

CRESPIN. If I knew his confounded 
lingo I'd jolly well make him beg 
mine. 

TRAHERNE. We'd better be careful 
not to tread on their corns. We 
have Mrs. Crespin to think of. 

CRESPIN. Confound it, sir, do you 
think I don't know how to take 
care of my own wife? 

TRAHERNE. I think you're a little 
hasty, Major— that's all. These are 
evidently queer people, and we're 
dependent on them to get us out 

of our hobble. 

•• 

LUCILLA (down, left). Do you 
think I could sit on this stone with- 
out giving offence to the deities? 

TRAHERNE. Oh yes, that seems safe 
enough. (After lucilla is seated) 
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I don't know how to apologise for 
having got you into this mess. 

LUCELLA. Don't talk nonsense, Dr. 
Traherne. Who can foresee a Him- 
alayan fog? 

TRAHERNE. The Only thing to do 
was to get above it, and then, of 
tourse, my bearings were gone. 

uUCiLLA. Now that we're safe, I 
should think it all great fun if it 
Weren't for the children. 

CRESPiN. Oh, they don't expect us 
for a week, and surely it won't 
take us more than that to get back 
to civilisation. 

TRAHERNE. Or, at all events, to a 
telegraph line. 

tuciLLA, I suppose there's no 
chance of flying back? 

TRAHERNE. Not the slightest. I'm 
afraid. I fancy the old 'bus is done 
for, 

LUCELLA. Oh, Dr. Traherne, what 
a shame! And you'd only had it a 
tfew weeks! 

TRAHERNE. What does it matter so 
long as you are safe? 

LUCmLA. What does it matter so 
long as we're all safe? 

CRESPIN. That's not what Traherne 
said. Why pretend to be blind to 
his-Kjhivalry? • 

TRAHERNE {trying to laugh it off). 
Of course I'm glad you're all right. 
Major, and I'm not sorry to be in 
a whole skin myself. But ladies 
first, you know. 


CRESPIN. The perfect knight errant, 
in fact! 


TRAHERNE. Decidedly “errant.” I 
couldn't well have gone more com- 
pletely astray. 

LuciLLA. Won't you look at the ma- 
chine and see if it's quite hopeless? 

TRAHERNE. Yes, at once. {He goes 
towards the wreck of the aeroplane 
and passes out of sight. The popti- 
lace clustered in and around the 
temple on the right are intent upon 
the marvel of the aeroplane, hut 
the PRIEST fixes his gaze upon 
CRESPIN and lucilla.) 

CRESPIN {sits beside lucilla on 
the stone). Well, Lucilla! 

LUCILLA. Well? 

CRESPIN. That was a narrow 
squeak. 

LUCILLA. Yes, I suppose so. 

CRESPIN. All's well that ends well, 
eh? 

Lucilla. Of course. 

CRESPIN. You don't seem very 
grateful to Providence. 

LUCILLA. For sending the fog? 

CRESPIN. For getting us down 
safely—all three. 

LUCILLA. It was Dr. Traherne's 
nerve that did that. If he hadn’t 
kept his head 

CRESPIN. We should have crashed. 
One or other of us would probably 
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have broken his neck; and if Provi- 
dence had played up, it might 
have been the right one. 

LUCiLLA. What do you mean? 

CRESPiN. It might have been me. 
Then you'd have thanked God, 
right enough! 

LUCILLA. Why will you talk like 
this, Antony? If I hadn't sent Dr. 
Traherne away just now, you'd 
have been saying these things in 
his hearing. 

CRESPIN. Well, why not? He's quite 
one of the family! Don't tell me he 
doesn't know all about the '"state 
of our relations," as they say in 
the divorce court. 

LUCILLA. If he does, it's not from 
me. No doubt he knows what the 
whole station knows. 

CRESPIN. And what does the whole 
station know? Why, that your 
deadly coldness drives me to 
drink. I've lived for three years in 
an infernal clammy fog like that 
we passed through. Who's to 
blame if I take a whiskey-peg now 
and then, to keep the chill out? 

LUCILLA. Oh, Antony, why go over 
it all again? You know very well 
it was drink— and other things— 
that came between us; not my 
coldness, as you call it, that drove 
you to drink. 

CRESPIN, Oh, you good women! 
You patter after the parson, “For- 
give us as we forgive those that 
trespass against us.” But you don't 
know what forgiveness means. 

LUCILLA. What's the use of it, An- 
tony? Forgive? I have “forgiven” 
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you. I don't try to take the children 
from you, though it might be better 
for them if I did. But to forgive is 
one thing, to forget another. When 
a woman has seen a man behave as 
you have behaved, do you think 
it is possible for her to forget it, 
and to love him afresh? There are 
women in novels, and perhaps in 
the slums, who have such short 
memories; but I am not one of 
them. 

CRESPIN. No, by Jove, you're not! 
So a man's whole life is to be 
ruined 

LUCILLA. Do you think yours is the 
only life to be ruined? 

CRESPIN. Ah, there we have it! I've 
not only offended your sensibilities; 
I am in your way. You love this 
other man, this mode) of all the 
virtues! 

LUCILLA. You have no right to say 
that. 

CRESPIN {disregarding her protest). 
He's a paragon. He's a wonder. 
He's a mighty microbe-killer before 
the Lord; he's going to work 
Heaven knows what miracles, only 
he ‘hasn't brought them off yet. 
And you're cursing the mistake you 
made in marrying a poor devil of 
a soldierman instead of a first-class 
scientific genius. Come! Make a 
clean breast of it! You may as 
well! 

LUCILLA. I have nothing to answer. 
While I continue to live with you, 
I owe you an account of my actions 
—but not of my thoughts. 

CRESPIN. Your actions? OB, I know 
very well you're too cold— too con- 



WILLIAM ARCHER 


256 

founded respectable— to kick over 
the traces. And then you have the 
children to think of. 

LUCiLLA. Yes; I have the children. 

CRESPiN. Besides, there’s no hurry. 
If you only have patience for a 
year or two, I’ll do the right thing 
for once, and drink myself to 
death. 

LUCiLLA. You have only to keep 
yourself a little in hand to live to 
what they call “a good old age.” 

CRESPIN. Ton my soul. I’ve a mind 
to try to, though goodness knows 
my life is not worth living. I was 
a fool to come on this crazy ex- 
pedition — 

LUCILLA. Why, it was you yourself 
that jumped at Dr. Traherne’s pro^ 
posal. 

CRESPIN. I thought we’d get to the 
kiddies a week earlier. They’d be 
glad to see me, poor little things. 
They don’t despise their daddy. 

LUCILLA. It shan’t be my fault, An- 
tony, if they ever do. But you don’t 
make it easy to keep up appear- 
ances. 

CRESPIN. Oh, Lu, Lu, if you would 
treat me like a human being— if you 
would help me and make life tol- 
erable for me, instead of a thing 
that won’t bear looking at except 
through the haze of drink— we 
might retrieve the early days. 
Heaven knows I never cared two 
pins for any woman but you 

LUCILLA. No, the others, I suppose, 
only helped you, like whiskey, to 
see the world through a haze. 7 


saw the world through a haze when 
I married you; but you have dis- 
pelled it once for all. Don’t force 
me to tell you how impossible it 
is for me to be your wife again. 
I am the mother of your children 
—that gives you a terrible hold over 
me. Be content with that. 

TRAHERNE {stUl unsecn, calls) : Oh, 
Mrs. CrespinI (He appears, clam- 
bering down from the aeroplane) 
I’ve found in the wreck the news- 
paper you spoke of— you were right 
about Rukh. 

CRESPIN (as TRAHERNE comes for- 
ward). What does it say? 

TRAHERNE ( reads ) . “Abdulabad, 
Tuesday. Sentence of death has 
been passed on the three men 
found guilty of the murder of Mr. 
Haredale. It appears that these mis- 
creants are natives of Rukh, a 
small and little-known independent 
state among the northern spurs of 
the Himalayas.” 

LUCILLA. Yes, that’s what I read. 

TRAHERNE. This news isn’t the best 
possible passport for us in our pres- 
ent situation. 

LUCILLA. But if we’re hundreds of 
miles from anywhere, it can’t be 
known here yet. 

CRESPIN (lighting a cigarette). In 
any case, they wouldn’t dare to 
molest us. 

TRAHERNE. All the Same it might be 
safest to burn this paragraph in 
case there’s anybody here that can 
read it. (He tears a strip out of the 
paper, lights it at crespin’s match, 
watches it burn tUl he has to drop 
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the flaming remnant of it, upon 
lohich he stamps, lucilla takes 
the rest of the small locah paper 
and lays it beside her leather coat 
on the stone, left. The priest in- 
tently loatches all these proceed- 
ings. Meanwhile strange utidations, 
mingled with the throb of tom-toms 
and the clash of cymbals, have 
made themselves faintly heard from 
the direction of the mountain path, 
right.) 

CHESPiN. Hallo! What’s this? 

TRAHERNE. Souncls like the march 
of the Great Panjandrum. 

(The sounds rapidly approach. 
The natives all run to the point 
where the path debouches on the 
open space. They prostrate them- 
selves, some on each side of the 
way. A wild procession comes down 
the mountain path. It is headed 
by a gigantic Negro flourishing two 
naked sabers, and gyrating in a 
barbaric war-dance. Then come 
half a dozen musicians with tom- 
toms and cymbals. Then a litter 
carried by four bearers. Through 
its gauze curtains the figure of the 
RAJA can be indistinctly seen. Im- 
mediately behind the litter comes 
WATKINS, an English valet, demure 
and correct, looking as if he had 
just strolled in from St. lames 
Street. The procession closes with 
a number of the raja’s bodyguard, 
in the most fantastic, parti-coloured 
attire, and armed with antique 
match-locks, some of them with 
barrels six or seven feet long. The 
raja’s litter is set down in front of 
the temple, watkins opens the cur- 
tains and gives his arm to the raja 
as he alights. The raja makes a 
step towards the European party in 
silence. He is a tall, well-built man 
of forty, dressed in the extreme of 
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Eastern gorgeousness, crespin ad- 
vances and salutes.) 

CRESPIN. Does Your Highness 
speak English? 

RAJA. Oh, yes, a little. ( As a matter 
of fact he speaks it irreproachably. ) 

CRESPIN (pulling himself together 
and speaking like a soldier and a 
man of breeding). Then I have to 
ap(d()gise for our landing uninvited 
in your territory. 

RAJA. Uninvited, but, I assure you, 
not unwelcome. 

CRESPIN. We are given to under- 
stand that this is the State of Rukh. 

RAJA. The kingdom of Rukh, Major 
—if I rightly read the symbols on 
your cuff. 

CRESPIN (again salutes). Major 
Crespin. Permit me to introduce 
my wife 

RAJA (with a profound salaam). I 
am delighted. Madam, to welcome 
you to my secluded dominions. 
You are the first lady of your na- 
tion I have had the honour of re- 
ceiving. 

LUCILLA. Your Highness is very 
kind. 

CRESPIN. And this is Dr. Basil Tra- 
herne, whose aeroplane— or what is 
left of it— you sec. 

RAJA. Doctor Traherne? The Doc- 
tor 'Traherne, whose name I have 
so often seen in the newspaper? 
“The Pasteur of Malaria.” 

TRAHERNE. The iiewspapers make 
too much of my work. It is ver; 
incomplete. 
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HAJA. But you are an aviator as 
well? 

TRAHERNE. Only as an amateur. 

RAJA. I presume it is some misad- 
venture— a most fortunate misad- 
venture for me— that has carried 
you so far into the wilds of the 
Himalayas? 

TRAHERNE. Yes— we got lost in the 
clouds. Major and Mrs. Crespin 
were coming up from the plains to 
see their children at a hill sta- 
tion — 

RAJA. Pahari, no doubt? 

TRAHERNE. Yes, Pahari— and I was 
rash enough to suggest that I 
might save them three days’ travel- 
ling by taking them up in my aero- 
plane. 

RAJA. Madam is a sportswoman, 
then? 

LUCILLA. Oh, I have been up many 
times. 

CRESPIN (with a tinge of sarcasm). 
Yes, many times. 

J.UCILLA. It was no fault of Dr. 
Traherne’s that we went astray. 
The weather was impossible. 

RAJA. Well, you have made a sen- 
sation here, I can assure you. My 
people have never seen an aero- 
plane. They are not sure— simple 
souls— whether you are gods or 
demons. But the fact of your hav- 
ing descended in the precincts of 
a temple of our local goddess— 
(with a wave of his hand towards 
the i^ol) allow me to introduce 
you to her— is considered highly 
significant. 


CRESPIN. I hope, sir, that we shall 
find no diflSculty in obtaining trans- 
port back to civ— to India. 

RAJA. To civilisation, you were 
going to say? Why hesitate, my 
dear sir? We know very well that 
we are barbarians. We are quite 
reconciled to the fact. We have 
had some five thousand years to 
accustom ourselves to it. This 
sword (touching his scimitar) is a 
barbarous weapon compared with 
your revolver; but it was worn by 
my ancestors when yours were 
daubing themselves blue and pick- 
ing up a precarious livelihood in 
the woods. (Breaking off hastily to 
prevent any reply) But Madam is 
standing all this time! Watkins, 
what are you thinking of? Some 
cushions, (watkins piles some 
cushions from the litter so as to 
form a seat for lucilla. Mean- 
while the RAJA continues) Another 
litter for Madam, and mountain- 
chairs for the gentlemen, will be 
here in a few minutes. Then I hope 
you will accept the hospitality of 
my poor house. 

LUCILLA. We are giving a great 
deal of trouble. Your Highness. 

RAJA. A great deal of pleasure. 
Madam. 

CRESPIN. But I hope, sir, there will 
be no difficulty about transport 
back to— India. 

RAJA. Time enough to talk of that. 
Major, when you have rested and 
recuperated after your adventure. 
You will do me the honor of dining 
with me this evening? I trust you 
will not find us altogether imciv- 
ilised. 
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LuciLLA (lightly). Your Highness 
will have to excuse the barbarism 
of our attire. We have nothing to 
wear but what we stand up in. 

RAJA. Oh, I think we can put that 
all right. Watkins! 

WATKINS (advancing). Your Igh- 
ness! 

BAJA. You are in the confidence of 
our Mistress of the Robes. How 
does our wardrobe stand? 

WATKINS. A fresh consignment of 
Paris models come in only last 
week, Your Ighness. 

RAJA. Good! Then I hope. Madam, 
that you may find among them 
some rag that you will deign to 
wear. 

LUCILLA. Paris models, Your High- 
ness! And you talk of being un- 
civilised! 

RAJA. We do what we can. Madam. 
I sometimes have the pleasure of 
entertaining European ladies— 
though not, hitherto, English- 
women— in my solitudes; and I like 
to mitigate the terrors of exile for 
them. Then, as for civilisation, you 
know, I have always at my elbow 
one of its most finished products. 
Watkins! 

WATKINS (stepping forward). Your 
Tghness! 

RAJA. You will recognise in Wat- 
kins, gentleman, another represen- 
tative of the Ruling Race, (wat- 
KiNs, with downcast eyes, touches 
his hat to crespin and traherne) 
I assure you he rules me with an 
iron hand— not always in a velvet 
glove. Eh, Watkins? 
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WATKINS. Your Tghness will ’ave 
your joke. 

RAJA. He is my Prime Minister and 
all my Cabinet— but more particu- 
larly my Lord Chamberlain. No 
one can touch him at mixing a 
cocktail or making a salad. My 
entire household trembles at his 
nod; even my chef quails before 
him. Nothing comes amiss to him; 
for he is, like myself, a man with- 
out prejudices. You may be sur- 
prised at my praising him to his 
face in this fashion; you may fore- 
see some danger of— what shall I 
say— swelled head. But I know my 
Watkins; there is not the slightest 
risk of his outgrowing that modest 
bowler. He knows his value to me, 
and he knows that he would never 
be equally appreciated elsewhere. 
I have guarantees for his fidelity— 
eh, Watkins? 

WATKINS. I know when Tm well 
off, if that's what Your Tghness 
means. 

RAJA. I mean a little more than 
that— but no matter. I have some- 
times thought of instituting a peer- 
age, in order that I might raise 
Watkins to it. But I mustn't let 
my admiration for British institu- 
tions carry me too far.— Those 
scoundrels of bearers are taking a 
long time, Watkins. 

WATKINS. The lady's litter 'ad to 
'ave fresh curtains. Your 'Ighness. 
They won't be a minute, now. 

RAJA. You were speaking of trans» 
port, Major— is your machine past 
repair, Dr. Traherne? , 

TRAHERNE. Utterly, I’m afraid. 
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RAJA. Let us look at it. (Turns and 
finds that his bodyguards are all 
clustered on the path, looking at 
it. He gives a sharp word of com- 
mand. They scamper into a sort of 
loose order, up, right) Ah, yes- 
propeller smashed— planes crum- 
pled up 

TRAHERNE. Undcr-carrlage wrecked 


RAJA. Tm afraid we can’t offer to 
repair the damage for you. 

TRAHERNE. I’m afraid not, sir. 

RAJA. A wonderful machine! Yes, 
Europe has something to boast of. 
I wonder what the Priest here 
thinks of it. (He says a few words 
to the PRIEST, who salaams, and 
replies volubly at some length) He 
says it is the great roc— the giant 
bird, you know, of our Eastern 
stories. And he declares that he 
plainly saw his Goddess hovering 
over you as you descended, and 
guiding you towards her temple. 

TRAH>£RNE. I wish slie could have 
guided us towards the level ground 
I saw behind your castle. I could 
have made a safe landing there. 

RAJA. No doubt— on my parade 
ground— almost the only level spot 
in my dominions. 

LUCiLLA. These, I suppose, are 
your bodyguards? 

RAJA. My household troops. Mad- 
am. 

LUCILLA. How picturesque they 
are! 

RAJA. Oh, a relic of barbarism, I 
know. I can quite understand the 


contempt with which my friend the 
Major is at this moment regarding 
them. 

CRESPiN. Irregular troops. Raja. 
Often first-class fighting men. 

RAJA. And you think that, if irreg- 
ularity is the virtue of irregular 
troops, these— what is the expres- 
sion, Watkins? 

WATKINS. Tyke the cyke. Your Tgh- 
ness? 

RAJA. That’s it— take the cake— that 
is what you are thinking? 

CRESPIN. Well, they would be hard 
to beat, sir. 

RAJA. I repeat— a relic of barbarism. 
You see, I have strong conservative 
instincts— I cling to the fashions of 
my fathers— and my people would 
be restive if I didn’t. I maintain 
these fellows, as his Majesty the 
King-Emperor keeps up the Beef- 
eaters in the Tower. But I also like 
to move with the times, as perhaps 
you will allow me to show you. 
(He blows two short blasts on a 
silver whistle hanging round his 
neck. Instantly from behind every 
rock and shrub— from every bit of 
cover— there emerges a soldier, in 
spick-and-span European uniform 
(Russian in style), armed with the 
latest brand of magazine rifles. 
They stand like statues at atten- 
tion) 

CRESPIN. Good Lord! 

TRAHERNE. Hallo! 

RAJA (to LUCILLA, who makes no 
move) . 1 trust I did not startle you, 
Madam? 
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LuciLLA. Oh, not at all. Tm not 
nervous. 

RAJA. You, of course, realise that 
this eflPect is not original. I have 
plagiarised it from the excellent 
Walter Scott: 

‘‘These are Clan-Alpine’s warriors 
true, 

And, Saxon, I am Roderick Dhu!” 

But I tliink you’ll admit, Major, 
that my men know how to take 
cover. 

CRESPiN. By the Lord, sir, they 
must move like cats— for you can't 
have planted them there before we 
arrived. 

RAJA. No, you had given me no no- 
tice of your coming. 

LUCILLA. Perhaps the Goddess did. 

RAJA. Not she, Madam. She keeps 
her own counsel. These men fol- 
lowed me down from the palace 
and have taken up position while 
we have been speaking. ( The raja 
gives a word of command, and the 
men rapidly assemble and form in 
two ranks, an officer on their flank . ) 

CRESPIN. A very smart body of 
men. Raja. Allow me to congratu- 
late you on their training. 

raja. I am greatly flattered, Major. 
I superintend it myself.— Ah, here 
comes the litter. (Down the path 
comes a litter borne, like the raja's, 
by four men. It is followed by two 
mountain-chairs carried by two 
men apiece) Permit me. Madam, 
to hand you to your palanquin. 
(He offers lucilla his hand. As 
she rises she picks up her leather 


coat, and the newspaper falls to 
the ground. The raja notices it) 
Forgive me. Madam. (Picks up 
the paper and looks at it) A news- 
paper, only two days old! This is 
such a rarity you must allow me 
to glance at it. (He opens the 
paper and sees that a strip has been 
torn out from the back page) Ah! 
the telegraphic news gone! What a 
pity! In my seclusion, I hunger for 
tidings from the civilized world. 
(The PRIEST comes forward and 
speaks to him eagerly, suggesting 
in pantomime Traherne's action 
in burning the paper, and pointing 
to the ashes on the ground, at 
which the raja looks) You burned 
this column? 

TRAHERNE. Unfortunately, I did. 

raja. Ah! (Pause) I know your 
motive. Dr. Traherne, and I ap- 
preciate it. You destroyed it out 
of consideration for my feelings, 
wishing to spare me a painful piece 
of intelligence. That was very 
thoughtful— but quite unnecessary. 
I already know what you tried to 
conceal. 

CRESPIN. You know—! 

TRAHERNE. Your Highness knows 
( Simultaneously. ) 

RAJA. I know that three of my sub- 
jects, accused of a political crime^ 
have been sentenced to death. 

TRAHERNE. How is it possible— ? 

RAJA. Bad news flies fast. Dr. Tra- 
herne. But one thing you can per- 
haps tell me— is there any chance 
of their sentences being remitted? 
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TRAHERNE. I am afraid not, Your 
Highness. 

CRESPiN. Remitted? I should rather 
say not. it was a cold-blooded, un- 
provoked murder. 

RAJA. Unprovoked, you think? Well, 
I won’t argue the point. And the 
execution is to be ? 

Traherne. I think tomorrow— or 
3ie day after. 

RAJA. Tomorrow or the day after- 
yes. (Turning to lucilla) Forgive 
me. Madam— I have kept you wait- 
ing. 

TRAHERNE. Does Your Highness 
know anything of these men? 

RAJA (over his shoulder, as he 
hands lucilla into the litter). 
Know them? Oh, yes— they are my 
brothers. (He seats himself on his 
own Utter and claps his hands 
twice. Both litters are raised and 


move off, lucilla’s first. The reg- 
ular soldiers line the way, in single 
rank. They salute as the litters pass. 
WATKINS follows the raja’s. CRES- 
PIN and TRAHERNE Seat themselves 
in their chairs. As they do so:) 

CRESPIN. His brothers? What did 
he mean? 

TRAHERNE (shrugging his shoul- 
ders). Heaven knows! 

CRESPIN. I don’t half like our host, 
Traherne. There’s too much of the 
cat about him. 

TRAHERNE. Or of the tiger. And 
how the mischief had he got the 
news? 

(As the two chairs move off, cres- 
PIN first, the two ranks of soldiers 
close round them. The irregulars 
and musicians, headed by the 
dancing Negro, bring up the rear. 
The priest prostrates himself, as 
if in thanksgiving, before the God- 
dess.) 


ACT TWO 


A spacious and well-proportioned room, opening at the back upon a 
wide loggia. Beyond the loggia can be seen distant snow-peaks and a 
strip of sky. Late afternoon light. 

The room is furnished in a once splendid but now very old-fashioned 
jind faded style. Furniture of black picked out with gold, and upholstered 
in yellow damask. A great crystal chandelier in the middle of the ceiling, 
and under it a circular ottoman. Right, a large two-leaved door; left, a 
handsome marble fireplace, with a mirror over it. Candlesticks with crys- 
tal pendants at each end of the mantelpiece, and in the middle a bronze 
statuette, some eighteen inches high, representing the many-armed God- 
dess. A wood fire laid, but unlighted. Near the fireplace, two quite mod- 
em saddle-bag armchairs, out of keeping with the stiffness of the remain- 
ing furniture. A small table near the doqr, right, with modern English and 
French books on it. A handsome gramophone in the corner, right. On the 
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walls, left and right, some very had paintings of fine-looking Orientals in 
gorgeous attire. Electric lights, 

TRAHERNE discovered at back, centre, looking out over the landscape. 
He does not go out upon the loggia (which can be entered both right 
and left without passing through the room) because two turbaned servants 
are there, under the direction of an old and dignified Major-domo, arrang- 
ing a luxurious dinner table, with four covers, traherne stands motion- 
less for a moment. Then enters crespin by the door, right, ushered in 
by a servant, who salaams and retires. 


CRESPIN. Ah, there you are. Doctor. 

TRAHERNE (turning). Hullo! How 
did you get on? 

CRESPIN. All right. Had a capital 
tub. And you? 

TRAHERNE. Feeling more like a hu- 
man being. And what about Mrs. 
Crespin? I hope she’s all right. 

CRESPIN. She was taken off by an 
ayah as soon as we got in— presum- 
ably to the women’s quarters. 

TRAHERNE. And you let her go off 
alone? 

CRESPIN. What the blazes could I 
do? I couldn’t thrust myself into 
the women’s quarters. 

TRAHERNE. You could have kept 
her with you. 

CRESPIN. Do you think she’d have 
stayed? And, come to that, what 
business is it of yours? 

TRAHERNE. It’s any man’s business 
to be concerned for a woman’s 
safety. 

CRESPIN. Well, well— all right. But 
there was nothing I could have 
done or that she would let me do. 
And I don’t think there’s any dan- 
ger. 


TRAHERNE. Let US hope not. 

CRESPIN. It’s a vast shanty this. 

TRAHERNE. It’s a palace and a fort- 
ress in one. 

CRESPIN. A devilish strong place 
before the days of big guns. But a 
couple of howitzers would soon 
make it look pretty foolish. 

TRAHERNE. No doubt; but how 
would you get them here? 

CRESPIN (looking at the dinner 
table). I say— it looks as if our 
friend were going to do us well. 
(One of the servants comes in with 
a wine-cooler. When the man has 
gone, CRESPIN picks up the bottle 
and looks at the label) Perrier 
Jouet, nineteen-o-six, by the lord! 
(He strolls over to the ottoman^ 
and seats himself, facing the fire^ 
place) It’s a rum start this, Tra- 
herne. I suppose you intellectual 
chaps would call it romantic. 

TRAHERNE (examining the figure of 
the Goddess on the mantelpiece). 
More romantic than agreeable, I 
should say. I don’t like the looks 
of this lady. 

CRESPIN. What is she? 

TRAHERNE. The Same figure we saw 
in the little temple, where we 
landed. 
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GRESPiN. How many arms has she 
got? 

TRAHERNE. Six. 

GRESPIN. She could give you a jolly 
good hug, anyway. 

TRAHERNE. You Wouldn’t want an- 
other. 

GRESPIN. Where do you suppose 
we really are, Traherne? 

TRAHERNE. On the map, you mean? 

GRESPIN. Of course. 

TRAHERNE. Oh, in the never-never 
land. Somewhere on the way to 
Bokhara. IVe been searching my 
memory for all I ever heard about 
Rukh. I fancy very little is known, 
except that it seems to send forth 
a peculiarly poisonous breed of 
fanatics. 

GRESPIN. Like those who did poor 
Haredale in? 

TRAHERNE. Precisely. 

GRESPIN. D you think our host was 
serious when he said they were his 
brothers? Or was he only pulling 
our leg, curse his impudence? 

TRAHERNE. He probably meant 
caste-brothers, or simply men of 
the same race. But, even so, its 
awkward. 

GRESPIN. I don’t see what thpse 
beggars, living at the back of the 
north wind, have got to do with 
Indian politics. We ve never inter- 
fered with them. 

TRAHERNE. Oh, it’s a case of Asia 
for the Asians. Ever since the Jap- 


anese beat the Russians, the whole 
continent has been itching to kick 
us out. 

GRESPIN. So that they may cut each 
other’s throats at leisure, eh? 

TRAHERNE. We Westerners never 
cut each other’s throats, do we? 

( WATKINS has entered at the back^ 
right, carrying a silver centre-piece 
for the table. He sets it dotcn and 
is going out to the left, when cres- 
piN catches sight of him and hails 
him.) 

GRESPIN. Hallo! You there! What’s 
your name! (watkins stops) Just 
come here a minute, will you? 

WATKINS. Meaning me, sir? {He ad- 
vances into the room. There is a 
touch of covert insolence in his 
manner, ) 

GRESPIN. Yes, you, Mr. ? Mr. 

WATKINS. Watkins is my name, sir. 

GRESPIN. Right ho! Watkins. Can 
you tell us where we are, Watkins? 

WATKINS. They calls the place 
Rukh, sir. 

GRESPIN. Yes, yes, we know that. 
But where is Rukh? 

WATKINS. I hunderstand these 
mountains is called the ’Imalayas, 
sir. 

GRESPIN. Confound it, sir, we don’t 
want a lesson in geography! 

WATKINS. No, sir? My mistake, sir. 

TRAHERNE. Major Crespin means 
that we want to know how far we 
are from the nearest point in India. 
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WATKINS. I really couldn’t say, sir. 
Not so very far, I dessay, as the 
crow flies. 

TRAHERNE. Unfortunately we re not 
in a position to fly with the crow. 
How long does the journey take? 

WATKINS. They tell me it takes 
about three weeks to Cashmere. 

CRESPiN. They tell you! Surely you 
must remember how long it took 
you? 

WATKINS. No, sir, excuse me, sir— 
IVe never been in India. 

CRESPIN. Not been in India? And 
I was just thinking, as I looked at 
you, that I seemed to have seen 
you before. 

WATKINS. Not in India, sir. We 
might ’ave met in England, but I 
don’t call to mind having that 
pleasure. 

CRESPIN. But if you haven’t been 
in India, how the mischief did you 
get here? 

WATKINS. I came with ’Is ’Ighness, 
sir, by way of Tashkent. All our 
dealin’s with Europe is by way of 
Russia. 

TRAHERNE. But it’s possible to get 
to India direct, and not by way of 
Central Asia? 

WATKINS. Oh, yes, it’s done, sir. But 
I’m told there are some very tight 
places to negotiate—like the camel 
and the needle’s eye, as you might 
say. 

TRAHERNE. Difficult travelling for 
a lady, eh? 


WATKINS. Next door to himpossible, 
I should guess, sir. 

CRESPIN. A nice look-out, Traherne! 
(To WATKINS ) Tell me, my man— 
is His Highness— h’m— married? 

WATKINS. Oh, yessir— very much so, 
sir. 

CRESPIN. Children? 

WATKINS. He has fifteen sons, sir. 

CRESPIN. The daughters don’t 
count, eh? 

WATKINS. I’ve never ’ad a hoppor- 
tiinity of counting ’em, sir. 

TRAHERNE. He said the men ac- 
cused of assassinating a political 
officer were his brothers 

WATKINS (quickly). Did ’© say that, 
sir? 

TRAHERNE. Didn’t you hear him? 
What did he mean? 

WATKINS. I’m sure I couldn’t say, 
sir. ’Is ’Ighness is what you’d call 
a very playful gentleman, sir. 

TRAHERNE. But I don’t SO© the joke 
in saying that. 

WATKINS. No, sir? Fraps ’Is ’Igh- 
ncss’ll explain, sir. (A pause,) 

CRESPIN. Your master spoke of 
visits from European ladies— do 
they come from Russia? 

WATKINS. From various parts, I un^ 
derstand, sir. 

CRESPIN. Any here now? 

WATKINS. I really couldn’t say, sir- 
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TRAHERNE. They don't dine with 
His Highness? 

WATKINS. Oh no, sir. Ts Tghness 
sometimes sups with them. 

CRESPiN. And my wife— Mrs. Cres- 
pin ? 

WATKINS. Make your mind easy, 
sir— the lady won't meet any hun- 
desirable characters, sir. I give 
strict orders to the— the female 
what took charge of the lady. 

TRAHERNE. She is to be trusted? 

WATKINS. Habsolutely, sir. She is— 
in a manner of speakin',— my wife, 
sir. 

•CRESPIN. Mrs. Watkins, eh? 

WATKINS. Yessir— I suppose you 
would say so. 

TRAHERNE. But now look here, 
Watkins— you say were three 
weeks away from Cashmere— yet 
the Raja knew of the sentence 
passed on these subjects of his, who 
were tried only three days ago. 
How do you account for that? 

WATKINS. I can't sir. All I can say 
is, there's queer things goes on 
here. 

TRAHERNE. Queer things? What do 
you mean? 


there's queer things goes on. I can't 
say no more, nor I can't say no 
less. If you'll excuse me, sir, I must 
just run my eye over the dinner- 
table. 'Is 'Ighness will be here di- 
rectly. (He retires, inspects the 
table, makes one or two changes, 
and presently goes out by the back, 
left.) 

CRESPIN. That fellow's either a cun- 
ning rascal or a cursed fool. Which 
do you think? 

TRAHERNE. I don’t believe he's the 
fool he’d like us to take him for.— 
(Enter lucilla, right, ushered in 
by a handsome ayah. She is dressed 
in a gauzy gown of quite recent 
style, dark blue or crimson. Not in 
the least decollet6e. At most the 
sleeves might be open, so as to 
show her arms to the elbow. No 
ornaments except a gold locket on 
a little gold chain round her neck. 
The costume is absolutely plain, 
but in striking contrast to her trav- 
elling dress. Her hair is beautifully 
arranged.) 

lucilla (to the ayah) . Thank you. 
(The ayah disappears, lucilla ad- 
vances, holding out her skirt a 
little) Behold the Paris modell 

CRESPIN. My eye, Lu, what a rip- 
ping frock! 

TRAHERNE. Talk of magic. Major! 
There's something in what our 
friend says. 


WATKINS. Well, sir, them priests lucilla. What is that? What about 

you know— they goes in a lot for magic? 

what 'Is 'Ighness calls magic-^ — , 

GtUESPiN. We’ll tell you afterwards. 

TRAHERNE. Oh come, Watkins— you Let’s have your adventures first, 

don't believe in that! 

LUCILLA. No adventures precisely— 
WATxms. Well, sir, p'raps not. I only a little excursion into Ara* 
don't, not to say, believe in it. But y Jbto Ni^ts. ^ 
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*^AHERNE. Do tell USI 

LUCiLLA (evidently a little nervous, 
yet not without enjoyment of the 
experience). Well, my guide— the 
woman you saw— led me along cor- 
ridor after corridor, and upstairs 
and downstairs, till we came to a 
heavy bronze door where two 
villainous-looking blacks, with 
crooked swords, were on guard. I 
didn’t like the looks of them a bit; 
but I was in for it and had to go 
on. They drew their swords and 
flourished a sort of salute, grinning 
with all their teeth. Then the ayah 
clapped her hands twice, some one 
inspected us through a grating in 
the door, and the ayah said a word 
or two 

TRAHERNE. No doubt ‘‘Open ses- 
ame!” 

LUCILLA. The door was opened by 
a hideous, hump-backed old wom- 
an, just like the wicked fairy 
in a pantomime. She didn’t actually 
bite me, but she looked as if she’d 
like to— and we passed on. More 
corridors, with curtained doorways, 
where I had a feeling that furtive 
eyes were watching me— though I 
can’t positively say I saw them. 
But I’m sure I heard whisperings 
and titterings 

CRESPiN. Good Lord! If I’d thought 
they were going to treat you like 
that, I’d have 

LUCILLA. Oh, there was nothing 
you could have done; and, you see, 
no harm came of it. At last the 
woman led me into a large sort of 
wa^^be room, lighted from above, 
,ag<Sf ^'almost entirely lined with 
presses full of frocks. Then 
,j^e slid back a panel, and t|3se 


was a marble-lined bathroom!— a 
deep pool, with a trickle of water 
flowing into it from a dolphin’s 
head of gold— just enough to make 
the surface ripple and dance. And 
all around were the latest Bond 
Street luxuries— shampooing bowls 
and brushes, bottles of essences, 
towels on hot rails and all the rest 
of it. The only thing that was dis- 
agreeable was a sickly odour from 
some burning pastilles— oh, and a 
coal-black bath-woman. 

TRAHERNE. It suggcsts a Royal 
Academy picture— “The Odalisque’s 
Pool.” 

CRESPIN. Or a soap advertisement. 

TRAHERNE. Same thing. 

LUCILLA. Well, I wasn’t sorry to 
play the odalisque for once; and 
when I had finished, lo and behold! 
the ayah had laid out for me half- 
a-dozen gorgeous and distinctl)' 
risky dinner-gowns. I had to ex^ 
plain to her in gestures that ] 
couldn’t live up to any of them, 
and would rather put on my old 
travelling dress. She seemed quite 
frightened at the idea 

CRESPIN. Ha ha! She’d probably 
have got the sack— perhaps liter- 
ally— if she’d let you do that. 

LUCILLA. Anyway, she at last pro- 
duced this comparatively inoffen- 
sive frock. She did my hair, and 
wanted to finish me off with all 
sorts* of necklaces and bangles, but 
I stuck to my old locket with the 
babies’ heads. 

CRESPIN. Well, all’s well that ends 
well, I suppose. But if I’d foreseen 
all this “Secrets of the Zenana ’ 
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business, I’m dashed if I would- 
n’t — 

LUCILLA (cutting him short). What 
were you saying about magic when 
I came in? 

TRAHERNE. Only that this man, 
Watkins—he’s the husband of your 
ayah, by the way— says queer 
things go on here, and pretends 
to believe in magic. 

LuciLLA. Do you know, Antony, 
when the Raja was speaking about 
him down there, it seemed to me 
that his face was somehow familiar 
to me. 

CRESPiN. There, Doctorl What did 
I say? I knew I’d seen him before, 
but I’m blowed if I can place him. 

LUCILLA. I wish I could get a good 
look at him. 

( WATKINS enters, hack, left, with 
something for the table. ) 

TRAHERNE. There he is. Shall I call 
him in? 

LUCILLA. Say I want him to thank 
his wife from me. 

tRAHERNE (colls) . WatkinsI 

WATKINS. Sir? 

TRAHERNE. Mrs. Ciespin would 
like to speak to you. (watkins 
comes forward.) 

LUCILLA. I hear, Watkins, that the 
ayah who so kindly attended to me 
is' your wife. 

Watkins. That’s right, ma’am. 
LUCILLA. She gave me most effi- 


cient assistance, and, as she seems 
to know no English, I couldn’t 
thank her. Will you be good 
enough to tell her how much I 
appreciated all she did for me? 

WATKINS. Thank you kindly, ma’am. 
Shell be proud to hear it. (Pause) 
Is that all, ma’am? 

LUCILLA. That’s all, thank you, 
Watkins. 

(He returns to the loggia, but goes 
to the other side of the dinner- 
table and keeps an eye on the 
three . ) 

CRESPIN. You’ve a good memory 
for faces, Lu. Do you spot him? 

LUCILLA. Don’t let him see we’re 
talking about him. I believe I do 
know him, but I’m not quite sure. 
Do you remember, the first year 
we were in India, there was a man 
of the Dorsets that used often to 
be on guard outside the mess- 
room? 

CRESPIN. By heaven, you’ve hit it! 

TRAHERNE. Take care! He’s watch- 
ing. 

LUCILLA. You remember he de- 
serted, and was suspected of hav- 
ing murdered a woman in the ba- 
zaar. 

CRESPIN. I believe it’s the very man. 

LUCILLA. It’s certainly very like 
him. 

CRESPIN. And he swears he’s never 
been in India! 

TRAHERNE. Under the circum- 
st^ces, he natura% would. 
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LuciLLA. At all events, he's not a 
man to be trusted. 

(At this moment the raja enters 
by the door, right. He is in fault- 
less European evening dress— white 
waistcoat, white tie, etc. No jewels, 
except the ribbon and star of a 
Russian order. Nothing oriental 
about him except his turban and 
his complexion.) 

RAJA (as he enters). Pray forgive 
me. Madam, for being the last to 
appear. The fact is, I had to hold 
a sort of Cabinet Council—or shall 
I say a conclave of prelates?— with 
regard to questions arising out of 
your most welcome arrival. 

CRESPiN. May we hope, Raja, that 
you were laying a dawk for our 
return? 

RAJA. Pray, pray. Major, let us post- 
pone that question for the moment. 
First, let us fortify ourselves; after 
dinner we will talk seriously. If 
vou are in too great a hurry to de- 
sert me, must I not conclude. 
Madam, that you are dissatisfied 
with your reception? 

LUCILLA. How could we possibly 
be so ungrateful. Your Highness? 
Your hospitality overwhelms us. 

RAJA. I trust my Mistress of the 
Robes furnished you with all you 
required? 

LUCILLA. With all and more than 
all. She oflFered me quite a be- 
wildering array of gorgeous ap- 
parel. 

RAJA. Oh, I am glad. I had hoped 
that perhaps your choice might 
have fallen on something more— 
(He indicates by gestures, "*d6coU 


S69 

letee”) But no— I was wrong— Mad» 
am's taste is irreproachable. 

(A servant enters from behind with 
cocktails on a silver salver, lucilla 
refuses. The men accept, lucilla 
picks up a yellow French book on 
one of the tables.) 

raja. You see. Madam, we fall be- 
hind the age here. We are still in 
the Anatole France period. If he 
bores you, here (picking up an- 
other book) is a Maurice Barr^s 
that you may find more amusing. 

lucilla. Oh, I too am in the Ana-i 
tole France period, I assure you. 
(Reads) "Sur la Pierre Blanche”— 
isn't that the one you were recom* 
mending to me. Dr. Traherne? 

TRAHERNE. Yes, I like it better than 
some of his later books. 

raja (picking up a silver-grey 
book). As for Bernard Shaw, I 
suppose he's quite a back number; 
but I confess his impudence en- 
tertains me. What do you say. 
Major? 

CRESPIN. Never read a line of the 
fellow— except in John Bull. 

LUCILLA and TRAHERNE (simultane- 
ously). In John Bull! 

CRESPIN. Somebody told me he 
wrote in John Bt/H— doesn't he? 

RAJA. Are you fond of music, Mrs. 
Crespin? (Goes to the gramophone, 
andHurns over some records, till 
he finds one which he lays on the 
top of the pile) Suppose we have 
some during dinner, (watkins en* 
ters from the back, left) Watkins, 
just start this top record, will you. 
(watkins does so.) 
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{M this moment the major-domo 
enters from the back, says a 
few words,) 

RAJA. Ahl Madame est serviel Al- 
low me— (He offers lucilla his 
arm and leads her to the table. 
The others follow) Will you take 
this seat. Madam? You here, Major 
—Dr. Traherne! (He himself sits 
to the left of the table; lucilla 
iDn his right; traherne opposite 
him; and cbesi^in opposite lu- 
cilla, with his back to the sunset, 
which is now flooding the scene,) 
(As the servants offer dishes) I can 
recommend this caviar. Major— and 
youll take a glass of maraschino 
with it— Russian fashion. 

(Just as they sit down the gramo- 
phone reels out the first bars of a 
piece of music,) 

LUCILLA (after listening a mo- 
ment) . Oh, what is that? 

RAJA. Don’t you know it? 

LUCILLA. Oh yes, but I can t think 
what it is. 

RAJA. Gounod’s "Funeral March of 
a Marionette”— a most humorous 
composition. May I pour you a 
glass of maraschino? (He goes on 
talking as the curtain falls. When 
it rises again, the glow has faded, 
and some big stars are pulsing in 
the strip of purple sky. The party 
is just finishing dinner. Dessert fc 
on the table, which is lighted by 
electric lamps, watkins stands be- 
hind the raja’s chair. The major- 
domo and other servants hover 
round. The raja has just finished a 
story, at which aU laugh, A short 
pause,) 

LUCILLA. What a heavenly ni^t! 


raja. Yes, our summer climate is 
from bad. 

LUCILLA. The air is like champagne. 

RAJA. A little over-frapp6 for some 
tastes. What do you say, Madam? 
Shall we have coffee indoors? There 
is an edge to the air at these alti- 
tudes, as soon as the sun has gone 
down. 

LUCILLA (shivers slightly). Yes, I 
do feel a little chilly. 

RAJA. Watkins, send for a shawl 
for Madam. (Rising) And ah— let 
us have the fire lighted, (watkins 
goes off to the left. The raja says 
a word to the major-domo, who 
touches a switch in one of the 
pillars of the loggia opening. The 
chandelier and wall-lamps of the 
salon burst into brilliant light,) 

RAJA (offering his arms to lu- 
cilla). Let me find you a com- 
fortable seat, Madam. (He leads 
her to the farther back of the two 
arm-chairs) When the fire is 
lighted, I think you will find this 
quite pleasant. Take the other 
chair. Major, (crespin does so) I 
must really refurnish this salon. 
My ancestois had no notion of 
comfort. To tell the truth, I use 
the room only on state occasions, 
like the present. (Bowing to lu- 
cilla) I have a much more modem 
snuggery upstairs, which I hope 
you will see tomorrow. 

(Servants hand round coffee, li- 
queurs, cigars, cigarettes, during 
what follows. One of them lights 
the fire, of aromatic wood,) 

RAJA (to TRAHERNE who hoS re* 
mained at the loggia opening, look- 
ing out into the night) , Star-gteing^ 
Dr. Traherne? 
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TKAHERNE. I beg your pardon. 
{Comes forward,) * 

LuciLLA, Dr. Traherne is quite an 
astronomer. 

RAJA. As much at home with the 
telescope as with the microscope, 
eh? 

TRAHERNE. Oh no. I’m no astroncw 
mer. I can pick out a few of the 
constellations,— that’s all. 

RAJA. For my part, I look at the 
stars as little as possible. As a 
spectacle they’re monotonous, and 
they don’t bear thinking of. 

( The AYAH, entering by door, right, 
brings lucilla a shawl, which the 
RAJA places on her shoulders,) 

LUCILLA. What an exquisite shawl! 

RAJA. And most becoming— don’t 
you think so. Doctor? (traherne 
is gazing at lucilla) My Mistress 
of the Robes has chosen well! {He 
makes a motion of noiseless ap- 
plause to the AYAH, who grins am 
exit, right.) 

LUCILLA. Why won’t the stars bear 
thinking of. Raja? 

RAJA. Well, dear lady, don’t you 
think they’re rather ostentatious? J 
was guilty of a little showing-oflE 
today, when I played that foolish 
trick with my regular troops. But 
think of the Maharaja up yonder 
{pointing upwards) who night after 
night whistles up his glittering le- 
gions, and puts mem wough their 
deadly punctual drill, as much as 
to say, "See what a devil of a fel- 
— low I am!" Do you think it quite 

in ffnnd Madm? 


TRAHERNE {laughing), Tm afraid 
you're jealous, Raja. You don’t like 
having to play second fiddle to a 
still more absolute ruler. 

RAJA. Perhaps you’re right. Doctor 
—perhaps it’s partly that. But 
there’s something more to it. I 
can’t help resenting— {To crespin, 
to whom a servant is offering li- 
queurs) Let me recommend the^ 
kiimmel. Major. I think you’ll find 
it excellent. 

TRAHERNE. What is it you resent? 

RAJA. Oh, the respect paid to mere 
size— to the immensity, as they call 
it, of the universe. Axe we to wor- 
ship a god because he's big? 

TRAHERNE. If you resent his big- 
ness, what do you say to his little- 
ness? The microscope, you know, 
reveals him no less than the tele- 
scope. 

RAJA. And reveals him in the form 
of death-dealing specks of matter, 
which you, I understand. Doctor, 
are impiously proposing to extermi- 
nate. 

TRAHERNE. I am trying to marshal 
the life-saving against the death- 
dealing powers. 

RAJA. To marshal God's right hand 
against his left, eh? or vice versa? 
But I admit you have the pull of 
the astronomers, in so far as you 
deal in life, not in dead mechanism. 
(Killing a gnat on the back of his 
hand) This mosquito that 1 have 
just killed-I am glad to see you 
smojce. Madam: it helps to keep 
them off-this mosouito, or any 
smallest thing that has life in it, 
is to mo far more admirable than 
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a whole lifeless universe. What do 
you say, Major? 

CRESPiN (smoking a cigar), I say, 
Raja, that if you’ll tell that fellow 
to give me another glass of kiimmel, 
ni let you have your own way 
about the universe. ( The raja says 
a word to one of the servants, who 
refills crespin’s glass,) 

LUCiLLA. But what if the mecha- 
nism, as you call it, isn’t dead? 
What if the stars are swarming 
with life? 

TRAHERNE. Yes— suppose there are 
planets, which of course we can’t 
see, circling round each of the 
great suns we do see? And suppose 
uiey are all inhabited? 

RAJA. I’d rather not suppose it. 
Isn’t one inhabited world bad 
enough? Do we want it multiplied 
by millions? 

LUCILLA. Haven’t you just been tell- 
ing us that a living gnat is more 
wonderful than a dead universe? 

RAJA. Wonderful? Yes, by all means 
—wonderful as a device for tortur- 
ing and being tortured. Oh, I’m 
neither a saint nor an ascetic— I 
take life as I find it— I am tortured 
and I torture. But there’s one thing 
I’m really proud of— I’m proud to 
belong to the race of the Buddha, 
who first found out that life was a 
colossal blunder. 

LUCILLA (in a low voice). Should 
you like the sky to be starless? That 
seems to me— forgive me. Prince— 
the last word of impiety. 

RAJA. Possibly, Madam. How my 
<«8teemed fellow-creatures were ever 


bluffed into piety is a mystery to 
me. Not that I’m complaining. If 
men could not be bluffed by the 
Raja above, much less would they 
be bluffed by us Rajas below. And 
though life is a contemptible busi- 
ness, I don’t deny that power is 
the best part of it. 

TRAHERNE. In short, your Highness 
is a Superman. 

RAJA. Ah, you read Nietzsche? Yes, 
if I weren’t of the kindred of the 
Buddha, I should like to be of the 
race of that great man. 

(The servants have now all with- 
drawn. ) 

LUCILLA (looking out). There is 
the moon rising over the snowfields. 
I hope you wouldn’t banish her 
from the heavens? 

RAJA. Oh no— I like her silly, good^ 
natured face. And she’s useful to 
lovers and brigands and other law- 
less vagabonds, with whom I have 
great sympathy. Besides, I don’t 
know that she’s so silly either. She 
seems to be for ever raising her 
eyebrows in mild astonishment at 
human folly. 

CRESPIN. All this is out of my 
depths, your Highness. We’ve had 
a rather fatiguing day. Mightn’t 
we ? 

RAJA. To be sure. I only waited till 
the servants had gone. Now, are 
you all quite comfortable? 

LUCILLA. Quite. 

TRAHERNE. Perfectly, thank you. 
CRESPIN. Perfectly. 
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RAJA {smoking a cigar, and stand- 
ing with his back to the fire). Then 
well go into committee upon your 
position here. 

CRESPiN. If you please, sir. 

RAJA. Tm afraid you may find it 
rather disagreeable. 

CRESPIN. Communications bad, eh? 
We have a diflScult journey before 
us? 

RAJA. A long journey, I fear—yet 
not precisely diflScult. 

CRESPIN. It surely can’t be so very 
far, since you had heard of the 
sentence passed on those assassins. 

RAJA. I am glad. Major, that you 
have so tactfully spared me the 
pain of re-opening that subject. We 
should have had to come to it, 
sooner or later. (An embarrassed 
pause , ) 

TRAHERNE. When your Highness 
said they were your brothers, you 
were, of course, speaking figura- 
tively. You meant your tribesmen? 

RAJA. Not at all. They are sons of 
my father— not of my mother. 

LUCiLLA. And we intrude upon you 
at such a time! How dreadful! 

RAJA. Oh, pray don’t apologise. Be- 
lieve me, your arrival has given 
great satisfaction. 

TRAHERNE. How do you mean? 

RAJA. I’ll explain presently. But 
first 

CRESPIN {interrupting). First, let 
us understwd each other. You 


m 

surely can’t approve of this abomi- 
nable crime? 

RAJA. My brothers are fanatics, 
and there is no fanaticism in me. 

LUCILLA. How do they come to be 
so diflFerent from you? 
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TRAHERNE. Had you no restraining 
influence upon them? 

RAJA. Of course I might have im- 
prisoned them— or had them stran- 
gled— the traditional form of argu- 
ment in our family. But why 
should I? As I said, I have no 
prejudices— least of all in favor of 
the British raj. We are of Indian 
race, though long severed from the 
Motherland— and I do not love her 
tyrants. 

I 

CRESPIN {who has had quite 
enough to drink). In short, sir, you 
defend this wicked murder? 

RAJA. Oh, no— I think it foolish and 
futile. But there is a romantic as 
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well as a practical side to my na- 
ture, and, from the romantic point 
of view, I rather admire it. 

CRESPiN (rising). Then, sir, the 
less we intrude on your hospitality 
the better. If you will be good 
enough to furnish us with trans- 
port tomorrow morning 

RAJA. That is just where the diflS- 
culty arises 

CBESPIN. No transport, hey? 

RAJA. Materially it might be man- 
aged; but morally I fear it is— ex- 
cuse the colloquialism. Madam— no 

go- 

CRESPIN. What the blazes do you 
mean, sir ? 

LUCiLLA (trying to cover his blus- 
ter), Will your Highness be good 
enough to explain? 

RAJA. I mentioned that the religion 
of my people is a primitive super- 
stition? Well, since the news has 
spread that three Feringhis have 
dropped from the skies precisely 
at the time when three princes of 
the royal house are threatened 
with deatli at the hands of 
the Feringhi government,— and 
dropped, moreover, in the precincts 
of a temple— my subjects have got 
it into their heads that you have 
been personally conducted hither 
by the Goddess whom they es- 
pecially worship. 

tUGiLLA. The Goddess ^? 

BAJA (turning to the statuette). 
Here is her portrait on the mantel- 
piece— much admired by connois- 
wms. (lucilla cannot repress a 


shudder) I need not say that I am 
far from sharing the popular il- 
lusion. Your arrival is, of course, 
the merest coincidence— for me, a 
charming coincidence. But my peo- 
ple hold unphilosophic views. I un- 
derstand that even in England the 
vulgar are apt to see the Finger of 
Providence in particularly fortunate 
—or unfortunate— occurrences. 

CRESPIN. Then the upshot of all 
this palaver is that you propose to 
hold us as hostages, to exchange 
for your brothers? 

raja. That is not precisely the idea, 
my dear sir. My theologians do not 
hold that an exchange is what the 
Goddess decrees. Nor, to be quite 
frank, would it altogether suit my 
book. 

lucilla. Not to get your brothers 
back again? 

raja. You may have noted in his- 
tory, Madam, that family aflFection 
is seldom the strong point of 
Princes. Is it not Pope who re- 
marks on their lack of enthusiasm 
for “a brother near the throne”? 
My sons are mere children, and 
were I to die— we are all mortal— 
there might be trouble about the 
succession. In our family, uncles 
seldom love nephews. 

LUCILLA. So you would raise no 
finger to save your brothers? 

RAJA. That is not my only reason. 
Supposing it possible that I could 
bully the Government of India into 
giving up my relatives, do you 
think it would sit calmly down 
under the humiliation? No, no, dear 
lady. It might wait a few years to 
fina some decent pretext, but as- 
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suredly we should have a punitive 
expedition. It would cost thou- 
sands of lives and millions of 
money, but what would that mat- 
ter? Prestige would be restored, 
and I should end my days in a 
maisonette in Petrograd. It would- 
n’t suit me at all. Hitherto I have 
escaped the notice of your Govern- 
ment by a policy of masterly in- 
activity, and I propose to adhere 
to that policy. 

CRESPiN. Then I don’t see how 

TRAHERNE (simultaneously) , Surely 
you don’t mean ? 

RAJA. We are approaching the crux 
of the matter— a point which I fear 
you may have some difficulty in 
appreciating. I would beg you to 
remember that, though I am what 
is commonly called an autocrat, 
there is no such thing under the 
sun as real despotism. All govern- 
ment is government by consent of 
the people. It is very stupid of 
them to consent— but they do, I 
have studied the question— I took 
a pretty good degree at Cambridge, 
in Moral and Political Science— 
and I assure you that, though I 
have absolute power of life and 
death over my subjects, it is only 
their acquiescence that gives me 
that power. If I defied their preju- 
dices or their passions, they could 
upset my throne tomorrow. 

CRESPIN. (angrily). Will you be so 
kind as to come to the point, sir? 

RAJA. Gently, Major! We shall reach 
it soon enough. (To lucilla) 
Please remember, too. Madam, 
that an autocracy is generally a 
dieocracy to boot, and mine is a 
case in point. I am a slave to theol- 
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ogy. The clerical party can do 
what it pleases with me, for there 
is no other party to oppose it. 
True, I am my own Archbishop of 
Canterbury— but ‘1 have a partner; 
Mr. Jorkins”— I have a terribly ex- 
acting Archbishop of York. I feaf 
I may have to introduce you t(« 
him tomorrow. 

LUCILLA. You are torturing us, your 
Highness. Like my husband, I beg 
you to come to the point. 

RAJA. The point is, dear lady, that 
the theology on which, as I say, 
my whole power is founded, has 
not yet emerged from the Mosaic 
stage of development; it demands 
an eye for an eye, a tooth for a 
tooth— 

(A long pause) 
a life for a life. 

(Another pause.) 

TRAHERNE. You mean to say 

RAJA. Unfortunately, I do. 

LUCILLA. You would kill us ? 

RAJA. Not I, Madam— the clerical 
party. And only if my brothers are 
executed. If not, I will merely de- 
mand your word of honour that 
what has passed between us shall 
never be mentioned to any human 
soul— and you shall go free. 

CRESPIN. But if your brother assas- 
sins are hanged— as assuredly they 
wilJ be— you will put to death in 
cold blood 

RA|A (interrupting). Oh, not in 
cold blood. Major. There is nothing 
cold-blooded about the clericm 
party when "white goats,” as their 
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phrase goes, are to be sacrificed to 
the. Goddess. 

TRAHERNE. Does your Goddess de- 
mand the life of a woman? 

RAJA. Well, on that point she might 
not be too exacting. “On trouve 
avec le Ciel des accommodements.” 
If Madam would be so gracious as 

to favour me with her— society 

(lucilla after gazing at him for 
a moment speechless, realises his 
meaning and springs up with a cry 
of rage and shame.) 

TRAHERNE. Scoundrel! 

CRESPiN {draws his revolver). An- 
other word, and I shoot you like 
a dogi 

RAJA. Oh, no. Major— that wouldn’t 
help a bit. You would only be torn 
to pieces instead of beheaded. Be- 
sides, I have had your teeth drawn. 
That precaution was taken while 
you were at your bath. 

CRESPIN {examines his revolver and 
finds it empty). Curse it! 

lucilla {raising her head and ad- 
dressing both men). Promise you 
won’t leave me alone! If we must 
die, let me die first. 

RAJA. The order of the ceremony. 
Madam, will not be at these gentle- 
men’s choice, (lucilla makes a 
gesture of despair) But do not be 
alarmed. No constraint shall be put 
upon your inclinations. Dr. Tra- 
herne reproached me with lack of 
consideration for your sex, and I 
hinted that, if you so pleased, your 
sex should meet with every con- 
sideration. I gather that you do 
not so pleas^ Well, I scarcely 


hoped you would— I do not press 
the point. None the less, the sug- 
gestion remains open. And now, I'm 
afraid I’ve been talking a great 
deal. You must be fatigued. 

{The MAJOR-DOMO appears at the 
door, right, with a slip of paper on 
a salver. The baja motions him 
to advance, goes to meet him, 
takes the paper and looks at it . ) 

RAJA. Ah, this is interesting! If you 
will wait a few minutes, I may have 
some news for you. Excuse me. 
{Exit, right, followed by the major- 
domo.) 

{The three stare at each other for 
a moment in speechless horror.) 

lucilla. And we were saved this 
morning— only for this! 

TRAHERNE. Courage! There must be 
some way out. 

CRESPIN. The whole thing’s a con- 
founded piece of bluff! Ha, ha, hal 
The scoundrel almost took me in. 

lucilla {throwing herself down 
on the ottoman, in a passion of 
tears). My babies! Oh, my babies! 
Never to see them again! To leave 
them all alone in the world! My 
Ronny! My little Iris! What can we 
do? What can we do? Antony! Dr. 
Traherne! Think of something- 
something — 

CRESPIN. Yes, yes, Lu— we’ll think 
of something 

TRAHERNE. There’s that fellow Wat- 
kins— we might bribe him 

LUCILLA. Oh, offer him every penny 
we have in the world 

TRAHERNE. I’m afraid he’s a ma- 
licious scoimdrel. He must have 
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known what was hanging over our 
heads, and, looking back, I seem 
to see him gloating over it. 

LuciLLA. Still— still— perhaps he can 
be bought. Antony! Think of the 
children! Oh, do let us try. 

CRESPiN. But even if he would, he 
couldn’t guide us through the 
mountains. 

LUCILLA. Oh, he could hire some 
one else. 

TRAHERNE. I don’t belie VC we can 
possibly be so far from the frontier 
as he makes out. 

LUCILLA. How far did he say? 

TRAHERNE. Three weeks’ journey. 
Yet they know all about things 
that happened less than a week 
ago. 

( Suddenly all the lights in the room 
go down very perceptibly. All look 
round in surprise. ) 

LUCILLA. What is that? (A sort of 
hissing and chittering sound is 
heard faintly but unmistakably) 
What an odd sound! 

TRAHERNE. Major! Do you hear 
that! 

CRESPIN. Do I hear it? I should 
say so! 

TRAHERNE. Wireless! 

CRESPIN {much excited). Wireless, 
by Jupiter! They’re sending out a 
message. 

TRAHERNE. That accounts for it! 
They’re in wireless communication 
with India! 
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LUCILLA {to Traherne). Antony 
knows all about wireless. 

CRESPIN. I should rather think so! 
Wasn’t it my job all through the 
war! If I could hear more distinctly 
now— and if they’re transmitting in 
clear— I could read their message. 

TRAHERNE. That may be our salva- 
tion! 

CRESPIN. If we could get control of 
the wireless for five minutes, and 
call up the aerodrome at Amil- 
Serai 

LUCILLA. What then? 

CRESPIN. Why, we’d soon bring the 
Raja to his senses. 

LUCILLA {to CRESPIN). Where do 
you suppose the installation is? 

CRESPIN. Somewhere overhead I 
should say. 

TRAHERNE. We must go vciy cau- 
tiously, Major. We must on no ac- 
count let the Raja suspect that we 
know anything about wireless teleg- 
raphy, else he’d take care we 
should never get near the installa- 
tion. 

CRESPIN. Right you are, Traherne— 
ni lie very low. 

LUCILLA {tearing off the shawl). 
And how are we to behave to that 
horrible man? 

• 

CRESPIN. We must keep a stiflF 
upper lip, and play the game. 

LUCILLA. You mean pretend to take 
part in his ghastly comedy of hos- 
pitality and politeness? 
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TRAHEBNE. If you caxi, it would be 
wisest. His delight in showing off 
his European polish is all in our 
favor. But for that he might sepa- 
rate us and lock us up. We must 
avoid that at all costs. 

LUCiLLA. Oh, yes, yes 

CRESPiN. You Ve always had plenty 
of pluck, Lu—. Nows the time to 
show it. 

LucnxA {putting on the shawl 
again). You can trust me. The 
thought of the children knocked 
me over at first; but Tm not afraid 
to die. ( The chittering sound 
ceases, and the lights suddenly go 
up again) The noise has stopp^. 

CRESPIN. Yes, they've left off trans- 
mitting, and ceased to draw on the 
electric current. 

TRAHERNE. Hell be back presently. 
Don't let us seem to be consulting. 
(TRAHERNE seots himself in an 
easy chair, lucilla sits on the 
\pttomanj crespin lights a cigar 
iund takes the raja's place before 
the fire.) 

CRESPIN. Curse itf I can't remember 
the wave-length and the call for 
Amil-Serai. I was constantly using 
it at one time. 

TRAHERNE. It'll come back^to you. 

CRESPIN. I pray to the Lord it may! 
{The RAJA enters, right.) 

RAJA. I promised you news, hnd 
ft has come. 

CRESPIN. What news? 

^ BAJA. My brothers' execution is 
for the day after tomorrow. 


LUCILLA. Then the day after to- 
morrow 

RAJA. Yes— at sunset. (A pause) 
But meanwhile I hope you will 
regard my poor house as your own. 
This is Liberty Hall. My tennis 
courts, my billiard-room, my li- 
brary are all at your dispos«^I. I 
should not advise you to pass the 

! >alace gates— it would not be safe, 
or popular feeling, I must warn 
you, runs very high. Besides, where 
could you go? There are three 
hundred miles of almost impas- 
sable country between you and the 
nearest British post. 

TRAHERNE. Ill that case, Prince, 
how do you communicate with 
India? How has this news reached 
you? 

RAJA. Does that puzzle you? 

TRAHERNE. Naturally. 

RAJA. You don't guess? 

TRAHERNE. We have been trying 
to. The only thing we could think 
of was that you must be in wireless 
communication. 

RAJA. You observed nothing to con- 
firm the idea? 

TRAHERNE. Why, no. 

RAJA. Did you notice that the lights 
suddenly went down? 

TRAHERNE. Yes, and at the same 
time we heard a peculiar hissing 
sound. 

RAJA. None of you knew what it 
meant? 

TRAHERNE. No. 

RAJA. Then you have no knowledge 
of wireless telegraphy? 



THE GREEN GODDESS 


TRAHERNE. None. 

RAJA. I may tell you, then, that 
that hissing is the sound of wire- 
less transmission. I am in com- 
munication with India. 

TRAHERNE (to the Others) . You see, 
I was right. 

CRESPiN. You have a wireless ex- 
pert here then? 

RAJA. Watkins,— that invaluable fel- 
low— he is my operator. 

TRAHERNE. And with whom do you 
communicate? 

RAJA. Do you think that quite a 
fair question. Doctor? Does it show 
your usual tact? I have my agents— 
I can say no more. (Pause) Shall 
I ring for the ayah. Madam, to see 
you to your room? 

LUCiLLA. If you please. (As he has 
his finger on the bell, she says) 
No; stay a moment. (Rises and ad- 
vances towards him) Prince, I have 
two children. If it weren’t for them, 
don’t imagine that any of us would 
beg a favour at your hands. But for 
their sakes won’t you instruct your 
agent to communicate with Simla 
and try to bring about an exchange 
—your brothers’ lives for ours? 

RAJA. I am sorry, Madam, but I 
have already told you why that is 
impossible. Even if your Govern- 
ment agreed, it would assuredly 
take revenge on me for having ex- 
torted such a concession. No whis- 
per of your presence here must 
ever reach India, or— again forgive 
the vulgarism— my gobse is cooked. 

LUCILLA. The thought of my chil- 
dren does not move you? 
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RAJA. My brothers have children— 
does the thought of them move the 
Government of India? No, Madam, 
I am desolated to have to refuse 
you, but you must not ask for the 
impossible. (He presses the beU») 

LUCILLA. Does it not strike you 
that, if you drive us to desperation, 
we may find means of cheating 
your Goddess? What is to prevent 
me, for instance, from throwing 
myself from that loggia? 

RAJA. Nothing, dear lady, except 
that clinging to the known, and 
shrinking from the unknown, that 
all of us feel, even while we despise 
it. Besides, it would be foolishly 
precipitate, in every sense of the 
word. While there is life there is 
hope. You can’t read my mind. For 
aught you can tell, I may have no 
intention of proceeding to extremi- 
ties, and may only be playing a 
little joke upon you. I hope you 
have observed that I have a sense 
of humour. (The ayah enters) Ah, 
here is the ayah. Good night, 
Madam; sleep well. (Bows her to 
the door. Exit lucilla with ayah) 
Gentlemen, a whiskey and soda. 
No? Then good night, good night. 
(Exeunt crespin and traherne.) 
(The raja takes from the table 
a powr ful electric torch, and 
switchf it on. Then he switches 
off the lights of the room, which 
is totally dark except for the now 
moonlit background. He goes up to 
th^ idol on the mantelpiece, throws 
the light of the torch upon it, and 
makes it an ironic salaam. Then he 
lights himself towards the door, 
left,) 


curtain 
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ACT THREE 


The raja’s Snuggery, An entirely European and modern room; its com- 
fort contrasting with the old-fashioned, comfortless splendour of the scene 
of Act Two, 

A door in front, left, opens on the billiard-room; another, a little far- 
ther back, leads to the rest of the palace. A large and solid folding door 
in the back wall, centre. To the right, a large open window with a shal- 
low balcony, which has the effect of being at a great height, and com- 
mands a view across the valley to the snow peaks beyond. 

On the right, near the window, a handsome pedestal writing table, with 
a large and heavy swivel chair behind it. Silver fittings on the table, all in 

d ect order. Close to the nearer end of the writing table, a revolving 
cease, containing the Encyclopaedia Britannica and other books of 
reference. On the top of it a tantalus with a syphon and glasses. Close up 
to the writing table, and about of equal length, a deeply upholstered 
green leather sofa. Further over towards the left, a small table with 
smoking appliances. On each side of the table a comfortable green leather 
arm-chair. No small chairs. Low bookcases, filled with serious-looking 
modem books, against the walls, wherever there is space for them. On 
the top of one of the bookcases, a large bronze bust of Napoleon. A black 
and white portrait of Nietzsche on the wall, along with some sporting 
prints, 

GRESPiN discovered alone, wandering around the room, nervous and 
irritable. He tries the door at back; it is locked. Opens the door down 
left, and closes it, muttering "^Billiards, begadr Crosses to the writing 
table, examines the articles upon it, and picks up a paper which proves 
to be **La Vie Farisienne.*" He throws it down with the comment, ""French 
muckl** Notices a paper on the couch, picks it up and says with disgust, 
""Russian.^^ Then he comes down to the revolving bookcase, glances at 
the hooks and spins it angrily. After a moments hesitation, he pours some 
whiskey into a tumbler and fills it from the siphon. Is on the point of 
drinking, but hesitates, then says, ""Nor Goes to the balcony and throws 
out the contents of the glass. As he is setting the glass down, traherne 
enters, second door left, ushered in by a soldier, who salutes and exits. 


GRESPIN. Therel You think you ve 
caught mel 

TRAHERNE. Caught you? 

GRESPIN. Lushing. But I haven’t 
been. I threw the stuflF out of the 
window. For Lucilla’s sake, I must 
keep all my wits about me. 


TRAHERNE. Yes, if we can all do 
that, we may pull through yet. 

GRESPIN. Did you sleep? 

TRAHERNE. Not a wink. And you? 

GRESPIN. Dozed and woke again 
fifteen times in a minute. A beast 
of a nighti 
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TRAHERNE. Have you news of Mrs. 
Crespin? 

CRESPiN. She sent me this chit. 
(Hands him a scrap of paper.) 

TRAHERNE (rcods) . “Have slept 
and am feeling better. Keep the 
flag flying.” What pluck she hasi 

CRESPIN. Yes, she’s game— always 
was. 

TRAHERNE. She reminds me of the 
women in the French Revolution. 
We might all be in the Con- 
ciergerie, waiting to hear the tum- 
brils. 

CRESPIN. It would be more en- 
durable if we were in prison. It’s 
this appearance of freedom— the 
scoundrel’s cursed airs of politeness 
and hospitality— that makes the 
thing such a nightmare. (Mechani- 
cally mixing himself a whiskey and 
soda) Do you believe we’re really 
awake, Traherne? If I were alone. 
I’d think the whole thing was a 
blasted nightmare; but Lucilla and 
you seem to be dreaming it too. 
(Raising the glass to his lips, he 
remembers and puts it down again, 
saying:) Curse it! 

TRAHERNE. Some day we may look 
back upon it as on a bad dream. 

CRESPIN. He does you well, curse 
him! They served me a most dainty 
chota hazri this morning, and with 
it a glass of rare old fine cham- 
pagne. 

TRAHERNE (pointing to the door, 
down left). Where does that door 
lead? 

CRESPIN. To the billiard-room. Bil- 
liardsl Ha, ha! 
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TRAHERNE (ot door. Centre). And 
this one? 

CRESPIN. I don’t know. It’s locked— 
and a very solid door, too. 

TRAHERNE. Do you know what I 
think? 

CRESPIN. Yes, and I agree with you. 

TRAHERNE. Opening off the fellow’s 
own sanctum 

CRESPIN. It’s probably the wireless 
room. 

(They exchange significant 
glances . ) 

TRAHERNE (indicating the win- 
dow). And what’s out here? 

CRESPIN. Take a look. 

TRAHERNE (looking ovct) . A sheer 
drop of a hundred feet. 

CRESPIN. And a dry torrent below. 
How if we were to pick up our 
host, Traherne, and gently drop 
him on those razor-edged rocks? 

TRAHERNE (shrugs his shouldcfs) . 
As he said last night, they’d only 
tear us to pieces the quicker. 

CRESPIN. If it weren’t for Lucilla, 
I’m cursed if I wouldn’t do it all 
the same. 

(The RAJA enters, second door left, 
dressed in spick-and-span up-to- 
date riding attire. He crosses to the 
wrjting table.) 

RAJA. Good morning. Major; good 
morning. Doctor. How do you like 
my snuggery? I hope you have 
slept well? (They make no answer) 
Nor Ah, perhaps you find this 
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altitude trying? Never mind. We 
have methods of dealing with in- 
somnia. 

CRESPiN. Come now, Raja, a joke’s 
a joke, but this cat-and-mouse busi- 
ness gets on ones nerves. Make ar- 
rangements to send us back to the 
nearest British outpost, and well 
give you our Bible oath to 
say nothing about the— pleasantry 
you’ve played on us. 

BAJA. Send you back, my dear Ma- 
jor? I assure you, if I were ever so 
willing, it would be as much as my 
place is worth. You don’t know how 
my faithful subjects are looking 
forward to tomorrow’s ceremony. 
If I tried to cancel it, there would 
be a revolution. You must be rea- 
sonable, my dear sir. 

CBESPiN. Do you think we would 
truckle to you, curse you, if it 
weren’t for my wife’s sake? But 
for her we’ll make any concession- 
promise you anything. 

BAJA. What can you promise that is 
worth a brass farthing to me? 
{With sudden ferocity) No. Asia 
has a long score against you swag- 
gering, blustering, whey-faced lords 
of creation, and, by all the godsi I 
mean to see some of it paid to- 
morrow! (Resuming his suave man- 
ner) But in the meantime there is 
no reason why we shouldn’t behave 
like civilised beings. How would 
you like to pass the morning? I’m 
sorry I can’t offer you any shooting. 
I musn’t lead you into temptation. 
What do you say to billiards? It 
soothes the nerves. (Opening the 
door) Here is the billiard-room. I 
haw a little business to attend to, 
but 111 join you presently. 


CBESPIN. Of all the infernal purring 
devils 1 

RAJA. Dignity, Major, dignityk 
(TRAHERNE interposes and shep- 
herds the MAJOR off. The click of 
billiard-balls is presently heard. 
The RAJA seats himself at the writ- 
ing table and presses a bell. Then 
he takes up a pad of paper and 
pencil, and taps his teeth, cogitat- 
ing what to write. In a few mo- 
ments WATKINS enters.) 

WATKINS. Your Highness rang? 

RAJA. Come in, Watkins. Just close 
the billiard-room door, will you? 

( WATKINS looks into the billiard- 
room and then closes the door . ) 

WATKINS. They’re good pluck’d uns, 
sir; I will say that. 

RAJA. Yes, there’s some satisfaction 
in handling them. I’m glad they’re 
not abject— it would quite spoil the 
sport. 

WATKINS. Quite so, sir. 

RAJA. But it has occurred to me, 
Watkins, that perhaps it’s not quite 
safe to have them so near the wire- 
less room. Their one chance would 
be to get into communication with 
India. They appeared last night 
to know nothing about the wireless, 
but I have my doubts. Tell me, 
Watkins— have they made any at- 
tempt to bribe you? 

WATKINS. Not yet, sir. 

RAJA. Ha, that looks bad. It looks 
as if they had something else up 
their sleeves, and were leaving 
bribery to the last resort. I want to 
test their ignorance of wireless. I 
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want you, in their presence, to 
send out some message that is 
boundp'to startle or enrage them, 
and He if they show any sign of 
understanding it. 

WATKINS (grinning). That’s a no- 
tion, sir. 

RAJA. But I can’t think of a mes- 
sage. 

(The AYAH opens the second door, 
left, ushers in i.ucilla, and exit, 
LUCU.LA has resumed her travelling 
dress. The raja has been examining 
the lock of the wireless room, arid 
is thus partly concealed by the 
entrance door as it opens, so that 
LuciLLA is well into the room be- 
fore she observes him. He comes 
forward.) 

RAJA. Ah, Mrs. Crespin, I was just 
thinking of you. Think of angels 
and you hear their wings. Won’t 
you sit down? 

LUCILLA (ignoring his invitation). I 
thought my husband was here. 

RAJA. He’s not far off. (To wat- 
KiNS, pointing to the centre door) 
Just wait in there for a few min- 
utes; I may have instructions for 
you. 

( WATKINS produces a key-ring, se- 
lects a key, unlocks the door of 
the wireless-room, and goes in, 
closing the door behind him.) 

RAJA (to LUCILLA, who hos StOod 
motionless). Do, pray, sit down. I 
want so much to have a chat with 
you. (LUCILLA seats herself, in si- 
lence) 1 hope you had everything 
you requirea? 


RAJA. The ayah? 

LUCILLA. Was most attentive. 

RAJA. And you slept ? 

LUCILLA. More or less. 

RAJA. More rather than less, if one 
may judge by your looks. 

LUCILLA. Does it matter? 

RAJA. What can matter more than 
the looks of a beautiful woman? 

LUCILLA (listening). What’s that? 

RAJA. The click of billiard-balls. 
Your husband and Dr. Traherne 
are passing the time. 

LUCILLA (rising). If you’ll excuse 
me, ni join them. 

RAJA. Oh, pray spare me a few mo- 
ments. I want to speak to you 
seriously. 

LUCILLA (sitting down again) . Well 
—I am listening. 

RAJA. You are very curt, Mrs. 
Crespin. I’m afraid you bear me 
malice,— you hold me responsible 
for the doubtless trying situation 
in which you find yourseu. 

LUCILLA. Who else is responsible? 

RAJA. Who? Why chance, fate, 
the gods. Providence— whoever, or 
whatever, pulls the strings of this 
unaccountable puppet-show. Did I 
bring you here? Did I conjure up 
the fog? Could I have preventea 
your dropping from the skies? And 
when once you had set foot in the 
Goddess’s precinct, it was utterly 


LUCILLA. Everything. 
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out of my power to save you— at 
any rate the men of your party. If 
I raised a finger to thwart the God- 
dess, it would be the end of my 
pule— perhaps of my life. 

LUCiLLA. You know that is not true. 
You could easily smuggle us away, 
and then face the people out. What 
about your troops? 

AAjA. A handful, dear lady— a toy 
army. It amuses me to play at sol- 
diers. They could no nothing 
against priests and people, even if 
they were to be depended upon. 
And they, too, worship the God- 
dess. 

LuciLLA. What you really mean. 
Raja, is that you dare not risk it— 
you haven't the courage. 

HAJA. You take a mean advantage. 
Madam. You abuse the privilege of 
your sex in order to taunt me with 
cowardice. 

LUCILLA. Let us say, then, that you 
haven't the will to save us. 

RAJA. Reflect one moment, Madam 
—why should I have the will, at 
the risk of all I possess, to save 
Major Crespin and Dr. Traherne? 
Major Crespin is your husband- 
does that recommend him to me? 
Forgive me if I venture to guess 
that it doesn't greatly recommend 
him to you. He is an only too typi- 
cal specimen of a breed I detest: 
pigheaded, bullnecked, blustering, 
overbearing. Dr. Traherne is an 
agreeable man enough— I daresay 
a man of genius 

LUCILLA. If you kill him— if you 
cut short his wopk— you kill millions 


of your own race, whom he would 
have saved. 

RAJA. I don't know that I care very 
much about the millions you speak 
of. Life is a weed that grows again 
as fast as death mows it down. At 
all events, he is an Englishman, a 
Feringhi— and, may I add, without 
indiscretion, that the interest you 
take in him— oh, the merest friendly 
interest, I am sure— does not en- 
dear him to me. One is, after all, a 
man, and the favour sliown to an- 
other man by a beautiful woman— 
( LUCILLA rises and moves towards 
the billiard-room. The raja inter- 
poses) Please, please, Mrs. Crespin, 
bear with me if I transgress your 
Western conventions. Can I help 
being an Oriental? Believe me, I 
mean no harm; I wanted to talk 
to you about 

LUCILLA. Well? 

RAJA. You spoke last night of— your 
children, (lucilla turns away, her 
self-control wavering) I think you 
said— a boy and a little girl. 

LUCILLA (throws herself down on 
the couch in a fit of weeping). My 
babies, my babies! 

RAJA. I feel for you, Mrs. Crespin, 
I do indeed. I would do any- 
thing — 

LUCILLA (looking up, vehemently). 
Prince, if I write them a letter of 
farewell, will you give me your 
word of honour that it shall reach 
them? 

RAJA. Ah, there. Madam, you must 
pardon me! I have already said that 
the last thing I desire is to attract 
the attention of the Government of 
India. 
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LuciLLA. I wiD say nothing to show 
where I am, or what has befallen 
me. You shall read it yourself. 

RAJA. An ingenious ideal You would 
have it come fluttering down out 
of the blue upon your children s 
heads, like a message from a Ma- 
hatma. But, the strength of my po- 
sition, you see, is that no one will 
ever know what has become of 
you. You will simply disappear in 
the uncharted sea of the Himalayas, 
as a ship sinks with all hands in 
the ocean. If I permitted any word 
from you to reach India, the de- 
tective instinct, so deeply im- 
planted in your race, would be 
awakened, and the Himalayas 
would be combed out with a tooth- 
comb. No, Madam, I cannot risk 
it. 

LUCILLA {her calm recovered). 
Cannot? You dare notl But you 
can and dare kill defenseless men 
and women. Raja, you are a pitiful 
coward. 

RAJA. Forgive me if I smile at your 
tactics. You want to goad me into 
chivalry. If every man were a cow- 
ard who took life without risking 
his own, where would your British 
sportsmen be? 

LUCILLA. I beg your pardon—a 
savage is not necessarily a coward. 
And now let me go to my husband. 

RAJA. Not yet, Mrs. Crespin— one 
more word. You are a brave 
woman, and I sincerely admire 
you 

LUCILLA. Please— please 

RAJA. Listen to me. It will be worth 
your while. I could not undertake 
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to send a letter to your children— 
but it would be very easy for me 
to have them carried oflF and 
brought to you here. 

LUCILLA {starts, and faces him). 
What do you mean? 

RAJA. I mean that, in less than a 
month, you may have your children 
in your arms, uninjured, unsuspect- 
ing, happy-if 

LUCILLA. If? 

RAJA. If— oh, in your own time, of 
your own free will— you will accept 
the homage it would be my privi- 
lege to offer you. 

LUCILLA. That! 

RAJA. You have the courage to die, 
dear lady— why not have the cour- 
age to live? 

{Pause.) 

You believe, I daresay, that to- 
morrow, when the ordeal is over, 
you will awaken in a new life, and 
that there your children will rejoin 
you. Suppose it were so; suppose 
that in forty— fifty— sixty years, they 
passed over to you: would they be 
your children? Can God Himself 
give you back their childhood? 
What I offer you is a new life, not 
problematical, but assured; a new 
life, without passing through the 
shadow of death; a future utterly 
cut off from the past, except that 
your children will be with you, not 
as vague shades, but living and lov- 
ing. They must be quite young; 
they would soon forget all that had 
gone before. They would grow to 
manhood and womanhood under 
yoilr eyes; and ultimately, perhaps, 
when the whole story was forgot- 
ten, you might, if you wished itp 
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return with them to what you call 
civilisation. 

And meanwhile, you are only on 
the threshold of the best years of 
your life. You would pass them, 
not as a memsahib in a paltry 
Indian cantonment, but as the ab- 
solute queen of an absolute king. I 
do not talk to you of romantic love. 
I respect you too much to think 
you accessible to silly sentiment. 
But tliat is just it: I respect as much 
as I admire you; and I have never 
pretended to respect any other 
woman. Therefore I say you should 
be my first and only Queen. Your 
son, if you gave me one, should be 
the prince of princes; my other 
sons should all bow down to him 
and serve him. For, though I 
hate the arrogance of Europe, I 
believe that from a blending of the 
flower of the East with the flower 
of the West, the man of the future 
—the Superman— may be born. 
(lucilla has sat motionless 
through all this speech, her elbows 
an the end of the couch, twisting 
her handkerchief in her hands and 
gazing straight in front of her. 
There is now a perceptible pause 
before she speaks in a toneless 
voice,) 

LUCILLA. Is that all? Have you 
quite done? 

haja. I beg you to answer. 

LUCILLA. I can't answer the greater 
part of what you have been saying, 
for I have not heard it; at least I 
have not understood it. All I h^ve 
heard is "Tn less than a month you 
may have your children in your 
arms/' and then again, '"Can God 
Himself give you back their child- 
hood?" These words have kept 
ItfUillinei^ at my brain till— (shott- 


ing her handkerchief) you see— I 
have bit my lip to keep from 
shrieking aloud. I think the devil 
must have put them in your 
mouth 

RAJA. Poohl You don't believe in 
these old bugbears. 

LUCILLA. Perhaps not. But there is 
such a thing as diabolical tempta- 
tion, and you have stumbled upon 
the secret of it. 

RAJA. Stumbled I 

LUCILLA. Mastered the art of it, if 
you like— but not in your long 
harangue. All I can think of is, 
"Can God Himself give you back 
their childhood?" and "In a month 
you may have them in your arms." 

RAJA (eagerly). Yes, yes— think of 
that. In three or four weeks you 
may have your little ones 

LUCILLA (rising and interrupting 
him vehemently) , Yes— but on what 
conditions? That I should desert my 
husband and my friend— should let 
them go alone to their death- 
should cower in some back room of 
this murderous house of yours, 
listening to the ticking of the 
clock, and thinking, "Now— now— 
the stroke has fallen"— stopping my 
ears so as not to hear the yells of 
your bloodthirsty savages— and yet, 
perhaps, hearing nothing else to 
my dying day. No, prince 1— you 
said something about not passing 
through the shadow of death; but 
if I did this I should not pass 
through it, but live in it, and bring 
my children into it as well. What 
would be the good of having them 
in my arms if I could not look 
them in the face? (She passes to 
the bUUard-foom door.) 
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RAJA. That is your answer? 

LUCiLLA. The only possible answer. 
(She enters the buliard-room and 
closes the door,) 

RAJA (looking after her, to him- 
self), But not the last word, my 
lady! (He sits at the writing table, 
and begins to write, at the same 
time calling, not very loudly, 
‘Watkins!” The valet immediately 
appears, center,) 

WATKINS. Yessir? 

RAJA (tearing a sheet off the pad 
and handing it to him). Read that. 

WATKINS. A message to be sent out, 
sir? 

RAJA. Yes. 

WATKINS (reading), “The lady has 
come to terms. She will enter His 
Highness's household.” Quite so, 
sm What suite will she occupy? 

RAJA. My innocent Watkins! Do 
you think it's true? What have I 
to do with a stuck-up English- 
woman? It's only a bait for the 
Feringhis. You shall send it out in 
their hearing, and if either of them 
can read the Morse code, the mis- 
chief's in it if he doesn't give him- 
self away. 

WATKINS. Beg pardon, sir; I didn't 
quite catch on. 

RAJA. If they move an eyelash I'll 
take care they never see the inside 
of this room again. 

WATKINS. Am 1 to send this to 
India, sir? 
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RAJA. To anywhere or nowhere. 
Reduce the current, so that no one 
can pick it up. So long as it's heard 
in this room, that's all I want. 

WATKINS. But when am I to send 
it, sir? 

RAJA. Listen. I'll get them in here 
on the pretext of a little wireless 
demonstration, and then I'll tell 
ou to send out an order to Tash- 
ent for champagne. That'll be 
your cue. Go ahead— and send 
slowly. 

WATKINS. Shall I ask you whether 
I'm to code it, sir? 

RAJA. You may as well. It'll give 
artistic finish to the thing. 

WATKINS. Very good, Your Tgh- 
ness. But afterwards,— if, as you 
was saying, they was to try to cor- 
rupt me, sir 

RAJA. Corrupt you? That would be 
painting the lily with a vengeance. 

WATKINS (with a touch of annoy- 
ance), Suppose they tries to get at 
me, sir— what are your instructions? 

RAJA. How do you mean? 

WATKINS. Shall I let on to take the 
bait? 

RAJA. You may do exactly as you 
please. I have the most implicit 
confidence in you, Watkins. 

• 

WATKINS. You are very good, sir. 

RAJA. 1 know that anything they 
can offer you would have to be 
paid either in England or in India, 
and that you daren't show yoi^ 
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nose in either country. You have a 
very comfortable job here 

WATKINS. My grateful thanks to 
you, sir. 

RAJA. And you don’t want to give 
the hangman a job, either in La- 
hore or in London. 

WATKINS. The case in a nutshell, 
sir. But I thought if I was to pre- 
tend to send a message for them, 
it might keep them quiet-like. 

RAJA. Very true, Watkins. It would 
not only keep them quiet, but the 
illusion of security would raise 
their spirits, which would be a 
humane action. I am always on the 
side of humanity. 

WATKINS. Just so, sir. Then 111 hu- 
mour them. 

RAJA. Yes, if they want you to send 
a message. If they try to “get at,” 
not only you, but the instrument, 
call the guard and let me know at 
once. 

WATKINS. Certainly, sir. 

RAJA. Now open the door and 
stand by. You have the message? 

WATKINS (producing the slip from 
his pocket, reads): “The lady has 
come to terms. She—” 

RAJA (interrupting). Yes, that’s 
right. (As WATKINS is opening the 
door) Oh, look here— when you’ve 
finished, you’d better lock the door, 
and say, “Any orders, sir?” If I say 
“No orders, Watkins,” it’ll mean 
I’m satisfied they don’t under- 
stand. If I think they do under- 
stand, I’ll give you what orders I 
think necessary. 


WATKINS. Very good, sir. (He 
opens the folding doors wide, re- 
vealing a small room, in which is 
a wireless installation.) 

RAJA (at billiard-room door). Oh, 
Major, you were saying you had 
no experience of wireless. If you’ve 
finished your game, it might amuse 
you to see it at work. Watkins is 
just going to send out a message. 
Would Mrs. Crespin care to come? 

CRESPiN (at door). Yes— why not? 
Will you come, Lucilla? 

(crespin enters, followed by lu- 
cilla and TRAHERNE. The raja 
eyes them closely so that they have 
no opportunity to make any sign 
to each other.) 

RAJA. This, you see, is the appa- 
ratus. All ready, Watkins? (To the 
others) Won’t you sit down? (To 
WATKINS ) You have the order for 
Tashkent? 

WATKINS (producing paper). Yes, 
Your ’Ighness; but I haven’t coded 
it. 

RAJA. Oh, never mind; send it in 
clear. Even if some outsider does 
pick it up, I daresay we can order 
three cases of champagne without 
causing international complications. 
(crespin and traherne sit in the 
arm-chairs, left, lucilla is about 
to sit on the couch, but seeing the 
RAJA make a move to sit beside her, 
she passes behind the writing table 
and sits in the swivel chair. The 
RAJA sits on the sofa, watkins be- 
gins to transmit— pauses.) 

RAJA. He’s waiting for the reply 
signal. 

(A pause.) 
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CRESPiN. May I take one of your 
excellent cigars, Raja? 

RAJA. By all means. 

( CRESPIN lights a cigar.) 

WATKINS. IVe got them. (Proceeds 
to send the message: **The lady has 
come to terms” etc.) 

CRESPIN (a moment after the trans- 
mission has begun, says in a low 
voice to the raja). May we speak? 

RAJA. Oh, yes—you won’t be heard 
in Tashkent. 

CRESPIN (holding out his cigarette 
case). Have a cigarette, Traherne. 

TRAHERNE. Thanks. (He takes a 
cigarette, crespin strikes a match 
and lights the cigarette, saying 
meanwhile: ) 

CRESPIN. Let us smoke and drink, 

for tomorrow we (Blows out 

the match.) 

( Silence until the transmission 
ends. ) 

RAJA. That’s how it’s done! 

TRAHERNE. How many words did 
he send? 

RAJA. What was it, Watkins? ‘‘For- 
ward by tomorrow’s caravan twelve 
cases champagne. Usual brand. 
Charge our account”; was that it? 

WATKINS. That’s right, sir. 

BAJA. Twelve words. 

CRESPIN. And can they really make 
sense out of these fireworks? 

RAJA. I hope so~else we shall run 
short of champagne. 
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WATKINS (locking the folding 
door). Any orders. Your ’Ighness? 

RAJA. No orders, Watkins. 

(As he is going out, watkins meets 
at the door a soldier, who says a 
few words to him.) 

WATKis (turning). The ’Igh Priest 
is waiting to see Your ’Ighness. 

RAJA. Oh, show him in. 

(watkins ushers in the high 

PRIEST OF THE GODDESS, and then 
exit. The high priest’s personality 
is unmistakably sinister. The raja, 
after a word of greeting, turns to 
the others.) 

RAJA. I mentioned my Archbishop 
of York. This is he. Allow me to 
introduce you. Your Grace, Mrs. 
Crespin— Major Crespin— Dr. Tra- 
herne. (The priest, understanding 
the situation, makes a sort of con- 
temptuous salaam) The Arch- 
bishop’s manners are not good. 
You will excuse him. He regards 
you, I regret to say, as unclean 
creatures, whose very presence 
means pollution. He would be a 
mine of information for an anthro- 
pologist. (He exchanges a few 
words with the priest, and turns 
again to his guests) His Grace re- 
minds me of some arrangements 
for tomorrow’s ceremony, which, 
as Archbishop of Canterbury, I 
must attend to in person. You will 
excuse me for half an hour? Pray 
make yourselves at home. TifiBn at 
half past twelve. (He speaks a few 
words to the priest, who replies in 
a sort of growl) His grace says au 
reooir— and so do I. (Exit, followed 
by the priest. Both traherne and 
LuciLLA are about to speak, cres- 
pin motions them to be cautious. 
He goes to the billiard-room, opens 
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the door, looks around and closes 
U again, lucilla examines the hal- 
•cony, TRAHERNE sUps up to the 
centre door and noiselessly tests 
it) 

TRAHERNE (to crespin). What was 
the message? 

CRESPIN. It said that the lady had 
accepted her life—on his terms. 

TRAHERNE. Ohl—a trap for us. 

CRESPIN. Yes. A put-up job. 

LUCILLA. You gave no sign, An- 
tony. I think he must have been 
reassured. 

TRAHERNE. Evidently; or he 
wouldn't have left us here. 

CRESPIN. What to do now? 

TRAHERNE. Can wc break open the 
4oor? 

CRESPIN. No good. It would make 
a noise. We'd be interrupted, and 
then it would be all up. 

TRAHERNE. Well, then, the next 
step is to try to bribe Watkins. 

CRESPIN. I don't believe it's a bit 
of good. 

TRAHERNE. Nor I, The fellow's a 
thorough-paced scoundrel. But we 
might succeed, and if we don't even 
try theyll suspect that we're plot- 
ting something else. If we can con- 
vince them that we're at our wits' 
end, we've the better chance of 
taking them off their guard. 

I^Ot^LA. Yes— you see that, An- 
tony? 


CRESPIN. Perhaps you're right. But, 
even if the cursed scoundrel can 
be bought, what good is it if I 
can't remember the wave-length 
and the call for Amil-Serai? 

LUCILLA. You'll think of it all of a 
sudden. 

CRESPIN. Not if I keep racking my 
brains for it. If I could get my 
mind off it, the cursed thing might 
come back to me. 

TRAHERNE. All the more reason for 
action. But first, we must settle 
what message to send if we get the 
chance. 

LUCILLA (sits at writing-table), 
Dictate—I'll write. 

TRAHERNE. What about this? “Ma- 
jor Crespin, wife, Traherne impris- 
oned, Rukh, Raja's palace, lives in 
danger." 

(lucilla writes on an envelope 
which she takes from the paper- 
case,) 

CRESPIN. We want something more 
definite. 

LUCILLA. How would this do? 
“Death threatened tomorrow eve- 
ning. Rescue urgent.” 

TRAHERNE. Excellent. 

(lucilla finishes the message, and 
hands it to crespin.) 

CRESPIN (reads). “Major Crespin, 
wife, Traherne, imprisoned, Rukh, 
Raja's palace. Death tlireatened to- 
morrow evening. Rescue urgent.” 
(Takes the paper) Right. I'll keep 
it ready. 

TRAHERNE. Now, how to get hold 
of Watkins? 
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LuciLLA (at the table). There's a 
bell there. Shall I try it? 

TRAHERNE. Hold On a moment. We 
have to decide what to do if he 
won't take money, and we have to 
use force in order to get his keys. 

CRESPiN (looking around). There’s 
nothing here to knock him on the 
head with—not even a chair you 
can lift 

TRAHERNE. Not a curtain cord to 
truss him up with 

LUCILLA. The first thing would be 
to gag him, wouldn't it? (Takes off 
her scarf) Would this do for that? 

TRAHERNE. Capital! (Takes the 
scarf, ties a knot in it, and places 
it on the upper end of the sofa.) 

CRESPIN. What about a billiard 
cue? 

TRAHERNE. If he saw it around he'd 
smell a rat. 

CRESPIN. Then there's only one 
thing 

TRAHERNE. What? 

( CRESPIN points to the balcony, 
and makes a significant gesture.) 

LUCILLA. Oh! (Shrinks away from 
the window.) 

TRAHERNE. I’m afraid it can't be 
helped. There's a drop of a good 
hundred feet. 

CRESPIN. None too much for him. 

TRAHERNE. When he locked that 
door he put the key in his trousers 
pocket. We must remember to get 
it before — 


LUCILLA. But if you kill him and 
still don't remember the call, we 
shall be no better off than we are 
now. 

TRAHERNE. We shall be no worse 
off. 

CRESPIN. Better, by Jove! For if I 
can get three minutes at that in- 
strument, the Raja can't tell 
whether we have communicated or 
not. (He takes up the glass of 
whiskey-and’Soda which he has 
poured out before.) 

LUCILLA. Oh, Antony! 

CRESPIN. Don't be a fool, Lu. 
(Quips down the drink, and says 
as he pours out more whiskey) 
It's because I'm so unnaturaUy 
sober that my brain won't work. 
(Drinks the whiskey raw) Now 
ring that bell, (lucilla does so) 
You do the talking, Traherne. The 
fellow's cursed insolence gets on 
my nerves. 

TRAHERNE. All right. (SHs at the 
writing table.) 

CRESPIN. Look out 

(Enter watkins, second dooft 
left.) 

WATKINS. You rang, sir? (Standing 
by the door.) 

TRAHERNE. Yes, Watkins, we want 
a few words with you. Do you 
mind coming over here? We don't 
waht to speak loud. 

WATKINS. There's no one imder* 
stands English, sir. 

TRAHERNE. Please oblige me, all 
the same. 
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WATKINS (coming forward). Now, 
sirl 

TRAHERNE. I daresay you can guess 
what we want with you. 

WATKINS. I m no *and at guessin", 
sir. rd rather you’d put it plain. 

TRAHERNE. Well, you Icnow that 
weVe fallen into the hands of 
bloodthirsty savages? You know 
what is proposed for tomorrow? 

WATKINS. IVe ’eard as your num- 
bers is up. 

TRAHERNE. You surely don’t intend 
to stand by and see us murdered 
—three of your own people, and 
one of them a lady? 

WATKINS. My own people, is it? 
And a lady— I 

LuciLLA. A woman, then, Watkins. 

WATKINS. What has my own people 
ever done for me— or women either 
—that I should lose a cushy job and 
risk my neck for the sake of the 
three of you? I wouldn’t do it for 
all your bloomin’ England, I tell 
you straight. 

CRESPiN. It’s no good, Traherne. 
Come down to tin tacks. 

TRAHERNE. Only a sighting shot. 
Major. It was just possible we 
might have misread our man. 

WATKINS. You did if you took *im 
for a V.C. ’ero wot ’ud lay down 
his life for England, ’ome and 
beauty. The first thing England 
ever done for me was to ’ave me 
sent to a reformatory for pinching 
a silver rattle off of a young haris- 


tocrat in a p’rambulator. That, and 
the likes of that, is wot I’ve got to 
thank England for. And why did I 
do it? Because my mother would 
have bashed my face in if I’d have 
come back empty-handed. That’s 
wot ’ome and beauty has meant 
for me. W’y should I care more 
for a woman being scragged than 
what I do for a man? 

TRAHERNE. Ah, yes, I quite see 
your point of view. But the ques- 
tion now is: What’ll you take to 
get us out of this? 

WATKINS. Get out of this! If you 
was to offer me millions, ’ow could 
I do that? 

TRAHERNE. By going into that room 
and sending this message through 
to the Amil-Serai aerodrome. 

( CRESPIN hands watkins the mes- 
sage, He reads it through and 
places it on the table,) 

WATKINS. So that’s the game, is it? 

TRAHERNE. That, as you say, is the 
game. 

WATKINS. You know what you’re 
riskin’? 

TRAHERNE. What do you mean? 

WATKINS, W’y, if the Guv’nor sus- 
pected as you’d got a word through 
to India, ten to one he’d wipe you 
off the slate like that (snapping 
his fingers) without waiting for to- 
morrow. 

CRESPIN. That makes no difference. 
We’ve got to face it. 

TRAHERNE. Come now! On your 
own showing, Mr. Watkins, loyalty 
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to your master oughtn't to stand in 
your way. I don't suppose gratitude 
is one of your weaknesses. 

WATKINS. Gratitude! To 'im? What 
for? I'm not badly ofiF here, to be 
sure, but it's nothing to wot I does 
for 'im; and I 'ate 'im for 'is funny 
little ways. D’you think I don't see 
that he’s always pulling my leg? 

TRAHERNE. Well, then, you won't 
mind selling him. We've only to 
settle the price. 

WATKINS. That’s all very fine, sir; 
but what price 'ave you gents to 
offer? 

TRAHERNE. Nothing down— no spot 
cash— that’s clear. You’ll have to 
take our word for whatever bar- 
gain we come to. 

WATKINS. Your word! How do I 
know ? 

TRAHERNE. Oh, our Written word. 
Well give it to you in writing. 

WATKINS (after thinking for a mo- 
ment), If I was to ’elp you out, 
there must be no more fairy-tales 
about any of you 'avin' seen me in 
India. 

TRAHERNE. All right. We accept 
your assurance that you never were 
there. 

WATKINS. And see here, Dr. Tra- 
heme^you know very well I 
couldn’t stay here after I'd helped 
you to escape— leastways, if I 
stayed, it'd be in my grave. Youll 
'ave to take me with you— and for 
that I can only have your word. 
Supposing you could get the mes- 
sage through, and the English was 
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to come, no writing could bind you 
if you chose to leave me in the 
lurch. 

TRAHERNE. Quite true. I'm afraid 
you’ll have to trust us for that. But 
I give you my word of honour that 
we would be as careful of your 
safety as if you were one of our- 
selves. I suppose you know that, 
strange as you may think it, there 
are people in the world that would 
rather die than break a solemn 
promise. 

CRESPiN. Even to a hound like you, 
Watkins. 

WATKINS. I advise you to keep a 
civil tongue in yer 'ead, Major. 
Don’t forget that I ’ave you in the 
'ollow of my ’and. 

TRAHERNE. True, Watkins; and the 
hollow of your hand is a very dis- 
agreeable place to be in. That's 
why we're willing to pay well to 
get out of it. Come, now, what 
shall we say? 

WATKINS. Well, what about a little 
first instalment? You ain’t quite on 
your uppers, are you, now? You 
could come down with something, 
be it ever so humble? 

TRAHERNE (examining his pocket- 
book), I have 300 rupees and five 
ten-pound notes. (Places the 
money on the table,) 

WATKINS. And you. Major? 

cr£:spin. Two hundred and fifty 
rupees. (Crosses and lays the notes 
on the table) Oh, and some loose 
change. 

WATKINS (nobly). Oh, never minl^ 
the chicken-feed! And the lady? 
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xuciLLA. I gave my last rupee to 
your wife, Watkins. 

WATKINS. Well, that’s about £120 
lo go on with. 

TRAHERNE (plocitig his hand on 
the heap of notes). There. That’s 
your first instalment. Now what 
about the balance? Shall we say 
£1000 apiece? 

WATKINS. A thousand apiecel Three 
thousand pounds! You’re joking, 
Dr. Traherne! Wot would £3000 
be to me in England? W’y, I’d ’ave 
to take to valetting again. No, no, 
sir! If I’m to do this job, I must 
’ave enough to make a gentleman 
of me. 

(CRESPIN, TRAHERNE and LUCILLA 

burst out laughing,) 

WATKINS. Well, you are the queer- 
est lot as ever I come across. Your 
lives is ’anging by a ’air, and yet 
you can larf! 

jLuciLLA (hysterically). It’s your 
own fault, Watkins. Why will you 
be so funny? (Her laughter turns 
to tears and she buries her face in 
the end of the couch, shaken with 
sohs,) 

TRAHERNE. I’m afraid what you ask 
is beyond our means, Watkins. But 
I double my bid— two thousand 
apiece. 

WATKINS. You’ll ’ave to double it 
again sir, and a little more. You 
write me out an I. O. U. for fifteen 
thousand poimds, and I’ll see wot 
can be done. 

,>^|SPiN. Well, you are the most 


WATKINS. If your lives ain’t worth 
five thousand apiece to you, there's 
nothing doing. For my place here 
is worth fifteen thousand to me. 
And there’s all the risk, too— I’m 
not charging you nothing for that. 

TRAHERNE. We appreciate your 
generosity, Watkins. Fifteen thou- 
sand be it! 

WATKINS. Now you’re talking. 
(TRAHERNE rapidly writes and 
signs the I, O ,U. and hands it to 
WATKINS. ) 

WATKINS. That’s right, sir; but the 
Major must sign it, too. 

CRESPIN (crosses to the table, on 
which WATKINS places the paper, 
writes, throws down the pen). 
There you are, curse you! 

TRAHERNE. Now get to work quick, 
and call up Amil-Serai. 

WATKINS. Right you are, sir. (Picks 
up the envelope and begins, in a 
leisurely way, unlocking the centre 
door,) 

CRESPIN. Isn’t there some special 
call you must send out to get Amil- 
Serai? 

•WATKINS. Oh, yes, sir, I know it. 
( WATKINS takes his seat at the m- 
strument, with his back to the 
snuggery, and begins to work it,) 

CRESPIN (whispers). That’s not a 
service call. 

(A pause,) 

WATKINS. Right! Got them, sir. 
Now the message. 

CRESPIN (as WATKINS works the 
key, CRESPIN spells out), “The— 
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white— goats— are— ready— for— ” {To 
Traherne) No, but the black 
sheep is! Come on! (crespin tip- 
toes up toward watkins followed 
by TRAHERNE. As he passes the 
upper end of the sofa crespin 
picks up lucilla’s scarf and hands 
it to TRAHERNE, meantime produc- 
ing his own handkerchief, lucilla 
rises, her hand pressed to her 
mouth. The men steal up close 
behind watkins. Suddenly Tra- 
herne jams the gag in watkins’s 
mouth, and ties the ends of the 
scarf. WATKINS attempts a cry, but 
it trails off into a gurgle, crespin 
meantime grips watkins’s arms be- 
hind, and ties the wrists with his 
handkerchief, traherne makes fast 
the gag, and the two lift him, 
struggling, and carry him towards 
the window, watkins’s head falls 
back and his terror-stricken eyes 
can be seen over the swathing gag. 
They rest him for a moment on 
the balustrade.) 

TRAHERNE. Must WC 

crespin. Nothing else for it— one, 
two, three! (They heave him over. 
LUCILLA, who has been watching, 
petrified, gives a gasping cry.) 

CRESPIN. At least we haven’t taken 
it lying down! (He pours out some 
whiskey and is about to drink when 
he pauses, puts down the glass, and 
then cries in great excitement) 
Hold on! Don’t speak! (A pause) 
1 have it! (Another pause) Yes, by 
Jupiter, I have it! I’ve remembered 
die call! Can you lock that door? 

LUCILLA (at second door left). No 
key this side! 

TRAHERNE (whispering, and run- 
ning to the door). Don’t open it. 


There are soldiers in the passage.. 
Ill hold it. (He stations himself 
before the door, crespin rushes to 
the instrument and rapidly exam^ 
ines it.) 

CRESPIN. The scoundrel had re- 
duced the current. (Makes an ad* 
justment with feverish haste) Now 
the wave length! (More adjust- 
ment. He begins to transmit. A 
pause.) 

TRAHERNE. Do you get any answer? 

CRESPIN. No, no; I don’t expect any 
—I’m sure they haven’t the power. 
But it’s an even chance that I get 
them all che same. (He goes on 
transmitting hurriedly while tra- 
herne and LUCILLA stand breath- 
less, TRAHERNE with his shouldof 
to the door.) 

TRAHERNE. Some one’s coming up 
the passage! Go on! Go on! I’ll 
hold the door. 

(Another slight pause, while cres- 
pin transmits feverishly. Suddenly 
TRAHERNE braces himself against 
the door, gripping the handle. 
After a moment, there is a word of 
command outside, the sound of 
shoulders heaved against the door, 
and it is gradually pushed open by 
three guards, traherne is shoved 
back by its motion.) 

(The RAJA enters, rushes forward 
and grasps the situation.) 

RAJA. Ah! When the cat’s away 

(He whips out a revolver and 
fires.) 

CRESPIN. Got me, by Heaven! (He 
falls forward over the instrument, 
but immediately recovers himself, 
and rapidly unmakes the adjust- 
ments. LUCILLA and traherne 
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catch him as he staggers hack from 
the instrument, and lay him on the 
couch, ) 

TRAHERNE (kneeling and support- 
ing him). Brandy! 

(lucilla gets the glass. They put 
it to his lips. The raja meanwhile 
goes to the wireless table, sees the 
draft message and reads it,) 

RAJA (holding out the paper) , How 
much of this did you get through? 

CRESPiN (raising himself a little). 
Curse you— none! (Falls back 
dead,) 

LUCiLLA (crying out), Antony! 

BAJA. All over, eh? 

(TRAHERNE, stHl kneeling, makes 


an affirmative sign. At this mo- 
ment a noise is heard outside, and 
three soldiers burst open the door 
and rush in. One of them speaks 
to the RAJA, pointing to the win- 
dow, the other two rush up to Tra- 
herne, seize him and drag him 
over to the left, lucilla remains 
kneeling by crespins body. The 
RAJA goes calmly over to the win- 
dow and looks out.) 

RAJA (returning to the centre). 
Tut tut— most inconvenient. And 
foolish on your part— for now, if 
my brothers should be reprieved, 
we cannot hear of it. ( Looks at the 
message reflectively) Otherwise, 
the situation remains unchanged. 
We adhere to our program for to- 
morrow. The Major has only a few 
hours" start of you. 


CURTAIN 


ACT FOUR 


A gloomy hall, its roof supported by four wooden columns, two in a row, 
rudely carved with distorted animal and human figures. The walls are 
also of rudely carved wood, and are pierced all round, at the height of 
about twelve feet, by a sort of clerestory— a series of oblong slits or un- 
glazed windows through which the sky can be seen. The general tone of 
the wood is dark brown, but the interstices between the carvings have 
here and there been filled in with dull red. There is a high curtained 
doorway, left, leading to a sort of robing-room. Opposite to it, right, a 
two-leaved wooden door, closed with a heavy wooden bolt. An oblong 
bole in the door, with a‘ sliding shutter, enables the guard within to in- 
spect whoever approaches from without. At the back, centre, is a wide 
opening, curtained at the beginfiing of the Act, When the curtains are 
withdrawn, they reveal a sort of bS^ony or tribune, raised by two steps 
above the level of the hall, over the balustrade of which can be seen the 
head and shoulders of a colossal image of the Goddess, apparently at a 
distance of some fifty yards. Between the two foremost columns, on a 
dais of two steps, a wide throne, which has for its backing a figure of 
Goddess carved in high relief, amid a good deal of barbaric tracery. 
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The figure is green, but there are touches of gold in her crown, her orna-- 
ments, and in the tracery, A low brazier rests on the ground in front of 
the throne. 

The hall is a sort of anteroom to the public place of sacrifice without. 
Late afternoon light comes in through the clerestory on the left. 

When the curtain rises, a group of Priests is gathered round the dooT’- 
way, left, while the chief priest stands at the center, holding the ctir^ 
tains a little way apart and looking out. A Priest is on guard at the door, 
right. 

For a moment after the rise of the curtain, there is a regular and sub- 
dued murmur from the crowd without. Then it swells into a chorus of 
execrations. The chief priest gives an order to the other Priests, left, 
one of whom goes off through the doorway. The guard at the door, right, 
slips hack the shutter and looks out, then unbolts the door, and admits 
TRAHERNE, Strapped to a mountain chair, and guarded by two soldiers, 
who withdraw. At the same time, the raja, in splendid Eastern attire, 
enters, left. 


RAJA. Well, Doctor, it doesn’t ap- 
pear that any “god from the ma- 
chine” is going to interfere \vith 
our program. 

TRAHERNE. You are bringing a ter- 
rible vengeance upon yourself. 

RAJA. Think, my dear Doctor, If, as 
the Major said, he did not get your 
S. O. S. through, I have nothing to 
fear. If he lied, and did get it 
through, nothing can ultimately 
save me, and I may as well be 
hung for a sheep as for a lamb. 

TRAHERNE (writhing in his bonds). 
You might have spared me this, 

RAJA. A ritual detail, Doctor; not 
quite without reason. Persons lack- 
ing in self-control might throw 
themselves to the ground or other- 
wise disarrange the ceremony. (He 
speaks a word, and the bearers 
promptly release traherne, and 
carry the chair out, right,) 

TRAHERNE. What have you done 
with Mrs. Crespin? 


RAJA. Don’t be alarmed. She’ll be 
here in due time. 

TRAHERNE. Listen to me. Raja. Do 
what you will with me, but let Mrs. 
Crespin go. Send her to India or to 
Russia, and I am sure, for her chil- 
dren’s sake, she will swear to keep 
absolute silence as to her husband’s . 
fate and mine. 

RAJA. You don’t believe, then, that 
I couldn’t save you if I would? 

TRAHERNE. Believe it? No! 

RAJA. You are quite right, my dear 
Doctor. I am not a High Priest for 
nothing. I might work the oracle. I 
might get a command from the 
Goddess to hurt no hair upon youi 
heads. 

TRAHERNE. Then what devilish 
pleasure do you find in putting us 
to death? 

RAJA. Pleasure? The pleasure of a 
double vengeance. Vengeance for 
today— my brothers— and vengeance 
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for centuries of subjection and in- 
sult. Do you know what brought 
you here? It was not blind chance, 
any more than it was the Goddess. 
It was my will, my craving for 
revenge, that drew you here by a 
subtle, irresistible magnetism. My 
will is my religion— my god. And 
by that god I have sworn that you 
shall not escape me. (Yelh from 
the crowd outside) Ah, they are 
bringing Mrs. Crespin. 

{The PRIEST unbolts the door, 
Hght, and lucilla is carried in,) 

RAJA. I apologise, Madam, for the 
manners of my people. Their fa- 
naticism is beyond my control. (He 
says a word to the bearers, who 
release lucilla. traherne gives 
her his hand, and she steps from 
the chair, which the bearers re- 
move, right,) 

TRAHERNE. How long have we left? 

BAJA. Till the sun’s rim touches the 
crest of the mountain. A blast of 
our great mountain horn will an- 
nounce the appointed hour, and 
you will be led out to the sacred 
enclosure. You saw the colossal im- 
age of the Goddess out yonder? 
{He points to the back. They look 
at each other in silence.) 

TRAEIERNE. Will you grant us one 
last request? 

BAJA. By all means, if it is in my 
power. In spite of your inconsider- 
ate action of yesterday 

TRAHERNE. Inconsiderate ? 

1 

BAJA. Watldns, you know— poor 
Watldns— a great loss to me! But d 
la guerre comme d la guerre! I bear 
. no malice for a fair act of war. I 


am anxious to show you every cod'* 
sideration. 

TRAHERNE. Then you will leave us 
alone for the time that remains to 
us. 

RAJA. Why, by all means. And oh, 
by the way, you need have no feai 
of the ceremony— being protracted. 
It will be brief and— I— trust— pain- 
less. The High Church Party are 
not incapable of cruelty; but I have 
resolutely set my face against it. 
(lucilla has meanwhile stood 
stonily gazing in front of her. The 
RAJA reflects for a moment, and 
then goes up to her) Before I go, 
Madam, may I remind you of my 
offer of yesterday? It is not yet too 
late, (lucilla takes no notice) Is 
it just to your children to refuse? 
(She looks at him stonily, saying 
nothing. After a pause) Immov- 
able? So be it! (He turns to go. At 
this moment a great yell of tri- 
umphant hatred goes up from the 
populace. ) 

RAJA. Your husbands body, 
Madam. They are laying it at the 
feet of the Goddess. 

LUCILLA. You promised me 

RAJA. That it should be burnt. I 
will keep my promise. But you see 
I had three brothers— a head for a 
head. (He goes into the inner 
chamber, encircled by his Priests. 
Only the guard at the door, right, 
remains, half hidden by the door 
jamb. LUCILLA and traherne are 
left alone, lucilla sinks down 
upon the broad base of the fore- 
most pillar, left.) 

LUCILLA. So this is the endl 
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TRAHERNE. What offer did that 
devil make you? 

LUCiLLA. Oh, I didn’t mean to tell 
you, but I may as well. He is an 
ingenious tormentor. He offered 
yesterday to let me live, and to 
kidnap the children and bring them 
here to me— you know on what 
terms. 

TRAHERNE. To bring the children 
here? 

LUCILLA. He said in a month I 
might have them in my arms. 
Think of itl Ronny and Iris in my 
armsi 

(A pause, traherne stands with 
his back to her.) 

TRAHERNE (in a low and unsteady 
voice). Are you sure you did right 
to refuse? 

LUCILLA. Do you mean ? 

TRAHERNE (louder and almost 
harshly). Are you sure it is not 
wrong to refuse? 

LUCILLA. Oh, how can you—? 
Right? Wrong? What are right and 
wrong to me now? If I could see 
my children again, would any 
scruple of "right” or "wrong” make 
me shrink from anything that was 
possible? But this is so utterly, ut- 
terly impossible. 

TRAHERNE. Forgive me. You know 
it would add an unspeakable horror 
to death if I had to leave you here. 
But I felt I must ask you whether 
you had fully considered 

LUCILLA. I have thought of noth- 
ing else through all these torturing 
hours. 
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TRAHERNE. How bravo you arel 

LUCILLA. Not brave, not brave. If 
I could live, I would— there, I con- 
fess itl But I should die of shame 
and misery, and leave my children 
—to that man. Or, if I did live, 
what sort of a moAer should I be 
to them? They would be much 
better without mel Oh my pre- 
cious, precious darlings! (She 
clasps her arms across her breast, 
and rocks herself in agony, A short 
silence , ) 

TRAHERNE (lays his hand on her 
shoulder), Lucilla! 

LUCILLA (looking up). Oh, Basil, 
say you think it won t be altogether 
bad for them! They will never 
know anything of their father now, 
but what was good. And their 
mother will simply have vanished 
into the skies. They will think she 
has flown away to heaven— and 
who knows but it may be true? 
There may be something beyond 
this heU. 

TRAHERNE. We shall know soon,. 
Lucilla. 

LUCILLA. But to go away and leave 
them without a word— I Poor little 
things, poor little things. 

TRAHERNE. They will remember 
you as something very dear and 
beautiful. The very mystery will be 
like a halo about you. * 

LUCILLA. Shall I see them again, 
BaSil? Tell me that. 

(A pause,) 

TRAHERNE. Who loiows? Even to 
comfort you, I won’t say I am cer- 
tain. But I do sincerely think you 
may. 
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LuciLLA (smUing woefully). You 
think there is a sporting chance? 

TRAHERNE. More than that. This 
life is such a miracle—could any 
other be more incredible? 

LUCBLLA. But even if I should meet 
them in another world, they would 
not be my Ronny and Iris, but a 
strange man and a strange woman, 
built up of experiences in which I 
had had no share. Oh, it was cun- 
ning, cunning, what that devil said 
to mel He said “God Himself can- 
not give you back their childhood.” 

TRAHERNE. How do you know that 
God is going to take their child- 
hood from you? You may be with 
them this very night— with them, 
unseen, but perhaps not unfelt, all 
the days of their life. 

LUCILLA. You are saying that to 
make what poor Antony called a 
“haze” for me— to soften the horror 
of darkness that is waiting for us? 
Don’t give me “dope,” Basil— I can 
face things without it. 

TRAHERNE. I mean every word of 
it. (A pause) Why do you smile? 

LUCILLA. At a thought that came to 
me— the thought of poor Antony as 
a filmy, purified spirit. It seems so 
unthinkable. 

TRAHERNE. Why Unthinkable? Why 
may he not still exist, though he 
has left behind him the nerves, the 
cravings, that tormented him— and 
you. You have often told me that 
there was something fine in the 
depths of his nature; and you know 
how he showed it yesterday. 

LUCILLA. Oh, if I could only tell 
the children how he diedi 


TRAHERNE. But his tiue Self was 
chained to a machine that was 
hopelessly out of gear. The chain 
is broken: the machine lies out 
there— scrapped. Do you think that 
he was just that machine, and noth- 
ing else? 

LUCILLA. I don’t know. I only feel 
that Antony spiritualised would not 
be Antony. And you, Basil— if An- 
tony leaves his— failings, you must 
leave behind your work. Do you 
want another life in which there is 
no work to be done— no disease to 
be rooted out? (With a mournful 
smile) Don’t tell me you don’t long 
to take your microscope with you 
wherever you may be going. 

TRAHERNE. Perhaps there are mi* 
croscopes awaiting me there. 

LUCILLA. Spirit microscopes for 
spirit microbes? You don’t believe 
that, Basil. 

TRAHERNE. I neither believe nor 
disbelieve. In all we can say of 
another life we are like children 
blind from birth, trying to picture 
the form and colours of the rain- 
bow. 

LUCILLA. But if the forms and col- 
ours we know are of no use to us, 
what comforts are we to find in 
formless, colourless possibilities? If 
we are freed from all human self- 
ishness, shall I love my children 
more than any other woman’s? Can 
I love a child I cannot kiss, that 
cannot look into my eyes and kiss 
me back again? 

TRAHERNE (starting up). Oh, Lu- 
cilla, don’t! 

LUCILLE.. What do you mean? 
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TRAHERNE. Don't remind me of all 
we are losing! I meant to leave it 
all unspoken—the thought of him 
lying out there seemed to tie my 
tongue. But we have only one mo- 
ment on this side of eternity. Lu- 
cilla, shall I go on? (After a per- 
ceptible pause, LuciLLA bows her 
head) Do you think it is with a 
light heart that I turn my back 
upon the life of earth and all it 
might have meant for you and me 
—for you and me, Lucilla! 

LUCILLA. Yes, Basil, for you and 
me. 

TRAHERNE. Rather than live with- 
out you, I am glad to die with you; 
but oh, what a wretched gladness 
compared with that of living with 
you and loving you! I wonder if 
you guess what it has meant to me, 
ever since we met at Dehra Dun, 
to see you as another man’s wife, 
bound to him by ties I couldn’t 
ask you to break. It has been hell, 
heU! (Looking up with a mournful 
smile) My love has not been quite 
selfish, Lucilla, since I can say I 
really do love your children, 
though I know they have stood 
between me and heaven. 

LUCILLA. Yes, Basil, I know. I have 
known from the beginning. 

TRAHERNE. Oh, Lucilla, have we 
not been fools, fools? We have sac- 
rificed to an idol as senseless as 
that— (with a gesture towards the 
image) all the glory and beauty of 
life! What do I care for a bloodless, 
shadowy life— life in the abstract, 
with all the senses extinct? Is there 
not something in the depths of our 
heart that cries out "We don’t want 
it! Better eternal sleep!”? 
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LUCILLA. Oh, Basil— you are going 
back on your own wisdom. 

TRAHERNE. Wisdom! What has wis- 
dom to say to love, thwarted and 
unfulfilled? You were right when 
you said that it is a mockery to 
speak of love without hands to 
clasp, without lips to kiss. We may 
be going to some pale parody of 
life; but in our cowardice we have 
killed love for ever and ever. 

LUCILLA. No, Basil, don’t call it 
cowardice. I, too, regret— perhaps 
as much as you— that things were 
—as they were. But not even your 
love could have made up to me 
for my children. (A trumpet-blast 
is heard— a prolonged deep, wailing 
sound) There is the signal! Good- 
bye, dear love. (She holds out her 
hands to him. They kiss and stand 
embraced, until, at a sound of tom- 
toms and a low muttered chant 
from behind the curtains, left, they 
part, and stand hand in hand, fac- 
ing the doorway. Suddenly, at a 
great shattering note from a gong, 
the curtains of the doorway part, 
and a procession of chanting 
PRIESTS enters, all wearing fantastic 
robes and headdresses, and all, ex- 
cept the CHIEF PRIEST, mosked. 
The RAJA follows them, also wear- 
ing a priestly headdress, and gor- 
geously robed. Behind him come 
three dark-robed and masked fig- 
ures, carrying heavy swords. Mu- 
sicians bring up the rear. The 
PRIESTS group themselves round 
the throne.) 

rXjA (to TRAHERNE and LUCILLA, 

who are standing in front of the 
throne). May I trouble you to 
move a little aside? I am, for the 
moment, not a king, but a priest, 
and must observe a certain dignity. 
Ridiculous, isn’t it? 
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a move over to the right of 
one. He advances in stately 
fashion and seats himself on it.) 

BAJA (to lucilla). Must I do vio- 
lence to my feelings, Madam, by 
including you in the approaching 
ceremony? There is still time, (lu- 
cnxA is silent) We autocrats are 
badly brought up. We are not ac- 
customed to having our desires, or 
even our whims, thwarted. 

TRAHERNE (interrupting). Will you 
never cease tormenting this lady? 

RAJA (totally disregarding him). 
Remember my power. If I may not 
take you back to my palace as my 
Queen, I can send you back as my 
slave. (A pause) Have you nothing 
to say? 

LucnxA. Nothing. 

BAJA. I repeat my oflFer as to your 
children. 

• jjcnjLA. I would die a hundred 
times rather than see them in your 
bands. 

RAJA. Remember, too, that, if 1 so 
will it, you cannot save them by 
dying. 1 can have them kidnaped 
'-or— I can have them killed. 
(lucilla shrieks, tbaherne, with 
a cry of **Dev{ir makes a leap at 
the raja's throat, pinning him 
against the back of the throne. The 
PRIESTS instantly puU tbaherne 
off, oinion him, and drag him over 
to the left. They talk ^riously Vo 
each other, and the chief priest 
prostrates himself before the raja, 
apparently in urgent supplication. 
The RAJA, who is now to the left 
of' ihe throne, lucilla remaining 
^on the right, quits them with some 


difficulty, and then turns to tra* 

HERNE.) 

RAJA. Chivalrous but ill-advised. 
Dr. Traherne. I regret it, and so 
will you. My colleagues here insist 
that, as you have laid impious 
hands on the chief of their sacred 
caste, your death alone will not ap- 
pease the fury of the Gk)ddess. 
They insist on subjecting you to a 
process of expiation— a ritual of 
great antiquity— but 

TRAHERNE. You mean torture? 

RAJA. Well— yes. (lucilla rushes 
forward with a cry) Not you. 
Madam— not you 

lucilla. I must speak to you— 
speak to you alone! Send Dr. Tra- 
herne away. 

TRAHERNE. Lucilla! What are you 

thinking of! Lucilla ! 

(The RAJA motions to the priests, 
who do something to traherne 
which causes him to crumple up, 
and his voice dies away.) 

lucilla. I beg you— I beg you! 
One minute— no morel 
(The RAJA looks at her for a mo- 
ment, then shrugs his shoulders and 
gives an order, traherne is 
aragged through the doorway, 
left. LUCILLA, in her desperation, 
has rushed up the steps of the 
throne. She now sinks, exhausted, 
upon the end of the throne itself.) 

LUCILLA. Let him go, send him 
back to India unharmed, and— it 
shall be as you wish. 

RAJA. Soho! You will do for your 
lover— to save him a little addi- 
tional pain—what you would not dc 
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to have your children restored to 
you! Suppose I agree— would he 
Accept this sacrifice? 

LuciLLA. No, no, he wouldn’t— but 
he must have no choice. That is 
part of the bargain. Send him— 
bound hand and foot, if need be— 
down to Kashmir, and put him 
over the frontier 

RAJA. You don’t care what he thinks 
of you? 

LUCILLA. He will know what to 
think? 

RAJA. And I, too. Madam, know 
what to think. (Kneeling with one 
knee on the throne, he seizes her 
by the shoulders and turns her face 
towards him) Come, look me in 
the eyes and tell me that you hon- 
estly intend to fulfil your bargain! 
(Her head droops) I knew it! You 
are playing with me! But the con- 
fiding barbarian is not so simple as 
you imagine. No woman has ever 
tried to fool me that has not re- 
ented it. You think, when you 
ave to pay up, you will fob me 
off with your dead body. Let me 
tell you, I have no use for you dead 
—I want you with all the blood in 
your veins, with all the pride in 
that cursed sly brain of yours. I 
want to make my plaything of your 
beauty, my mockery of your pride. 
I want to strip off the delicate Eng- 
lish lady, and come down to the 
elemental woman, the handmaid 
and the instrument of man. 
(Changing his tone) Come now. 
I’ll m£S:e you a plain offer. I will 
put Dr. Tiaherne over the frontier, 
and, as they set him free, my 
people shall hand him a letter writ- 
ten by you at my dictation. You 
will tell him that you have deter- 


mined to accept my protection and 
make this your home. Conse- 
quently, you wish to have your 
children conveyed to you here 

LUCILLA. Never— never— never! I 
will make no bargain that involves 
my children. 

RAJA. You see! You will give me no 
hostages for the fulfilment of your 
bond. But a pledge of your good 
faith I must have. For without a 
pledge, Madam, I don’t believe in 
it one little bit. 

LUCILLA. What pledge? 

RAJA. Only one is left— Dr. Tra- 
herne himself. I may— though it 
will strain my power to the utter- 
most— save his life, while keeping 
him in prison. Then, when you 
have fulfilled your bond I will let 
him go free. But the moment you 
attempt to evade your pledge, b) 
death or by escape, I will hand 
him over to the priests to work 
their will with; and I will put no 
restraint upon their savage in- 
stincts. (Pause) Choose, my deai 
lady, choose! 

(The subdued murmur of the 
crowd below, which has been 
faintly audible during the fore- 
going scene, ceases, and in the si- 
lence is heard a faint, but rapidly 
increasing, whirr and throb, lu- 
ciLLA, who has been crouching on 
the steps of the throne, looks up 
slowly, hope dawning in her face. 
For a few seconds she says noth- 
ing, waiting to assure herself that 
she can believe her ears. Then she 
says in a low voice, with a sort of 
sob of relief:) 

LUCILLA. Aeroplanes! (She springs 
up with a shriek) The aeroplanesl 
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Basill Basill The aeroplanes! (She 
rushes out through me doorway, 
left, thrusting aside the incoming 
PRIESTS, who are too amazed to 
oppose her. The raja does not at 
first alter his attitude but looks up 
and listens intently. The curtains 
shutting off the balcony at the back 
are violently torn apart by the 
guard outside, who shout to the 
RAJA and point upward. Sounds of 
consternation and terror proceed 
from the unseen crowd. The raja 
goes to the back and looks out. At 
the same moment lucilla and 
TRAHERNE rush in from the door- 
way, left.) 

LUCILLA. See! See! They are cir- 
cling lower and lower! Is it true, 
BasuP Are we saved? 

TRAHERNE. Yes, Lucflla, we are 
saved. 

LUCILLA. Oh, thank God! I shall see 
my babies again! (She sways, al- 
most fainting, traherne supports 
her.) 

raja. So the Major lied like a gen- 
tleman! Good old Major! I didn't 
think he had it in him. (The 
GUARDS call his attention; he looks 
out from the balcony, and gives an 
order, then turns down again) One 
of the machines has landed. An of- 
ficer is coming this way— he looks a 
mere boy. 

TRAHERNE. The conquerors of the 
air have all been mere boys. 

c. 

raja. I have given orders that he 
shall be brought here unharmed. 
Perhaps I had better receive him 
with some ceremony. (He goes 
back to the throne and seats him- 
self, cross-legged. At his command 


the PRIESTS range themselves about 
him.) 

RAJA. You said just now, Dr. Tra* 
heme, that you were saved. Are 
you so certain of that? 

TRAHERNE. Certain? 

RAJA. How many men does each of 
these humming-birds carry? 

TRAHERNE. Two or three, but 

RAJA. I counted six planes— say at 
the outside, twenty men. Even my 
toy army can cope with that num- 
ber. 

(There is a growing clamour out- 
side, The RAJA gives an order to 
the PRIEST at the door, right. He 
throws it wide open, flight-lieu- 
tenant CARDEW saunters in, es- 
corted by three soldiers.) 

RAJA. Who are you, sir? 

CARDEW. One moment! (Crosses to 
LUCILLA, who holds out both her 
hands. He takes them cordially but 
coolly) Mrs. Crespin! Tm very glad 
were in time. (Turns to tra- 
herne) Dr. Traherne, I presume? 
(Shakes hands with him) And Ma- 
jor Crespin? 

TRAHERNE. Shot while transmitting 
our message. 

CARDEW. I'm so sorry, Mrs. Cres- 
pin. (To traherne) By whom? 
(traherne indicates the raja, 
who has meanwhile watched the 
scene impassively.) 

RAJA. I am sorry to interrupt these 
efiEusions, but 

CARDEW. Who are you, sir? 
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RAJA. I am the Raja of Rukh. And 
you? 

CARDEW. Flight-Lieutenant Car- 
dew. I have the honor to represent 
his Majesty, the King-Emperor. 

RAJA. The King-Emperor? Who is 
that, pray? We live so out of the 
world here, I don’t seem to have 
heard of him. 

CARDEW. You will in a minute. 
Raja, if you don’t instantly hand 
over his subjects. 

RAJA. His subjects? Ah, I see you 
mean the King of England. What 
terms does his Majesty propose? 

CARDEW. We make no terms with 
cut-throats. (Looks at his wrist 
watch) If I do not signal your sub- 
mission within three minutes of our 
landing 

(A bomb is heard to fall at some 
distance. Great consternation 
among the priests, etc.) 

RAJA (unperturbed). Ahl bombs! 

CARDEW. Precisely. 

RAJA. I fancied your Government 
affected some scruples as to the 
slaughter of innocent civilians. 

CARDEW. There has been no slaugh- 
ter— as yet. That bomb fell in the 
ravine, where it could do no harm. 
So will the next one— (Bomb— 
nearer. Increasing hubbub with- 
out) But the third— well, if you’re 
wise you’ll throw up the sponge, 
and there won’t be a third. 

RAJA. Throw up the sponge. Lieu- 
tenant—? I dicm’t quite catch your 
name? 


CARDEW. Cardew. 

RAJA. Ah, yes, Lieutenant Cardew. 
Why on earth should I throw up 
the sponge? Your comrades up 
yonder can no doubt massacre 
quite a number of my subjects— a 
brave exploit!— but when they’ve 
spent their thunderbolts, they’ll 
just have to fly away again— if they 
can. A bomb may drop on this 
temple, you say? In that case, you 
and your friends will escort me- 
in fragments— to my last abode. 
Does that prospect allure you? I 
call your bluff. Lieutenant Cardew. 
(A third bomb— very loud. The 
PRIESTS rush up to the raja, and 
fall before him in panic-stricken 
supplication, with voluble remonr 
strances, pointing to the Idol in the 
background. The raja hesitates for 
a moment, then proce^.) 

RAJA. My priests, however, have a 
superstitious dread of these eggs of 
the Great Roc. They fear injury to 
the Sacred Image. For mysefi, I 
am always averse from bloodshed. 
You may, if you please, signal to 
your squadron commander my ac- 
ceptance of your terms. 

CARDEW. I thought you would 
come to reason. (Shaking out his 
flag in preparation for signaling, he 
hurries across to where the white 
beam of a searchlight is visible out- 
side the doorway, right. He disap- 
pears for a moment.) 

RAJA. This comes of falling behind 
the times. If I had had anti-aircraft 
guhs 

TRAHERNE. Thank your stars you 
hadn’t! 

CARDEW (returning). All clear for 
the moment, Raja. You have no 
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further immediate consequences to 
fear. 

BAJA. What am I to conclude from 
your emphasis on immediate? 

GARDE w (after whispering to Tra- 
herne). I need scarcely remind 
you, sir, that you can only hand 
over the body of one of your pris- 
oners. 

RAJA. Major Crespin murdered a 
faithful servant of mine. His death 
at my hands was a fair act of war. 

CARDEW. His Majesty’s Government 
will scarcely view it in that light. 

RAJA. His Majesty’s Government 
has today, I believe, taken the lives 
of three kinsmen of mine. Your side 
has the best of the transaction by 
four lives to one. 

CARDEW (shrugging his shoulders). 
Will you assign us an escort 
through the crowd? 

RAJA. Certainly. (Gives an order 


to the officer of regulars, who hur^ 
ries out, right) The escort will be 
here in a moment. (To lucilla 
and TRAHERNE) It only remains 
for me to speed the parting guest. 
I hope we may one day renew our 
acquaintance— oh, not here! I 
plainly foresee that I shall have to 
oin the other Kings in Exile. Per- 
laps we may meet at Homburg or 
Monte Carlo, and talk over old 
times. Ah, here is the escort. 

( The escort has formed at the door, 

right, TRAHERNE, LUCILLA and 
CARDEW cross to it, the raja fol- 
lowing them up.) 

Good-bye, dear lady. I lament the 
Major’s end. Perhaps I was hasty; 
but, you know, " ’Tis better to 
have loved and lost,” etc. And oh— 
Mrs. Crespinl (As she is going out, 
LUCILLA looks back at him with 
horror) My love to the childrenl 
(The Priests and others are all clus- 
tered on the balcony, looking at the 
aeroplanes. The rj^A turns back 
from the door, lights a cigarette at 
the brazier, takes a puff, and says:) 
Well, well— she’d probably have 
been a deucR tsf a nuisance. 
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MR. PM PASSES BY 


ACT ONE 


The morning-room at Harden House (Buckinghamshire) decided more 
than a hundred years ago that it was all right, and has not bothered 
about itself since. Visitors to the house have called the result such dif 
ferent adjectives as **mellow** ** old-fashioned** charming**— even **baro^ 
niaV* and '^antique**; but nobody ever said it was ‘‘exciting.** Sometimes 
OLIVIA wants it to be more exciting, and last week she let herself go over 
some new curtains. At present they are folded up and waiting for her; 
she still has the rings to put on. It is obvious that the curtains alone will 
overdo the excitement; they will have to be harmonised with a new car- 
pet and cushions, olivia has her eye on just the things, but one has to go 
carefully with george. What was good enough for his great-great-grand- 
father is good enough for him. However, we can trust olivia to see him 
through it, although it may take time. 

There are two ways of coming into the room; by the open windows 
leading from the terrace or by the door. On this pleasant July morning 
MR. piM chooses the latter way— or rather anne chooses it for fiim; and 
old MR. PIM, wistful, kindly, gentle, little mr. pim, living in some world 
of his own whither we cannot follow, ambles after her. 


ANNE. YW tell Mr. Marden you’^xs 
here, sir, Mr. Pim, isn’t itr* 

PIM (coming back to this world). 
Yes— er— Mr. Carraway Pim. He 
doesn’t know me, you understand, 
but if he could just see me for a 

moment— er (He fumbles in his 

pockets) I gave you that letter? 

ANNE. Yes, sir. I’ll give it to him. 

PIM (bringing out a letter which 
is not the one he was looking for, 
but which reminds him of some- 
thing else he has forgotten). Dear 
me! 

ANNE, Yes, sir? 

PIM. 1 ought to have sent a tele- 
grani^ but I can do it on my way 


back. You have a telegraph ofiBce 
in the village? 

ANNE. Oh, yes, sir. If you turn to 
the left when you get outside the 
gates, it isn’t more than a hundred 
yards down the hill. 

PIM. Thank you, thank you. Very 
stupid of me to have forgotten. 
(anne goes out. MR. PIM wanders 
about the room humming to him- 
self, and looking vaguely at the 
pictures. He has his back to the 
door as dinah comes in. She is 
nineteen, very pretty, very happy, 
and full of boyish high spirits and 
conversation.) 

DINAH. Hullo! . 

PIM (turning round). Ah, goj 
morning, Mrs. Marden. You mifir 
forgive my— er 
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DINAH. Oh, I say, Im not Mrs. Mar- 
den. Tm Dinah. 

PIM {with a bow). Then I will say. 
Good morning, Miss Diana. 

DINAH {reproachfully). Now, look 
here, if you and I are going to be 
friends you mustn't do that. Dinah, 
not Diana. Do remember it, there's 
a good man, because I get so tired 
of correcting people. Have you 
come to stay with us? 

PIM. Well no. Miss— er—Dinah. 

DINAH {nodding). That's right. I 
can see I shan't have to speak to 
you again. Now tell me your name, 
and I bet you I get it right first 
time. And do sit down. 

PIM {sitting down). Thank you. 
My name is— er— Pirn, Carraway 
Pirn 

DINAH. Pirn, that's easy. 

PIM. And I have a letter of intro- 
duction to your father 

DINAH. Oh no; now you're going 
wrong again, Mr. Pirn. George isn't 
my father; he's my uncle. Uncle 
George— he doesn't like me calling 
him George. Olivia doesn't mind— I 
mean she doesn't mind being called 
Olivia, but George is rather touchy. 
You see, he's been my guardian 
since I was about two, and then 
about five years ago he married a 
widow called Mrs. Telworthy— 
that's Olivia— so she became my 
Aunt Olivia, only she lets me drop 
the Aunt. Got that? 

{a little alarmed). 1— I think 
so, Miss Marden. 


DINAH {admiringly). I say, you are 
quick, Mr. Pirn. Well, if you take 
my advice, when you've finished 
your business with George, you 
will hang about a bit and see if 
you can't see Olivia. She's simply 
devastating. I don't wonder George 
fell in love with her. 

PIM. It's only the merest matter of 
business— just a few minutes with 
your uncle— I'm afraid I shall 
hardly 

DINAH. Well, you must please your- 
self, Mr. Pirn. I'm just giving you 
a friendly word of advice. Nat- 
urally, I was awfully glad to get 
such a magnificent aunt, because, 
of course, marriage is rather a toss- 
up, isn't it, and George might have 
gone off with anybody. It's differ- 
ent on the stage, where guardians 
always marry their wards, but 
George couldn't marry me because 
I'm his niece. Mind you, I don't 
say that I should have had him, 
because between ourselves he's a 
little bit old-fashioned. 

PIM. So he married— er— Mrs. Mar- 
den instead. 

DINAH. Mrs. Telworthy— don't say 
you've forgotten already, just when 
you were getting so good at names. 
Mrs. Telworthy. You see, Olivia 
married the Telworthy man and 
went to Australia with him, and he 
drank himself to death in the bush, 
or wherever you drink yourself to 
death out there, and Olivia came 
home to England, and met my 
uncle, and he fell in love with her 
and proposed to her, and he came 
into my room that night— I was 
about fourteen— and turned on the 
light and said, "Dinah, how would 
you like to have a beautiful aunt 
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of your very own?” And I said: 
"Congratulations, George.” That 
was the first time I called him 
George. Of course, Td seen it com- 
ing for weeks, Telworthy, isn't it a 
funny name? 

PIM. Very singular. From Australia, 
you say? 

DINAH. Yes, I always say that he's 
probably still alive, and will turn 
up here one morning and annoy 
George, because that's what first 
husbands always do in books, but 
I'm afraid there's not much chance. 

PIM (shocked). Miss Marden! 

DINAH. Well, of course, I don't 
really want it to happen, but it 
would be rather exciting, wouldn't 
it? However, things like that never 
seem to occur down here, some- 
how. There was a hay-rick burnt 
last year about a mile away, but 
that isn't quite the same thing, is 
it? 

PIM. No, I should say that that was 
certainly different. 

DINAH. Of course, something very, 
very wonderful did happen last 
night, but I'm not sure if I know 

you well enough (She looks at 

him hesitatin^y ,) 

PIM (uncomfortably). Really, Miss 
Marden, I am only a— a passer-by, 
here today ’ and gone tomorrow. 
You really mustn't 

DINAH. And yet there's something 
about you, Mr. Pirn, which inspires 
confidence. The fact is-- (in a stage 
whisper)^! got engaged last 
night! 


SIS 

PIM. Dear me, let me congratulate 
you. 

DINAH. I expect that's why George 
is keeping you such a long time. 
Brian, my young man, the well- 
known painter— only nobody has 
ever heard of him— he's smoking a 
pipe with George in the library 
and asking for his niece's hand. 
Isn't it exciting? You're really 
rather lucky, Mr. Pirn- 1 mean be- 
ing told so soon. Even Olivia does- 
n't know yet. 

PIM (getting up). Yes, yes. I con- 
gratulate you, Miss Marden. Per- 
haps it would be better 

(anne comes in.) 

ANNE. Mr. Marden is out at the 

moment sir Oh, I didn't see 

you. Miss Dinah. 

DINAH. It's all right, Anne. Tm 
looking after Mr. Pirn. 

ANNE. Yes, Miss. (She goes out,) 

DINAH (excitedly). That's me. They 
can't discuss me in the library with- 
out breaking down, so they're 
walking up and down outside, and 
slashing at the thistles in order to 
conceal their emotion. You know. 
I expect Brian 

PIM (looking at his watch). Yes, I 
think. Miss Marden, I had better 
go now and return a little later. I 
have a telegram which I want to 
send, and perhaps by the time I 
caihe back 

DINAH. Oh, but how disappointing 
of you, when we were getting on 
together so nicely. And it was just 
going to be your turn to tell me 
all about yourself. 
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PIM. I have really nothing to tell, 
Miss Marden. I have a letter of 
introduction to Mr. Marden, who 
in turn will give me, I hope, a letter 
to a certain distinguished man 
whom it is necessary for me to 
meet. That is all. (Holding out his 
hand) And now. Miss Marden 

DINAH. Oh, 111 start you on your 
way to the post oflSce. I want to 
know if you're married, and all 
that sort of thing. You Ve got heaps 
to tell me, Mr. Pirn. Have you got 
your hat? That’s right. Then we'll 
—hullo, here's Brian. 

(BRIAN STRANGE comcs in at the 
windows. He is what george calls 
a damned futuristic painter-chap, 
aged twenty-four. To look at, he is 
a very pleasant boy, rather untidily 
dressed.) 

-BRIAN (nodding). How do you do? 

DINAH (seizing him). Brian, this is 
Mr. Pirn. Mr. Carraway Pirn. He's 
been telling me all about himself. 
It's so interesting. He's just going 
to send a telegram, and then he's 
coming back again. Mr. Pirn, this 
is Brian— yoti know. 

BRIAN (smiling and shaking hands ) . 
How do you do? 

DINAH (pleadingly). You won*t 
mind going to 3ie post office by 
yourself, will you, because, you see, 
Brian and l—($he looks lovingly at 

BRIAN). 

FiM (because they are so young). 
Miss Dinah and Mr.— er— Brian, I 
have only come into your lives for 
a moment, and it is probable that 
shall now pass out of them for 
but you will allow an old 


DINAH. Oh, not old! 

piM (chuckling happily). Well, a 
middle-aged man— to wish you both 
every happiness in the years that 
you have before you. Good-bye, 
good-bye. 

(He disappears gently through the 
windows. ) 

DINAH. Brian, he'll get lost if he 
goes that way. 

BRIAN (going to the windows and 
calling after him). Round to the 
left, sir. . . . That's right. (He 
comes back into the room) Rum 
old bird. Who is he? 

DINAH. Darling, you haven't kissed 
me yet. 

BRIAN (taking her in his arms). I 
oughtn't to, but then one never 
ought to do the nice things. 

DINAH. Why oughtn't you? 

(They sit on the sofa together.) 

BRL\N. Well, we said we'd be good 
until we'd told your uncle and aunt 
all about it. You see, being a guest 
in their house 

DINAH. But, darling child, what 
have you been doing all this morn- 
ing except telling George? 

BRIAN. Trying to tell George. 

DINAH (nodding). Yes, of course, 
there's a difference. 

BRIAN. I think he guessed there was 
something up, and he took me 
down to see the pigs— he said he 
had to see the pigs at once— I don't 
know wlw; an appointment per- 
haps. And we talked about pigs all. 
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the way, and I couldn’t say, "Talk- 
ing about pigs, I want to marry 
your niece ” 

DINAH (with mock indignation). 
Of course you couldn’t. 

BRIAN. No. Well, you see how it 
was. And then when we’d finished 
talking about pigs, we started talk- 
ing to the pigs 

DINAH (eagerly). Oh, how is Ar- 
nold? 

BRIAN. The little black-and-white 
one? He’s very jolly, I believe, but 
naturally I wasn’t thinking about 
him much. I was wondering how 
to begin. And then Lumsden came 
up, and wanted to talk pig-food, 
and the atmosphere grew less and 
less romantic, and— and I gradually 
drifted away. 

DINAH. Poor darling. Well, we shall 
have to approach him through 
Olivia. 

BRIAN. But I always wanted to tell 
her first; she’s so much easier. Only 
you wouldn’t let me. 

DINAH. That’s your fault, Bdan. 
You would tell Olivia that she 
ought to have orange-and-black 
curtains. 

BRIAN. But she wants orange-and- 
black curtains. 

DINAH. Yes, but George says he’s 
not going to have any futuristic 
nonsense in an honest English 
country house, which has been 
good enough for his father and his 

K Tather and his great-grand- 
, and—and all me rest of 
them. So there’s a sort of strained 


feeling between Olivia and George 
just now, and if Olivia were to— 
sort of recommend you, well, it 
wouldn’t do you much good. 

BRIAN (looking at her). I see. Of 
course I know what you want, 
Dinah. 

DINAH. What do I want? 

BRIAN. You want a secret engage- 
ment, and notes left under door- 
mats, and meetings by the withered 
thorn, when all the household is 
asleep. 1 know you. 

DINAH. Oh, but it is such fun! I love » 
meeting people by withered thorns, j 

BRIAN. Well, I’m not going to have 
it. 

DINAH (childishly). Oh, George! 
Look at us being husbandy! 

BRIAN. You babe! I adore you. (He 
kisses her and holds her away from 
him and looks at her) You know, 
you’re rather throwing yourself 
away on me. Do you mind? 

DINAH. Not a bit. 

BRIAN. We shall never be rich, but 
we shall have lots of fun, and meet 
interesting people, and feel that 
we’re doing something worth doing, 
and not getting paid nearly enough 
for it, and we can curse the Acad- 
emy together and the British Pub- 
lic, and— oh, it’s an exciting life. 

DirfAH (seeing it). I shall love it. 

BRIAN. I’ll make you love it. You 
shan’t be sorry, Dinah. 

DINAH. You shan’t be sorry either, 
Brian. 
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BRIAN (looking at her lovingly). 
Oh, I know I shan’t. . . . What 
will Olivia think about it? Will she 
be surprised? 

DINAH. She’s never surprised. She 
always seems to have thought of 
things about a week before they 
happen. George just begins to get 
hold of them about a week after 
they’ve happened. (Considering 
him) After all, there’s no reason 
why George shouldnt like you, 
darling. 

BRIAN. I’m not his sort, you know. 

DINAH. You’re more Olivia’s sort. 
Well, we’ll tell Olivia this morning. 

OLIVIA (coming in). And what are 
you going to tell Olivia this morn- 
ing? (She looks at them with a 
smile) Oh, well, I think I can 
guess. 

Shall we describe olivia? But you 
will know all about her before the 
day is over. 

DINAH (jumping up). Olivia, dar- 
ling! 

BRIAN (following). Say you under- 
stand, Mrs. Marden. 

OLIVIA. Mrs. Marden, I am afraid, 
is a very dense person, Brian, but 
I think if you asked Olivia if she 
understood 

BRIAN. Bless you, Olivia. I knew 
you’d be on our side. « 

DINAH. Of course she would. 

OLIVIA. I don’t know if it’s usual to 
kiss an aunt-in-law, Brian, but 
Dinah is such a very special sort 


of niece that— (she inclines her 
cheek and Brian kisses it). 

DINAH. I say, you are in luck today, 
Brian. 

OLIVIA (going over to her chair by 
the work-table and getting to busi- 
ness with the curtains). And how 
many people have been told the 
good news? 

BRIAN. Nobody yet. 

DINAH. Except Mr. Pirn. 

BRIAN. Oh, does he 

OLIVIA. Who’s Mr. Pirn? 

DINAH. Oh, he just happened— I 
say, are those the curtains? Then 
you’re going to have them after all? 

OLIVIA (with an air of surprise). 
After all what? But I decided on 
them long ago. (To Brian) You 
haven’t told George yet? 

BRIAN. I began to, you know, but 
I never got any farther than “Er— 
there’s just— er 

DINAH. George would talk about 
pigs all the time. 

OLIVIA. Well, I suppose you want 
me to help you. 

DINAH. Do, darling. 

BRIAN. It would be awfully decent 
of you. Of course, I’m not quite 
his sort really 

DINAH. You’re my sort. 

BRIAN. But I don’t think he objects 
to me, and 
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(GEORGE comes in, a typical, nar- 
row-minded, honest country gentle- 
man of forty-odd.) 

GEORGE {at the windows). Whats 
all this about a Mr. Pim? {He 
kicks some of the mud off his 
boots) Who is he? Where is he? I 
had most important business with 
Lumsden, and the girl comes down 
and cackles about a Mr. Pim, or 
Ping, or something. Where did I 
put his card? {Bringing it out) Car- 
raway Pim. Never heard of him in 
my life. 

DINAH. He said he had a letter of 
introduction. Uncle George. 

GEORGE. Oh, you saw him, did you? 
Yes, that reminds me, there was 
a letter— (fte brings it out and reads 
it). 

DINAH. He had to send a telegram. 
Hes coming back. 

OLIVIA. Pass me those scissors, 
Brian. 

BRIAN. These? {He picks them up 
and comes close to her.) 

OLIVIA. Thank you. {She indicates 
George’s back, **Now?"* says Brian 
with his eyebrows. She nods.) 

GEORGE {reading). Ah well, a 
friend of Brymer’s. Glad to oblige 
him. Yes, I know the man he wants. 
Coming back, you say, Dinah? 
Then I’ll be going back. Send him 
down to the farm, Olivia, when he 
comes. {To Brian) Hallo, what 
happened to you? 

OLIVIA. Don’t go, George, there’s 
something we want to talk about. 

GEORGE. Hallo, what’s this? 
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BRIAN {to Olivia). Shall I 

OLIVIA. Yes. 

BRIAN {stepping out). I’ve been 
wanting to tell you all this morn- 
ing, sir, only I didn’t seem to have 
an opportunity of getting it out. 

GEORGE. Well, what is it? ^ 

BRIAN. I want to marry Dinah, sir. 

GEORGE. You want to marry Dinah? 
God bless my soul! 

DINAH {rushing to him and putting 
her cheek against his coat). Oh, 
do say you like the idea. Uncle 
George. 

GEORGE. Like the ideal Have you 
heard of this nonsense, Olivia? 

OLIVIA. They’ve just this moment 
told me, George. I think they 
would be happy together. 

GEORGE {to Brian). And what do 
you propose to be happy together 
on? 

BRIAN. Well, of course, it doesn’t 
amount to much at present, but we 
shan’t starve. 

DINAH. Brian got fifty pounds for a 
picture last March! 

GEORGE (a little upset by this). Oh! 
{Recovering gamely) And how 

many pictures have you sold since? 

» 

BRIAN. Well, none, but 

GEORGE. None! And I don’t won- 
der. Who the devil is going to buy 
pictures with triangular clouds and 
square sheep? And they call that 
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Art riowadaysl Good God, man, 
(waving him to the windows) go 
outside and hok at the cloudsi 

OLIVIA. If he draws round clouds 
in future, George, will you let him 
marry Dinah? 

GEORGE. What— what? Yes, of 
" course, you would be on his side- 
all this Futuristic nonsense. I m just 
taking these clouds as an example. 
I suppose I can see as well as any 
man in the county, and I say that 
clouds arent triangular. 

BRIAN. After all, sir, at my age one 
is naturally experimenting, and 
trying to find ones (with a laugh) 
—well, it sounds priggish, but ones 
medium of expression. I shall find 
out what I want to do directly, 
but I think I shall always be able 
to earn enough to live on. Well, 
I have for the last three years. 

GEORGE. I see, and now you want 
to experiment with a wife, and you 
propose to start experimenting with 
my niece? 

BRIAN (with a shrug). Well, of 
course, if you 

OLIVIA. You could help the experi- 
ment, darling, by giving Dinah a 
good allowance until she's twenty- 
one. 

GEORGE. Help the experiment! 1 
don’t want to help the experiment. 

OLIVIA (apologetically). Oh,^ I 
thought you did. 

GEORGE. You will talk as if I was 
made of money. What with taxes 
always going up and rents always 
down, its as much as we 
to rub along as we are. 


without making allowances to 
everybody who thinks she wants 
to get married. (To brian) And 
that’s thanks to you, my friend. 

BRIAN (surprised). To me? 

OLIVIA. You never told me, darling. 
What’s Brian been doing? 

DINAH (indignantly). He hasn’t 
been doing anything. 

GEORGE. He’s one of your Socialists 
who go turning the country upside 
down. 

OLIVIA. But even Socialists must 
get married sometimes. 

GEORGE. I don’t see any necessity. 

OLIVIA. But you’d have nobody to 
damn after dinner, darling, if they 
all died out. 

BRIAN. Really, sir, I don’t see what 
my politics and my art have got 
to do with it. I’m perfectly ready 
not to talk about either when I’m 
in your house, and as Dinah does- 
n’t seem to object to them 

DINAH. I should think she doesn’t. 

GEORGE. Oh, you can get round the 
women, I daresay. 

BRIAN. Well, it’s Dinah I want to 
marry and live with. So what it 
really comes to is that you don’t 
think I can support a wife. 

GEORGE. Well, if you’re going to 
do it by selling pictures, I don’t 
think you can. 

BRIAN. All right, tell me how much 
you want me to earn in a year, 
and I’U earn it. 
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GEORGE (hedging). It isn't merely 
a question of money. I just men- 
tion that as one thing— one of the 
important things. In addition to 
that, I think you are both too 
young to marry. I don’t think you 
know your own minds, and I am 
not at all persuaded that, with what 
I venture to call your outrageous 
tastes, you and my niece will live 
happily together. Just because she 
thinks she loves you, Dinah may 
persuade herself now that she 
agrees with all you say and do, 
but she has been properly brought 
up in an honest English country 
household, and— er— she— well, in 
short, I cannot at all approve of 
any engagement between you. 
(Getting up) Olivia, if this Mr.— 
er— Pirn comes, I shall be down at 
the farm. You might send him 
along to me. (He walks towards 
the windows.) 

BRIAN (indignantly). Is there any 
reason why I shouldn’t marry a 
girl who has been properly brought 
up? 

GEORGE. I think you know my 
views. Strange. 

OLIVIA. George, wait a moment, 
dear. We can’t quite leave it like 
this. 

GEORGE. I have said all I want to 
say on the subject. 

OLIVIA. Yes, darling, but I haven’t 
begun to say all that I want to say 
on the subject. 

GEORGE. Of course, if you have 
anything to say, Olivia, I will listen 
to it; but I don’t know that this is 
quite the time, or that you have 
(mosen— (looking darkly at the cur-- 


toins)— quite the occupation likely 
to— er— endear your views to me. 

DINAH (mutinously). I may as well 
tell you. Uncle George, that I have 
got a good deal to say, too. 

OLIVIA. I can guess what you are 
going to say, Dinah, and I think 
you had better keep it for the 
moment. 

DINAH (meekly). Yes, Aunt Olivia. 

OLIVIA. Brian, you might take her 
outside for a walk. I expect you 
have plenty to talk about. 

GEORGE. Now mind, Strange, no 
love-making. I put you on your 
honour about that. 

BRIAN. I’ll do my best to avoid it, 
sir. 

DINAH (cheekily). May I take his 
arm if we go up a hill? 

OLIVIA. I’m sure you’ll know how 
to behave— both of you. 

BRIAN. Come on, then, Dinah. 

DINAH. Righto. 

GEORGE (as they go). And if you 
do see any clouds. Strange, take 
a good look at them. (He chuckles 
to himself) Triangular clouds— I 
never heard of such nonsense. (He 
goes back to his chair at the writ- 
ing-table) Futuristic rubbish . . . 
Well, Olivia? 

OLIVIA. Well, George? 

GEORGE. What are you doing? 

OLIVIA. Making curtains, George, 
Won’t they be rather sweet? Oh, 
but I forgot— you don’t like them. 
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GEORGE. I don’t like them, and 
what is more, I don’t mean to have 
them in my house. As I told you 
yesterday, this is the house of a 
simple country gentleman, and I 
don\ want any of these new- 
fangled* ideas in it. 

OLIVIA. Is marrying for love a new- 
fangled idea? 

GEORGE. We’ll come to that di- 
rectly. None of you women can 
keep to the point. What I am say- 
ing now is that the house of my 
fathers and forefathers is good 
enough for me. 

OLIVIA. Do you know, George, I 
can hear one of your ancestors say- 
ing that to his wife in their smelly 
old cave, when the new-fangled 
idea of building houses was first 
suggested. “The Cave of my 
Fathers is ” 

GEORGE. That’s ridiculous. Natu- 
rally we must have progress. But 
that’s just the point, (indicating 
the curtains) I don’t call this sort 
of thing progress. It’s— ah— retro- 
gression. 

OLIVIA. Well, anyhow, it’s pretty. 

GEORGE. There I disagree with you. 
And I must say once more that I 
will not have them hanging in my 
house. 

"OLIVIA. Very well, George. {But 
she goes on working.) 

c 

GEORGE. That being so, I don’t see 
the necessity of going on with 
them. 

OLIVIA. Well, I must do something 
with them now I’ve got the ma- 


terial. I thought perhaps I could 
sell them when they’re finished— as 
we’re so poor. 

GEORGE. What do you mean— so 
poor? 

OLIVIA. Well, you said just now 
that you couldn’t give Dinah an 
allowance because rents had gone 
down. 

GEORGE (annoyed). Confound it, 
Olivia! Keep to the point! We’ll 
talk about Dinah’s affairs directly. 
We’re discussing our own affairs at 
the moment. 

OLIVIA. But what is there to dis- 
cuss? 

GEORGE. Those ridiculous things. 

OLIVIA. But we’ve finished that. 
You’ve said you wouldn’t have 
them hanging in your house, and 
I’ve said, “Very well, George.” 
Now we can go on to Dinah and 
Brian. 

GEORGE (shouting). But put those 
beastly things away. 

OLIVIA (rising and gathering up the 
curtains). Very well, George. (She 
puts them away, slowly, gracefully. 
There is an uncomfortable silence. 
Evidently somebody ought to apol- 
ogise. ) 

GEORGE (realising that he is the 
one) . Er— look here, Olivia, old girl, 
you’ve been a jolly good wife to 
me, and we don’t often have rows, 
and if I’ve been rude to you about 
this— lost my temper a bit perhaps, 
what?— I’ll say im sorry. May I 
have a kiss? 
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OLIVIA {holding up her face). 
George, darling! {He kisses her) 
Do you love me? 

GEORGE. You know I do, old girl. 

OLIVIA. As much as Brian loves 
Dinah? 

GEORGE {stiffly). IVe said all I want 
to say about that. {He goes away 
from her.) 

OLIVIA. Oh, but there must be lots 
you want to say— and perhaps don’t 
like to. Do tell me, darling. 

GEORGE. What it comes to is this. I 
consider that Dinah is too young to 
choose a husband for herself, and 
that Strange isn’t the husband I 
should choose for her. 

OLIVIA. You were calling him Brian 
yesterday. 

GEORGE. Yesterday I regarded him 
as a boy, now he wants me to look 
upon him as a man. 

OLIVIA. He’s twenty-four. 

GEORGE. And Dinah’s nineteen. 
Ridiculous! 

OLIVIA. If he’d been a Conserva- 
tive, and thought that clouds were 
round, I suppose he’d have seemed 
older, somehow. 

GEORGE. That’s a different point 
altogether. That has nothing to do 
with his age. 

OLIVIA {innocently). Oh, I thought 
it had. 

GEORGE. What I am objecting to is 
these ridiculously early marriages 


before either party knows its own 
mind, much less the mind of the 
other party. Such marriages inva- 
riably lead to unhappiness. 

OLIVIA. Of course, my first mar- 
riage wasn’t a happy one. 

GEORGE. As you know, Olivia, I dis- 
like speaking about your first man 
riage at all, and I had no intention 
of bringing it up now, but since 
you mention it— well, that is a case 
in point. 

OLIVIA {looking back at it). When 
I was eighteen, I was in love. Or 
perhaps I only thought I was, and 
I don’t know if I should have been 
happy or not if I had married him. 
But my father made me marry a 
man called Jacob Tel worthy; and 
when things were too hot for him 
in England— “too hot for him”— 1 
think that was the expression we 
used in those days— then we went 
to Australia, and I left him there, 
and the only happy moment I had 
in all my married life was on the 
morning when I saw in the papers 
that he was dead. 

GEORGE {very uncomfortable). Yes, 
yes, my dear, I know. You must 
have had a terrible time. I can 
hardly bear to think about it. My 
only hope is that I have made up 
to you for it in some degree. But I 
don’t see what bearing it has upon 
Dinah’s case. 

OLIVIA. Oh, none, except that my 
father liked Jacob’s political opin- 
ions and his views on art. I expect 
that that was why he chose him 
for me. 

GEORGE. You seem to think that I 
wish to choose a husband for 
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Dinah. I don’t at all. Let her 
choose whom she likes as long as 
he can support her and there’s a 
chance of their being happy to- 
gether. Now, with regard to this 
fellow 

OLIVIA. You mean Brian? 

UEORGE. He’s got no money, and 
he’s been brought up in quite a 
difiFerent way from Dinah. Dinah 
may be prepared to believe that— 
er— all cows are blue, and that— er 
—waves are square, but she won’t 
go on believing it for ever. 

OLIVIA. Neither will Brian. 

GEORGE. Well, that’s what I keep 
lelling him, only he won’t see it. 
Just as I keep telling you about 
those ridiculous curtains. It seems 
to me that I am the only person in 
the house with any eyesight left. 


OLIVIA (looking at him thought- 
fully). You are a curious mixture, 
George. You were so very uncon- 
ventional when you married me, 
and you’re so very conventional 
when Brian wants to marry Dinah. 
. . . George Marden to marry the 
widow of a convict! 

GEORGE. Convict! What do you 
mean? 

OLIVIA. Jacob Telworthy, convict— 
I forget his number— surely I told 
you all this, dear, when* we got en- 
gaged? 

GEORGE. Never! 

OLIVIA. I told you how he care- 
lessly put the wrong signature to 
a cheque for a thousand pounds in 
England; how he made a little mis- 
take about two or three companies 
he’d promoted in Australia; and 
how 


OLIVIA. Perhaps you are, darling; george. Yes, yes, but you never 
but you must let us tlnd out our told me he was convictedl 
own mistakes for ourselves. At any 

rate, Brian is a gentleman; he loves Olivia. What difference does it 
Dinah, Dinah loves him; he’s earn- niake? 


ing enough to support himself, and 
you are earning enough to support 
Dinah. I think it’s worth rising, 
George. 

GEORGE (stiffly). I can only say the 
whole question demands much 
more anxious thought than you 


GEORGE. My dear Olivia, if you 
can’t see that— a convict! 

OLIVIA. So, you see, we needn’t be 
too particular about our niece, need 
we? 

GEORGE. I think we had better 


seem to have given it. You say that 
he is a gentleman. He knows how 
to behave, I admit; but if his 
morals are as topsy-turvy as his 
tastes and— er— politics, as I’ve no 

, Soiibt they are, then— er In 

jfiiort; I do not approve of Brian 
AS a husband for my niece 
^ mad, ^ 


leave your first husband out of the 
conversation altogether. I never 
wished to refer to him; I never 
^h to hear about him again. I 
^i^^inly had not realised mat he 
'^giiiAl^tually--er— for his 
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GEORGE. Well, we needn't go into 
that. As for this other matter, I 
don't for a moment take it seri- 
ously. Dinah is an exceptionally 
pretty girl, and young Strange is a 
good-looking boy. If they are at- 
&acted to each other, it is a mere 
outward attraction which I am con- 
vinced will not lead to any lasting 
happiness. That must be regarded 
as my last word in the matter, 
Olivia. If this Mr.— er— what was 
his name, comes, I shall be down 
at the farm. (He goes out by the 
door.) 

(Left alone, olivia brings out her 
curtains again, and gets calmly to 
work upon them.) 

( DINAH and BRIAN come in by the 
windows. ) 

DINAH. Finished? 

OLIVIA. Oh no, Tve got all these 
rings to put on. 

DINAH. I meant talking to George. 

BRIAN. We walked about out- 
side — 

DINAH. Until we heard him not 
talking to you any more 

BRIAN. And we didn’t kiss each 
other once. 

DINAH. Brian was very George-like. 
He wouldn't even let me tickle the 
back of his neck. (She goes up sud- 
denly to OLIVIA and kneels by her 
and kisses her) Darling, being 
George-like is a very nice thing to 
be— I mean a nice thing for other 
people to be— I mean— oh, you 
know what I mean. But say that 
he’s going to be decent about it 

OLIVIA. Of course he is, Dinah. 


BRIAN. You mean he'll let me 
come here as— as 

DINAH. As my young man? 

OLIVIA. Oh, I think so. 

DINAH. Olivia, you're a wonder. 
Have you really talked him roundl 

OLIVIA. I haven't said anything yet. 
But I daresay I shall think of some* 
thing. 

DINAH (disappointedly). Oh! 

BRIAN (making the best of it). 
After all, Dinah, I'm going back to 
London tomorrow 

OLIVIA. You can be good for one 
more day, Dinah, and then when 
Brian isn't here, we'll see what we 
can do. 

DINAH. Yes, but I didn't want him 
to go back tomorrow. 

BRIAN (sternly). Must. Hard work 
before me. Earn thousands a year. 
Paint the Mayor and Corporation 
of Pudsey, life-size, including 
chains of office; paint slice of had- 
dock on plate. Copy Landseer for 
old gentleman in Bayswater. De- 
sign antimacassar for middle-aged 
sofa in Streatham. Earn a living for 
you, Dinah. 

DINAH (giggling). Oh, Brian, 

you're heavenly. What fun we shall 

have when we're married. 

* 

BRIAN (stiffly). Sir Brian Strange, 
R.A., if you please. Miss Marden. 
Sir. Brian Strange, R.A., writes; 
“Your Sanogene has proved a most 
excellent tonic. After completing 
the third acre of my Academy pio 
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ture ‘The Mayor and Corporation 
of Pudsey’ I was completely ex- 
hausted, but one bottle of Sano- 
gene revived me, and I finished the 
remaining seven acres at a single 
sitting.” 

OLIVIA (looking about her). Brian, 
find my scissors for me. 

BRIAN. Scissors. (Looking for 
them) Sir Brian Strange, R.A., 
looks for scissors. (Finding them) 
Abal Once more we must record 
an unqualified success for the emi- 
nent Academician. Your scissors. 

OLIVIA. Thank you so much. 

DINAH. Come on, Brian, let’s go 
out. I feel open-airy. 

OLIVIA. Don’t be late for lunch, 
there’s good people. Lady Marden 
is coming. 

DINAH. Aunt Juli-ah! Help! (She 
faints in Brian’s arms) That means 
a clean pinafore. Brian, you’ll jolly 
well have to brush your hair. 

BRIAN (feeling it). I suppose 
there’s no time now to go up to 
London and get it cut? 

(Enter anne, followed by pim.) 

ANNE. Mr. Pim! 

DINAH (delighted). Hullo, Mr. 
Pim! Here we are again! You can’t 
get rid of us so easily, you see. 

PIM. I— er— dear Miss Marden-^ — 

OLivu. How do you do, Mr. Pim? 
I can’t get up, but do come and 
sit down. My husband will be here 
in a minute. Anne, send somebody 
down to the farm 


ANNE. I think I heard the Master 
in the library, madam. 

OLIVIA. Oh, will you tell him then? 

ANNE. Yes, madam, (anne goes 
out.) 

OLIVIA. You’ll stay to lunch, of 
course, Mr. Pim? 

DINAH. Oh, do! 

PIM. It’s very kind of you, Mrs. 
Marden, but 

DINAH. Oh, you simply must, Mr. 
Pim. You haven’t told us half 
enough about yourself yet. I want 
to hear all about your early life. 

OLIVIA. Dinah! 

PIM. Oh, we are almost, I might 
say, old friends, Mrs. Marden. 

DINAH. Of course we are. He knows 
Brian, too. There’s more in Mr. Pim 
than you think. You will stay to 
lunch, won’t you? 

PIM. It’s very kind of you to ask 
me, Mrs. Marden, but I am lunch- 
ing with the Trevors. 

OLIVIA. Oh, well, you must come 
to lunch another day. 

DINAH. The reason why we like 
Mr. Pim so much is that he was 
the first person to congratulate us. 
We feel that he is going to have 
a great influence on our lives. 

PIM (to Olivia). I, so to speak, 
stumbled on the engagement this 
morning and— er 

OLIVIA. I see. Children, you must 
go and tidy yourselves up. Run 
along. 
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BRIAN. Sir Brian and Lady Strange 
never run; they walk. {Offering his 
arm) Madam! 

DINAH {taking it). Au revoir, Mr. 

Pirn. {Dramatically) We shall 

meet again! 

PIM {chuckling). Good morning. 
Miss Dinah. 

BRIAN. Good morning. {He and 
DINAH go out.) 

OLIVIA. You must forgive them, Mr. 
Pirn. They’re such children. And 
naturally they’re rather excited just 
now. 

PIM. Oh, not at all, Mrs. Marden. 

OLIVIA. Of course you won’t say 
anything about their engagement. 
We only heard about it five min- 
utes ago, and nothing has been 
settled yet. 

PIM. Of course, of course! 

{Enter george.) 

GEORGE. Ah, Mr. Pirn, we meet at 
last. Sorry to have kept you wait- 
ing before. 

PIM. The apology should come from 
me, Mr. Marden for having— er 

GEORGE. Not at all. Very glad to 
meet you now. Any friend of 
Brymer’s. You want a letter to this 
man Fanshawe? 

OLIVIA. Shall I be in your way at 
all? 

PIM. Oh, no, no, please don’t. 

GEORGE. It’s only just a question 
of a letter. (Going to his desk) 
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Fanshawe will put you in the way 
of seeing all that you want to see. 
He’s a very old friend of mine. 
{Taking a sheet of notepaper) 
You’ll stay to lunch, of course? 

PIM. I’m afraid I am lunching with 
the Trevors 

GEORGE. Oh, well, they’ll look after 
you all right. Good chap, Trevor. 

PIM {to Olivia). You sec, Mrs. 
Marden, I have only recently ar- 
rived from Australia after travel- 
ling about the world for some 
years, and I’m rather out of touch 
with my— er— fellow-workers in Lon- 
don. 

OLIVIA. Oh yes. You’ve been in 
Australia, Mr. Pirn? „ 

GEORGE {disliking Australia) . 
shan’t be a moment, Mr. Pirn, (flfiji 
frowns at olivia.) 

PIM. Oh, that’s all right, thank you. 
{To olivia) Oh yes, I have been 
in Australia more than once in the 
last few years. 

OLIVIA. Really? I used to live at 
Sydney many years ago. Do you 
know Sydney at all? 

GEORGE {detesting Sydney). H’r’m! 
Perhaps I’d better mention that you 
are a friend of the Trevors? 

PIM. Thank you, thank, you. {To 
olivia) Indeed yes, I spent several 
months in Sydney. 

I 

OLIVIA. How curious. I wonder if 
we have any friends in common 
there. 

GEORGE {hastily). Extremely un- 
likely, I should think. Sydney is a 
very big place. 
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piM. True, but the world is a very 
small place, Mr. Marden. I had a 
remarkable instance of that, coming 
over on the boat this last time. 

GEORGE. Ahl {Feeling that the con- 
versation is now safe, he resumes 
his letter,) 

PIM. Yes. There was a man I used 
to employ in Sydney some years 
tgo, a bad fellow. I’m afraid, Mrs. 
Marden, who had been in prison 
for some kind of fraudulent com- 
pany-promoting and had taken to 
cbrink and— and so on. 

OLIVIA. Yes, yes, I understand. 

PIM. Drinking himself to death I 
should have said. I gave him at 
the most another year to live. Yet 
to my amazement the first person 
I saw as I stepped on board the 
boat that brought me to England 
last week was this fellow. There 
was no mistaking him. I spoke to 
him, in fact; we recognised each 
other. 

OLIVIA. Really? 

PIM. He was travelling steerage; 
we didn’t meet again on board, and 
as it happened at Marseilles, this 
poor fellow— er— now what was his 
name? A very unusual one. Began 
with a— a T, I think. 

OLIVIA {with suppressed feeling). 
Yes, Mr. Pirn, yes? {She puts out 
a hand to george.) * 

GEORGE (in an undertone). Non- 
sense, dearl 

PW (triumphantly). I’ve got iti 


OLIVIA. Telworthyl 

GEORGE. Good God! 

PIM {a little surprised at the suc- 
cess of his story). An unusual 
name, is it not? Not a name you 
could forget when once you had 
heard it. 

OLIVIA {with feeling). No, it is not 
a name you could forget when once 
you had heard it. 

GEORGE {hastily coming over to 
pim). Quite so, Mr. Piroi, a most 
remarkable name, a most odd story 
altogether. Well, well, here’s your 
letter, and if you’re sure you won’t 
stay to lunch 

PIM. I’m afraid not, thank you. 
You see, I 

GEORGE. The Trevors, yes. I’ll just 

see you on your way {To 

Olivia) Er— my dear 

OLIVIA {holding out her hand, but 
not looking at him ) . Good-bye, Mr. 
Pim. 

PIM. Good-bye, good-bye! 

GEORGE {leading the way through 
the windows). This way, this way. 
Quicker for you. 

PIM. Thank you, thank you. 
(GEORGE hurries mr. pim out. 
OLIVIA sits there and looks into the 
past. Now and then she shudders. 
GEORGE comes back.) 

GEORGE. Good God! Telworthyl Is 
it possible? 

(Before olivia can answer, lady 
MARDEN is announced. They pull 
themselves together and greet her,) 
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ACT TWO 


Lunch is over and coffee has been served on the terrace. Conversation 
drags on, to the satisfaction of lady marden, but of nobody else, george 
and OLIVIA want to be alone; so do brian and dinah. At last Brian mur- 
murs something about a cigarette-case; and, catching dinaii s eye, comes 
into the house. He leans against the sofa and waits for dinah. 


DINAH {loudly as she comes in). 
Have you found it? 

BRIAN. Found what? 

DINAH {in her ordinary voice). 
That was just for their benefit. I 
said rd help you find it. It is your 
cigarette-case were looking for, 
isn't it? 

BRIAN {taking it out). Yes. Have 
one? 

DINAH. No, thank you, darling. 
Aunt Juli-ah still thinks it's unlady- 
like. . . . Have you ever seen her 
beagling? 

BRIAN. No. Is that very ladylike? 

DINAH. Very. ... I say, what has 
happened, do you think? 

BRIAN. Everything. I love you, and 
you love me. 

DINAH. Sillyl I meant between 
George and Olivia. Didn't you no- 
tice them at lunch? 

BRIAN. I noticed that you seemed 
to be doing most of the talking. But 
then I've noticed that before some- 
times. Do you think Olivia and 
your uncle have quarrelled because 
of us? 


DINAH. Of course not. George may 
think he has quarrelled, but I'm 
quite sure Olivia hasn't. No, I be- 
lieve Mr. Pirn's at the bottom of it. 
He's brought some terribly sad 
news about George's investments. 
The old home will have to be sold 
up. 

BRIAN. Good. Then your uncle 
won't mind your marrying me. 

DINAH. Yes, darling, but you must 
be more dramatic about it than 
that. “George," you must say, with 
tears in your eyes, “I cannot pay 
off the whole of the mortgage for 
you. I have only two and nine- 
pence; but at least let me take your 
niece off your hands." Then 
George will thump you on the 
back and say gruffly, “You're a 
good fellov/, Brian, a damn good 
fellow," and he'll blow his nose 
very loudly, and say, “Confound 
this cigar, it won't draw properly." 
{She gives us a rough impression 
of GEORGE doing it.) 

BRIAN. Dinah, you're a heavenly 
idiot. And you've simply got to 
marry me, uncles or no uncles. 

DINAH. It will have to be ‘Smcles," 
I'm afraid, because, you see, I'm 
his ward, and I can get sent to 
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Chancery or Coventry or some- 
where beastly, if I marry without 
his consent. Haven't you got any- 
body who objects to your marry- 
ing me? 

nniAN. Nobody, thank Heaven. 

l#inah. Well, that's rather disap- 
pointing of you. I saw myself fas- 
cinating your aged father at the 
same time that you were fascinat- 
ing George. I should have done it 
much better than you. As a George- 
fascinator you aren't very success- 
ful, sweetheart. 

BRIAN. What am I like as a Dinah- 
fascinator? 

DINAH. Plus six, darling. 

BRIAN. Then I'll stick to that and 
leave George to Olivia. 

DINAH. I expect she’ll manage him 
all right. I have great faith in 
Olivia. But you'll marry me, any- 
how, won't you, Brian? 

BRIAN. I will. 

DINAH. Even if we have to wait till 
I'm twenty-one? 

BRIAN. Even if we have to wait till 
you're fifty-one. 

DINAH {holding out her hands to 
him). Darling! 

BRIAN {uneasily). I say, don^ do 
that. 

DINAH. Why not? 

BRIAN. Well, I promised I wouldn't 
kiss you. 


DINAH. Oh! . . . Well, you might 
just send me a kiss. You can look 
the other way as if you didn't know 
I was here. 

BRIAN. Like this? 

{He looks the other way, kisses the 
tips of his fingers, and flicks it care- 
lessly in her direction . ) 

DINAH. That was a lovely one. Now 
here's one coming for you. 

{He catches it gracefully and con- 
veys it to his mouth.) 

BRIAN {with a low bow). Madam, 
I thank you. 

DINAH {curtseying). Your servant, 
Mr. Strange. 

OLIVIA {from outside). Dinah! 

DINAH {jumping up). Hullo! 

( OLIVIA comes in through the win- 
dows, followed by george and 
LADY MARDEN, the latter a vigorous 
young woman of sixty-odd, who 
always looks as if she were 
beagling. ) 

OLIVIA. Aunt Julia wants to see the 
pigs, dear. I wish you'd take her 
down. I'm rather tired, and your 
uncle has some business to attend 
to. 

LADY MARDEN. I've always said that 
you don't take enough exercise, 
Olivia. Look at me— sixty-five and 
proud of it. 

OLIVIA. Yes, Aunt Julia, you're won- 
derful. 

DINAH. How old would Olivia be 
if she took exercise? 

GEORGE. Don't stand about asking 
silly questions, Dinah* Youor aunt 
hasn’t much time. 
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BRIAN. May I come, too, Lady Mar- 
den? 

LADY MARDEN. Well, a little exer- 
cise wouldn’t do you any harm, 
Mr. Strange. You’re an artist, ain’t 
you? 

BRIAN. Well, I try to paint. 

DINAH. He sold a picture last March 
for 

GEORGE. Yes, yes, never mind that 
now. 

LADY MARDEN. Unhealthy life. 
Well, come along. 

( She strides out, followed by dinar 
and BRIAN. GEORGE sits down at his 
desk with his head in his hand, and 
stabs the blotting-paper with a pen. 
OLIVIA takes the curtains with her 
to the sofa and begins to work on 
them. ) 

GEORGE {looking up and seeing 
them). Really, Olivia, we’ve got 
something more important, more 
vital to us than curtains, to discuss, 
now that we are alone at last. 

OLIVIA. I wasn’t going to discuss 
them, dear. 

GEORGE. I’m always glad to see 
Aunt Julia in my house, but I wish 
she hadn’t chosen this day of all 
days to come to lunch. 

OLIVIA. It wasn’t Aunt Julia’s fault. 
It was really Mr. Pirn who chose 
the wrong day. 

GEORGE (fiercely). Good Heavens, 
is it true? 


32? 

GEORGE. You told me he was dead. 
You always said that he was dead. 
You— you 

OLIVIA. Well, I always thought that 
he was dead. He was as dead as 
anybody could be. All the papers 
said he was dead. 

GEORGE (scornfully). The papers^ 

OLIVIA (as if this would settle it 
for GEORGE). The Times said he 
was dead. There was a paragraph 
about him. Apparently even hi? 
death was fraudulent. 

GEORGE. Yes, yes, I’m not blaming 
you, Olivia, but what are we going 
to do, that’s the question, what are 
we going to do? My God, it’s hor- 
rible! You’ve never been married to 
me at all! You don’t seem to under- 
stand. 

OLIVIA. It is a little difficult to 
realise You see, it doesn’t seem to 
have made any diflPerence to our 
happiness. 

GEORGE. No, that’s what’s so ter- 
rible. I mean— well, of course, we 
were quite innocent in the matter. 
But, at the same time, nothing can 
get over the fact that we— we had 
no right to— to be happy. 

OLIVIA. Would you rather we had 
been miserable? 

GEORGE. You’re Telworthy’s wife, 
that’s what you don’t seem to un- 
derstand. You’re Telworthy’s wife. 
You— er— forgive me, Olivia, but it’s 
the horrible truth— you committed 
bigamy when you married me. (In 
horror) Bigamy! 

OLIVIA. It is an ugly word, isn’t it? 


OLIVIA. About Jacob Telworthy? 
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GEORGE. Yes, but don’t you under- 
stand (He jumps up and comes 

over to her) Look here, Olivia, old 
girl, the whole thing is nonsense, 
eh? It isn’t your husband, it s some 
other Telworthy that this fellow 
met. That’s right, isn’t it? Some 
other shady swindler who turned 
up on the boat, eh? This sort of 
thing doesn’t happen to people like 
115 — committing bigamy and all 
that. Some other fellow. 

OLIVIA (shaking her head). I knew 
all the shady swindlers in Sydney, 
George. . . . They came to din- 
ner. . . . There were no others 
c^led Telworthy. 

{GEORGE goes back despondently to 
his seat.) 

GEORGE. Well, what are we going 
to do? 

OLIVIA. You sent Mr. Pirn away so 

3 uickly. He might have told us 
lings. Telworthy ’s plans. Where 
he is now. You hurried him away 
so quickly. 

GEORGE. I’ve sent a note round to 
ask him to come back. My one 
idea at the moment was to get him 
out of the house— to hush things up. 

OLIVIA. You can’t hush up two hus- 
bands. 

GEORGE (in despair). You can’t. 
Everybody will know. Everybody! 

OLIVIA. The children, Aunt Julia, 
they may as well know nov' as 
later. Mr. Pirn must, of course. 

GEORGE. I do not propose to discuss 
iny private a£Fairs with Mr. Pirn 

OiilviA. But he’s mixed himself up 
them rather, hasn’t he, and k 


you’re going to ask him ques* 
tions 

GEORGE. I only propose to ask him 
one question. I shall ask him if he 
is absolutely certain of the man’s 
name. I can do that quite easily 
without letting him know the rea- 
son for my inquiry. 

OLIVIA. You couldn’t make a mis- 
take about a name like Telworthy. 
But he might tell us something 
about Telworthy’s plans. Perhaps 
he’s going back to Australia at 
once. Perhaps he thinks I’m dead, 
too. Perhaps— oh, there are so many 
things I want to know. 

GEORGE. Yes, yes, dear. It would be 
interesting to— that is, one naturally 
wants to know these things, but of 
course it doesn’t make any real 
difference. 

OLIVIA (surprised). No difference? 

GEORGE. Well, that is to say, you’re 
as much his wife if he’s in Australia 
as you are if he’s in England. 

OLIVIA. I am not his wife at all. 

GEORGE. But, Olivia, surely you 
understand the position 

OLIVIA (shaking her head). Jacob 
Telworthy may be alive, but I am 
not his wife. I ceased to be his 
wife when I became yours. 

GEORGE. You never were my wife. 
That is the terrible part of it. Our 
union— you make me say it, Olivia— 
has been unhallowed by the 
Church. Unhallowed even by the 
Law. Legally, we have been living 
in— living in— well, the point is, how 
does the Law stand? I imagine that 
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Telworthy could get a— a divorce. 

. . . Oh, it seems impossible that 
things like this can be happening 
to us, 

OLIVIA (joyfully). A divorce? 

GEORGE. I— I imagine so. 

OLIVIA. But then we could really 
get married, and we shouldn’t be 
living in— living in— whatever we 
were living in before. 

GEORGE. I can’t understand you, 
Olivia. You talk about it so calmly, 
as if there was nothing blame- 
worthy in being divorced, as if 
there was nothing unusual in my 
marrying a divorced woman, as if 
there was nothing wrong in our 
having lived together for years 
without having been married. 

OLIVIA. What seems wrong to me is 
that I lived for five years with a 
bad man whom I hated. What 
seems right to me is that I lived for 
five years with a good man whom 
I love. 

GEORGE. Yes, yes, my dear, I know. 
But right and wrong don't settle 
themsdves as easily as that. We’ve 
been living together when you were 
Telworthy’s wife. That’s wrong. 

OLIVIA. Do you mean wicked? 

GEORGE. Well, no doubt the Court 
would consider that we acted in 
perfect innocence 

OLIVIA. What Court? 

GEORGE. These things have to be 
done legally, of course. I believe 
^e proper method is a nullity suit. 


declaring our marriage null and— er 
—void. It would, so to speak, wipe 
out these years of— er 

OLIVIA. Wickedness? 

GEORGE. Of irregular union, and— 
er— then 

OLIVIA. Then I could go back to 
Jacob. ... Do you really mean 
that, George? 

GEORGE (uneasily). Well, dear, you 
see— that’s how things are— one 
can’t get away from— er 

OLIVIA. What you feel is that Tel- 
worthy has the greater claim? You 
are prepared to— make way for 
him? 

GEORGE. Both the Church and the 
Law would say that I had no claim 
at all. I’m ahaid. I— I suppose I 
haven’t. 

OLIVIA. I see. (She looks at him 
curiously) Thank you for making 
it so clear, George. 

GEORGE. Of course, whether or not 
you go back to— er— Telworthy is 
another matter altogether. That 
would naturally be for you to de- 
cide. 

OLIVIA (cheerfully). For me and 
Jacko to decide. 

GEORGE. Er— Jacko? 

OLIVIA. I used to call my first hus^ 
)and— I mean my only husband-^ 
acko. I didn’t like the name of 
acob, and Jacko seemed to suit 
urn somehow. ... He had veiy 
ong arms. Dear Jadco. 
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GEORGE (annoyed). You don’t seem 
to realise that this is not a joke, 
Olivia. 

OLIVIA, (a trifle hysterically). It 
may not be a joke, but it is funny, 
isn’t it? 

GEORGE. I must say I don’t see 
anything funny in a tragedy that 
has wrecked two lives. 

OLIVIA. Two? Oh, but Jacko’s life 
isn’t wrecked. It has just been 
miraculously restored to him. And a 
wife, too. There’s nothing tragic 
for Jacko in it. 

GEORGE (stiffly), 1 was referring to 
our two lives— yours and mine. 

OLIVIA. Yours, George? Your life 
isn’t wrecked. The Court will ab- 
solve you of all blame; your friends 
will sympathise with you, and tell 
you that I was a designing woman 
who deliberately took you in; your 
Aunt Julia 

GEORGE (overwrought). Stop it! 
What do you mean? Have you no 
heart? Do you think I want to lose 
you, Olivia? Do you think I want 
my home broken up like this? 
Haven’t you been happy with me 
these last five years? 

OLIVIA. Very happy. 

GEORGE. Well then, how can you 
talk like that? 

OLIVIA (pathetically). But you 
want to send me away. 

GEORGE. There you go again. I 
don’t want to. I have hardly had 
time to realise just what it will 
mean to me when you go. The fact 


is I simply daren’t realise it. I 
daren’t thii^ about it. 

OLIVIA (earnestly). Try thinking 
about it, George. 

GEORGE. And you talk as if I wanted 
to send you away! 

OLIVIA. Try thinking about it, 
George. 

GEORGE. You don’t seem to under- 
stand that I’m not sending you 
away. You simply aren’t mine to 
keep. 

OLIVIA. Whose am I? 

GEORGE. Your husband’s. Telwor- 
thy’s. 

OLIVIA (gently). If I belong to 
anybody but myself, I think I be- 
long to you. 

GEORGE. Not in the eyes of the 
Law. Not in the eyes of the Church. 
Not even in the eyes of— er 

OLIVIA. The County? 

GEORGE (annoyed), I was about to 
say “Heaven.” 

OLIVIA (unimpressed). Oh! 

GEORGE. That this should happen to 
us! 

(He gets up and walks about the 
room, woridering when he will 
wake up from this impossible 
dream, olivia works in silence. 
Then she stands up and shakes out 
her curtains,) 

OLIVIA (looking at them), I do 
hope Jacko will like these. 
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GEORGE. What! You (Going up 

to her) Olivia, Olivia, have you no 
heart? 

OLIVIA. Ought you to talk like that 
to another man s wife? 

GEORGE. Confound it, is this just a 
joke to you? 

OLIVIA. You must forgive me, 
George; I am a little over-excited— 
at the thought of returning to 
Jacob, I suppose. 

GEORGE. Do you tocnt to return to 
him? 

OLIVIA. One wants to do what is 
right. In the eyes of— er— Heaven. 

GEORGE. Seeing what sort of man 
he is, I have no doubt that you 
could get a separation, supposing 
that he didn’t— er— divorce you. I 
don’t know what is best. I must 
consult my solicitor. The whole 
position has been sprung on us, and 
— (miserably) I don’t know, I don’t 
know. I can’t take it all in. 

OLIVIA. Wouldn’t you like to con- 
sult your Aunt Julia too? She could 
tell you what the County— I mean 
what Heaven really thought about 
it. 

GEORGE. Yes, yes. Aunt Julia has 
plenty of common sense. You’re 
quite right, Olivia. This isn’t a 
thing we can keep from the family. 

OLIVIA. Do I still call her Aunt 
Julia? 

GEORGE (looking up from his pac~ 
ings). What? What? (anne comes 
in) Well, what is it? 
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ANNE. Mr. Pirn says he will come 
down at once, sir. 

GEORGE. Oh, thank you, thank you. 
(anne goes out) 

OLIVIA. George, Mr. Pirn has got 
to know. 

GEORGE. I don’t see the necessity. 

OLIVIA. Not even for me? When a 
woman suddenly hears that her 
long-lost husband is restored to her, 
don’t you think she wants to ask 
questions? Where is he living, and 
how is he looking, and 

GEORGE (coldly). Of course, if you 
are interested in these things 

OLIVIA. How can I help being? 
Don’t be so silly, George. We must 
know what Jacko 

GEORGE (annoyed), I wish you 
wouldn’t call him by that ridiculous 
name. 

OLIVIA. My husband 

GEORGE (wincing). Yes, well— your 
husband? 

OLIVIA. Well, we must know his 
plans— where we can communicate 
with him, and so on. 

GEORGE. I have no wish to con^ 
municate with him. 

OLIVIA. I’m afraid you’ll have to, 
deaf. 

GEORGE. I don’t see the necessity. 

OLIVIA. Well, you’ll want to— to 
apologise to him for living with his 
wife for so long. And as I belong to 
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him, he ought to be told where 
he can— call for me. 

GEORGE {after a struggle). You put 
it in a very peculiar way, but I see 
your point. {With a shudder) Oh, 
ihe horrible publicity of it alll 

OLIVIA {going up to him and com- 
forting him). Poor George. Dear, 
don’t think I don’t sympaQiise with 
you. I understand so exactly what 
you are feeling. The publicityl It’s 
terrible. 

GEORGE {miserably). I want to do 
what’s right, Olivia. You believe 
that? 

OLIVIA. Of course I do. It’s only 
that we don’t quite agree as to 
what is right and what is wrong. 

GEORGE. It isn’t a question of agree- 
ing. Right is right, and wrong is 
wrong, all the world over. 

OLIVIA {with a sad little smile). 
But more particularly in Bucking- 
hamshire, I think. 

GEORGE. If I only considered my- 
self, I should say: ‘‘Let us pack this 
man Telworthy back to Australia. 
He would make no claim. He 
would accept money to go away 
and say nothing about it.” If I con- 
sulted simply my own happiness, 
Olivia, that is what I should say. 
But when I consult— er 

OLIVIA {surprised). Mine? 

i’ 

GEORGE. My conscience 

OLIVIA. Ohl 

<moRGE. Then I can’t do it. Its 
vi^fong. {He is at the window as 


OLIVIA {making her first and last 
appeal). George, aren’t I worth a 
little 

GEORGE {turning round). H’shI 
Dinah! {Loudly for dinar’s bene- 
fit) Well, then I’ll write to him 

and Ah, Dinah, where’s Aunt 

Julia? 

DINAH {coming in). We’ve seen the 
pigs, and now she’s discussing the 
Art of Landseer with Brian. I just 
came to ask 

OLIVIA. Dinah, dear, bring Aunt 
Julia here. And Brian too. We have 
things we want to talk about with 
you all. 

GEORGE {outraged). Olivia! 

DINAH. Righto. What fun! {Exit 
DINAH.) 

GEORGE. Olivia, you don’t seriously 
suggest that we should discuss 
these things with a child like 
Dinah and a young man like 
Strange, a mere acquaintance. 

OLIVIA. Dinah will have to know. 
I’m very fond of her, George. You 
can’t send me away without telling 
Dinah. And Brian is my friend. 
You have your solicitor and your 
aunt and your conscience to con- 
sult— mayn’t I even have Brian? 

GEORGE {forgetting) . I should have 
thought that your husband 

OLIVIA. Yes, but we don’t know 
where Jacko is. 

GEORGE. I was not referring to— er 
—Telworthy. 

OLIVIA. WeU then? 
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GEORGE. Well, naturally I— you 

mustn’t Oh, this is horrible! 

(He comes back to his desk as 
the others come in,) 

OLIVIA (getting up), George and I 
have had some rather bad news. 
Aunt Julia. We wanted your advice. 
Where will you sit? 

LADY MARDEN. Thank you, Olivia. 
I can sit down by myself. (She 
does so, near george. dinar sits 
on the sofa with olivia, and brian 
half leans against the back of it. 
There is a hush of expectation, 
. . .) What is it? Money, I sup- 
pose. Nobody’s safe nowadays. 

GEORGE (signalling for help). 
Olivia 

OLIVIA. We Ve just heard that my 
first husband is still alive. 

DINAH. Telworthy! 

BRIAN. Good Lord! 

LADY MARDEN. GeOrgc! 

DINAH (excitedly). And only this 
morning I was saying that nothing 
ever happened in this house! (Re- 
morseftuty to olivia) Darling, I 
don’t mean that. Darling one! 

LADY MARDEN. What does this 
mean, George? I leave you for ten 
minutes— barely ten minutes— to go 
and look at the pigs, and when I 
come back you tell me that Olivia 
is a bigamist. 

BRIAN (indignantly), I say 

OLIVIA (restraining him). H’sh! 

BRIAN (to OLivu). If this is a row, 
I’m on your side. 


LADY MARDEN. Well, GeorgcP 

GEORGE. I’m afraid it's true. Aunt 
Julia. We heard the news just be- 
fore lunch— just before you came. 
We’ve only this moment had an op- 
portunity of talking about it, of 
wondering what to do. 

LADY MARDEN. What was his nam^ 
—Tel— something 

OLIVIA. Jacob Telworthy. 

LADY MARDEN. So he’s alive still? 

GEORGE. Apparently. There seems 
to be no doubt about it. 

LADY MARDEN (tO OLIVIA ). Didn’t 
you see him die? I should always 
want to see my husband die before 
I married again. Not that I approve 
of second marriages, anyhow. I told 
you so at the time, George. 

OLIVIA. And me. Aunt Julia. 

LADY MARDEN. Did I? Well, I gen- 
erally say what I think. 

GEORGE. I ought to tell you, AunC 
Julia, that no blame attaches to 
Olivia over this. Of that I am per- 
fectly satisfied. It’s nobody’s fault 
except 

LADY MARDEN. Exc^pt Telworthy’s 
He seems to have been rather care* 
less. Well, what are you going tG 
do about it? 

GEO][iGE. That’s just it. It’s a terrible 
situation. There’s bound to be so 
much publicity. Not only all this, 
but— but Telworthy’s past and— and 
everything. 

LADY MARDEN. I should have said 
that it was Telwo^thy’s present 



A. A. MILNE 


836 

which was the trouble. Had he a 
past as well? 

OLIVIA. He was a fraudulent com- 
pany promoter. He went to prison 
a good deal. 

LADY MABDEN. George, you never 
told me thisi 

GEORGE. I— er 

OLIVIA. I don’t see why he should 
want to talk about it. 

DINAH (indignantly) , What’s it got 
to do with Olivia, anyhow? It not 
her fault. 

Lady marden (sarcastically). Oh 
no, I daresay it’s mine. 

OLIVIA (to george) . You wanted to 
ask Aunt Julia what was the right 
thing to do. 

BRIAN (bursting out). Good Heav- 
ens, what is there to do except 
the one and only thing? (They 
all look at him and he becomes 
embarrassed) I’m sorry. You don’t 
want me to 

OLIVIA. I do, Brian. 

LADY marden. Well, go on, Mr. 
Strange. What would you do in 
George’s position? 

BRIAN. Do? Say to the woman I 
loved, ‘Tfou’re mine, and let this 
other damned fellow come ^ and 
take you from me if he cani” And 
he couldn’t— how could he?— not if 
the woman chose me. 

(lady marden gazes at brian in 
amazement, george in anger. 
OLIVIA presses his hand gratefully. 
He has said what she has been 


waiting—oh, so eagerly^for george 
to say.) 

DINAH (adoringly). Oh, BrianI (In 
a whisper) It is me, isn’t it, and 
not Olivia? 

BRIAN. You baby, of coursel 

LADY MARDEN. I’m afraid, Mr. 
Strange, your morals are as peculiar 
as your views on Art. If you had 
led a more healthy life 

BRIAN. This is not a question ot 
morals or of art, it’s a question of 
love. 

DINAH. Hear, hearl 

LADY MARDEN (tO GEORGE ). Isn’t it 

that girl’s bedtime yet? 

OLIVIA (to dinah). We’ll let her 
sit up a little longer if she’s good. 

DINAH. I will be good, Olivia, only 
I thought anybody, however im- 
portant a debate was, was allowed 
to say "Hear, hear!” 

GEORGE (coldly). 1 really think we 
could discuss this better if Mr. 
Strange took Dinah out for a walk. 
Strange, if you— er 

OLIVIA. Tell them what you have 
settled first, George. 

LADY MARDEN. Settled? What is 
there to be settled? It settles itself. 

GEORGE (sadly) . That’s just it. 

LADY MARDEN. The marriage must 
be annulled— is that the word, 
George? 

GEORGE. I presume so. 
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[jAdy marden. One's solicitor will 
know all about that of course. 

BRIAN. And when the marriage has 
been annulled, what then? 

LADY MARDEN. Presumably Olivia 
will return to her husband. 

BRIAN (bitterly). And that's mo- 
ralityl As expounded by Bishop 
Landseer! 

GEORGE (angered). I don’t know 
what you mean by Bishop Land- 
seer. Morality is acting in accord- 
ance with the Laws of the Land 
and the Laws of the Church. I am 
quite prepared to believe that your 
creed embraces neither marriage 
nor monogamy, but my creed is 
different. 

BRIAN (fiercely). My creed includes 
both marriage and monogamy, and 
monogamy means sticking to the 
woman you love, as long as she 
wants you. 

LADY MARDEN (colmly) . You Sug- 
gest that George and Olivia should 
go on living together, although 
they have never been legally mar- 
ried, and wait for this Telworthy 
man to divorce her, and then— 
bless the man, what do you think 
the County would say? 

BRIAN (scornfully). Does it matter? 

DINAH. Well, if you really want to 
know, the men would say, "Gad, 
she’s a fine woman; I don’t wonder 
he sticks to her,” and the women 
would say, "I can’t think what he 
sees in her to stick to her like 
that,” and they’d both say, "After 
all, he may be a damn fool, but 
you can’t deny he’s a sportsman.” 
That’s, what the County would say. 
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GEORGE (indignantly). Was it foi 
this sort of thing, Olivia, that you 
insisted on having Dinah and Mr. 
Strange in here? To insult me in my 
own house? 

LADY MARDEN. I Can’t think what 
young people are coming to nowa- 
days. 

OLIVIA. I think, dear, you and Brian 
had better go. 

DINAH (getting up). We will go. 
But I’m just going to say one thing. 
Uncle George. Brian and I are go- 
ing to marry each other, and when 
we are married we’ll stick to each 
other, however many of our dead 
husbands and wives turn up! (She 
goes out indignantlyy followed by 

BRIAN. ) 

GEORGE. Upon my word, this is a 
pleasant discussion. 

OLIVIA. I think the discussion is 
over, George. It is only a question 
of where I shall go, while you are 
bringing your— what sort of suit did 
you call it? 

LADY MARDEN (tO GEORGE ). Nullity 

suit. I suppose that is the best 
thing? 

GEORGE. It’s horrible. The awful 
publicity. That it should be hap- 
pening to us, that’s what I can’t 
get over. 

LADY MARDEN. I don’t remember 
anyfhing of the sort in the Marden 
Family before, ever. 

GEORGE (absently). Lady Fanny. 

LADY MARDEN (recollecting) . Yes, 
of course; but that was two hun- 
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difFerent then. Besides, it wasn't 
quite the same, anyhow. 

GEORGE (absently). No, it wasn't 
quite the same. 

LADY MARDEN. No. We shall all 
feel it. Terribly. 

GEORGE (his' apology). If there 
were any other way! Olivia, what 
can I do? It is the only way, isn't 
it? All that that fellow said— of 
course, it sounds very well— but as 
things are. ,,, Is there anything 
in marriage, or isn’t there? You 
believe that there is, don't you? 
You aren't one of these Socialists. 
Well, then, can we go on living 
togeAer when you're another man’s 
wne? It isn't only what people will 
say, but it is wrong, isn’t it? . . . 
And supposing he doesn't divorce 
you, are we to go on living to- 
gether, unmarried, for ever? Olivia, 
you seem to think that I'm just 
thinking of the publicity— what peo- 
ple wiU say. I'm not. I'm not. That 
comes in any way. But I want to 
do what's right, what's best. I don't 
mean what's best for us, what 
makes us happiest, I mean what's 
really best, wnat's rightest. What 
anybody else would do in my place. 
I don't know. It's so unfair. You're 
not my wife at all, but I want to 
do what's right. . . . Oh, Olivia, 
Olivia, you do understand, don't 
you? 

(They have both forgotten lady 
MARDEN. OLIVIA hos never taken 
her eyes off him as he makes his 
last attempt to convince himself,) 

OLIVIA (almost tenderly). So very 
very well, George. Oh, I under- 
just what you are feeling. 
Ana on, I do so wish that you 


could— a little but 

then it wouldn't be George, not the 
George I married— (loitA a rueful 
little laugh)— or didn't quite marry. 

LADY MARDEN. I must say, I think 
you are both talking a little wildly. 

OLIVIA (repeating it, oh, so tender- 
ly), Or didn't— quite— marry. (She 
looks at him with all her heart 
in her eyes. She is giving him his 
last chance to say ‘'Damn Tel- 
worthy; you re miner He struggles 
desperately with himself. . . . Will 
he?— will he? . . . But we shall 
never know, for at that moment 
ANNE comes in.) 

ANNE. Mr. Pirn is here, sir. 

GEORGE (emerging from the strug- 
gle with an effort). Pirn? Pirn? Oh, 
ah, yes, of course. Mr. Pirn. (Look- 
ing up) Where have you put him? 

OLIVIA. I want to see Mr. Pirn, too, 
George. 

LADY MARDEN. Who on earth is Mr. 
Pirn? 

OLIVIA. Show him in here, Anne. 

ANNE. Yes, madam. (She goes out.) 

OLIVIA. It was Mr. Pirn who told 
us about my husband. He came 
across with him in the boat, and 
recognised him as the Telworthy 
he knew in Australia. 

LADY MARDEN. Oh! Shall I be 
in the way? 

GEORGE. No, no. It doesn't matter, 
does it, Olivia? 

OLIVIA. Please stay. 

(anne enters followed by mr. 
RIM.) 
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ANNE. Mr. Pirn. 

GEORGE (pulling himself together). 
Ah, Mr. PimI Very good of you 

to have come. The fact is— er 

(It is too much for him; he looks 
despairingly at olivia.) 

OLIVIA. We re so sorry to trouble 
you, Mr. Pirn. By the way, do you 
know Lady Marden? (mr. pim and 
LADY MARDEN bow to coch Other) 
Do come and sit down, wont you? 
(She makes room for him on the 
sofa next to her) The fact is, Mr. 
Pim, you gave us rather a surprise 
this morning, and before we had 
time to realise what it all meant, 
you had gone. 

MR. PIM. A surprise, Mrs. Marden? 
Dear me, not an unpleasant one, I 
hope? 

OLIVIA. Well, rather a— surprising 
one. 

GEORGE. Olivia, allow me a mo- 
ment. Mr. Pim, you mentioned a 
man called Telworthy this morn- 
ing. My wife used to— that is to 
say, I used to— that is, there are 
reasons 

OLIVIA. I think we had better be 
perfectly frank, George. 

LADY MARDEN. I am sixty-five years 
of age, Mr. Pim, and I can say that 
IVe never had a moment’s uneasi- 
ness by telling the truth. 

MR. PIM (after a desperate effort 
to keep up with the conversation), 
OhI . . . I— er— Im afraid I am 
ratlier at sea. Have I— er— left any- 
thing unsaid in presenting my cre- 
dentials to you this morning? This 
Telworthy whom you mention— I 
seem to remember the name— 
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OLIVIA. Mr. Pim, you told us this 
morning of a man whom you had 
met on the boat, a man who had 
come down in the world, Whom 
you had known in Sydney. A man 
called Telworthy. 

MR. PIM (relieved). Ah yes, yes, of 
course. I did say Telworthy, didn't 
I? Most curious coincidence. Lady 
Marden. Poor man, poor man! Let 
me see, it must have been ten years 
ago 

GEORGE. Just a moment, Mr. Pim. 
You're quite sure that his name was 
Telworthy? 

MR. PIM. Telworthy— Telworthy— 
didn't I say Telworthy? Yes, that 
was it— Telworthy. Poor fellow! 

OLIVIA. I'm going to be ► perfectly 
frank with you, Mr. Pim. I feel 
quite sure that I can trust you. This 
man Telworthy whom you met is 
my husband. 

MR. PIM. Your husband? (He looks 
in mild surprise at george) Ent- 
er — 

OLIVIA. My first husband. His death 
was announced six years ago. I had 
left him some years before that, 
but there seems no doubt from your 
story that he's still alive. His record 
—the country he comes from— above 
all, the very unusual name— Tel- 
worthy. 

MR. PIM. Telworthy— yes— certainly 
a nibst peculiar name. I remember 
saying so. Your first husband? Dear 
me! Dear me! 

GEORGE. You understand, Mr. Pim, 
that all this is in absolute confix 
dence. 
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MR. PiM. Of course, of course. 

OLIVIA. Well, since he is my hus- 
band, we naturally want to know 
something about him. Where is he 
now, for instance? 

MR. PIM (surprised). Where is he 
now? But surely I told you? I told 
you what happened at Marseilles? 

GEORGE. At Marseilles? 

MR. PIM. Yes, yes, poor fellow, it 
was most unfortunate. (Quite 
happy again) You must understand. 
Lady Marden, that although I had 
met the poor fellow before in Aus- 
tralia, I was never in any way in- 
timate — 

GEORGE (thumping the desk). 
Where is* he now, that’s what we 
want to know? 

(mr. PIM turns to him with a 
start.) 

OLIVIA. Please, Mr. PimI 

MR. PIM. Where is he now? But— 
didn’t I tell you of the curious 
fatality at Marseilles— poor fellow— 
the fish-bone? 

ALL. Fish-bone? 

MR. PIM. Yes, yes, a herring, I un- 
derstand. 

OLIVIA (understanding first). Do 
you mean he’s dead? 

MR. PIM. Dead— of course— didh’t— 
I ^? 

OLIVIA (laughing hysterically). Oh, 
Mr. Pim, you— oh, what a husband 

to have— oh, I (But that is aU 

she can say for the moment.) 


LADY MARDEN. Pull yourself to- 
gether, Olivia. This is so unhealthy 
for you. (To pim) So he really is 
dead this time? 

MR. pim. Oh, undoubtedly, un- 
doubtedly. A fish-bone lodged in 
his throat. 

GEORGE (trying to realise it). Deadl 

OLIVIA (struggling with her laugh- 
ter), I think you must excuse me, 
Mr. Pim— I can never thank you 
enough— a herring— there’s some- 
thing about a herring— morality de- 
pends on such little things— George, 

you (Shaking her head at him 

in a weak state of laughter, she 
hurries out of the room.) 

MR. PIM. Dear me! Dear me! 

GEORGE. Now, let us have this 
quite clear, Mr. Pim. You say that 
the man, Telworthy, Jacob Tel- 
worthy, is dead? 

MR. PIM. Telworthy, yes— didn’t I 
say Telworthy? This man I was tell- 
ing you about 

GEORGE. He’s dead? 

MR. PIM. Yes, yes, he died at Mar- 
seilles. 

LADY MARDEN. A dispensation of 
Providence, George. One can look 
at it in no other light. 

GEORGE. Dead! (Suddenly an- 
noyed) Really, Mr. Pim, I think 
you might have told us before, 

MR. PIM. But I— I was telling you— 

GEORGE. If you had only told us 
the whole story at once, instead of 
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in two— two instalments like this, 
you would have saved us all a good 
deal of anxiety. 

MR. PIM. Really, I 

LADY MABDEN. I am sure Mr. Pirn 
meant well, George, but it seems 
a pity he couldn’t have said so be- 
fore. If the man was dead, why try 
to hush it up? 

MR. PIM (lost again). Really, Lady 
Marden, I 

GEORGE (getting up). Well, well, at 
any rate, I am much obliged to 
you, Mr. Pirn, for having come 
down to us this afternoon. Dead! 
De mortuis, and so forth, but the 
situation would have been impos- 
sible had he lived. Good-bye! 
(Holding out his hand) Good-bye! 

LADY MARDEN. Good-bye, Mr. Pirn. 

MR. PIM, Good-bye, good-bye! 
(GEORGE takes him to the door) 
Of course, if I had— (to himself) 
Telworthy— I think that was tlxe 
name. (He goes out, still wonder- 

<ng-) 

GEORGE (with a sigh of thankful- 
ness) . Well! This is wonderful 
news. Aunt Julia. 

LADY MARDEN. Most providential! 
. . . You understand, of course, 
that you are not married to Olivia? 

GEORGE (who didrCt). Not mar- 
ried? 

LADY MARDEN. If her first husband 
only died at Marseilles a few days 
ago 

GEORGE. Good Heavens! 
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LADY MARDEN. Not that it matters. 
You can get married quiedy again. 
Nobody need know. 

GEORGE (considering it). Yes . . • 
yes. Then all these years we have 
been— er Yes. 

LADY MARDEN. WhoS going tO 
know? 

GEORGE. Yes, yes, that’s true. . . . 
And in perfect innocence, too. 

LADY MARDEN. I should SUggest 8 
Registry Office in London. 

GEORGE. A Registry Office, yes. 

LADY MARDEN. Better go up to 
town this afternoon. Can’t ao it 
too quickly. 

GEORGE. Yes, yes. We can stay at 
an hotel 

LADY MARDEN (surprised). George! 
GEORGE. What? 

LADY MARDEN. You will Stay at your 
club. 

GEORGE. Oh— ah— yes, of course. 
Aunt Julia. 

LADY MARDEN. Better take your 
solicitor with you to be on the safe 
side. ... To the Registry Office, 
I mean. 

GEORGE. Yes, 

LADY MARDEN (getting Up). Well, 
I must be getting along, George. 
Say’ good-bye to Olivia for me. And 
those children. Of course, you won’t 
allow this absurd love-business be- 
tween them to come to anything? 

GEORGE. Most certainly not. Good- 
bye, Aunt Julia! 
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LADY MABDEN (indicating the win- 
dows). ni go this way. (As she 
goes) And get Olivia out more, 
George. I don't like these hysterics. 
You want to be firm with her. 

GEORGE (firmly). Yes, yesi Good- 
bye! 

(He waves to her and then goes 
back to his seat . ) 


(OLIVIA comes in, and stands in 
the middle of the room looking at 
him. He comes to her eagerly.) 

GEORGE (holding out his hands). 
Olivia! Olivia! 

(But it is not so easy as that.) 

OLIVIA (drawing herself up 
proudly). Mrs. Telworthy! 


ACT THREE 


OLIVIA is Standing where we left her at the end of the last act. 


GEORGE (taken aback). Olivia, I— I 
don’t understand. 

OLIVIA (leaving melodrama with a 
little laugh and coming down to 
him). Poor George! Did I frighten 
you rather? 

GEORGE. You’re so strange to-day. 
I don’t understand you. You’re not 
like the Olivia I know. 

(They sit down on the sofa to- 
gether.) 

OLIVIA. Perhaps you don’t know me 
very well after all. 

GEORGE (affectionately). Oh, that’s 
nonsense, old girl. You’re Just my 
Olivia. 

OI.IVIA. And ^et it seemed as 
diough I wasn t going to be /dut 
O livia half an hour ago. 

GEORdE (with a shudder). Don’t 
talk about it. It doesn’t bear think- 
about Well, thank Heaven 
.dlfafa over* Now we can get mar- 


ried again quietly and nobody will 
be any the wiser. 

OLIVIA. Married again? 

GEORGE. Yes, dear. As you— er— (fee 
laughs uneasily) said just now, you 
are Mrs. Telworthy. Just for the 
moment. But we can soon put that 
right. My idea was to go up 
this evening and— er— make arrange- 
ments, and if you come up to- 
morrow morning, if we can manage 
it by then, we could get quiedy 
married at a Registry Office, and— 
er— nobody any the wiser. 

OLIVIA. Yes, I see. You want me to 
marry you at a Registry Office to- 
morrow? 

GEORGE. If we can arrange it by 
then. I don’t know how long these 
things take, but I should imagine 
there would be no difficulty. 

OLIVIA. Oh no, that part ought to 
be quite easy. But — (She hesir 
totes.) 
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GEORGE. But what? 

OLIVIA. Well, if you want to marry 
me tomorrow, George, oughtn’t 
you to propose to me first? 

GEORGE (amazed). Propose? 

OLIVIA. Yes. It is usual, isn’t it, to 
propose to a person before you 
marry her, and— and we want to 
do the usual thing, don’t we? 

GEORGE (upset). But you— but 

we . . . 

OLIVIA. You see, dear, you’re 
George Marden, and I’m Olivia 
Telworthy, and you— you’re at- 
tracted by me, and think I would 
make you a good wife, and you 
want to marry me. Well, naturally 
you propose to me first, and— tell 
me how much you are attracted by 
me, and what a good wife you 
think I shall make, and how badly 
you want to marry me. 

GEORGE (falling into the humour 
of it, as he thinks). The baby! Did 
she want to be proposed to all 
over again? 

OLIVIA. Well, she did rather. 

GEORGE (rather fancying himself as 
an actor). She shall then. (He 
adopts what he considers to be an 
appropriate attitude) Mrs. Tel- 
worthy, I have long admired you 
in silence, and the time has now 
come to put my admiration into 

words. Er (But apparently he 

finds a difficulty,) 

OLIVIA (hopefully). Into words. 


OLIVIA (with the idea of helping). 
Oh, Mr. Marden! 

GEORGE. Er— may I call you Olivia? 

OLIVIA. Yes, George. 

GEORGE (taking her hand), Olivia— 
I (He hesitates,) 

OLIVIA. I don’t want to interrupt, 
but oughtn’t you to be on your 
knees? It is— usual, I believe. If one 
of the servants came in, you could 
say you were looking for my scis- 
sors. 

GEORGE. Really, Olivia, you must 
allow me to manage my own pro- 
posal in my own way. 

OLIVIA (meekly). I’m sorry. Do go 
on. 

GEORGE. Well, er— confound it, 
I love you. Will you marry me? 

OLIVIA. Thank you, George, I will 
think it over. 

GEORGE (laughing). Silly girl! Well 
then, tomorrow morning. No wed- 
ding-cake, I’m afraid, Olivia. (He 
laughs again) But we’ll go and 
have a good lunch somewhere. 

OLIVIA. I will think it over, George. 

GEORGE (good-humouredly). Well, 
give us a kiss while you’re thinking. 

OLIVIA. I’m afraid you mustn’t kiss 
me imtil we are actually engaged. 

GEORGE (laughing uneasUy), Oh, 
we needn’t take it as seriously as all 
that. 


GEORGE. E] 


OLIVIA. But a woman must take a 
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GEORGE {alarmed at last ) . What do 
you mean? 

OLIVIA. I mean that the whole 
question, as I heard somebody say 
once, demands much more anxious 
thought than either of us has given 
it. These hasty marriages 

GEORGE. Hastyl 

OLIVIA. Well, youVe only just pro- 
posed to me, and you want to 
marry me tomorrow. 

GEORGE. Now you’re talking perfect 
nonsense, Olivia. You know quite 
well that our case is utterly d&er- 
ent from— from any other. 

OLIVIA. All the same, one has to 
ask oneself questions. With a young 
girl like— well, with a young girl, 
love may well seem to be all that 
matters. But with a woman of my 
age, it is diflFerent. I have to ask 
myself if you can afford to support 
a wife. 

GEORGE {coldly). Fortunately that 
is a question that you can very 
easily answer for yourself. 

)LiviA. Well, but I have been hear- 
ing rather bad reports lately. What 
with taxes always going up, and 
rents always going down, some of 
our landowners are getting into 
rather straitened circumstances. At 
least, so I’m told. 

GEORGE. I don’t know what you’re 
talking about * 

OLIVIA {surprised). Oh, isn’t it 
true? I heard of a case only this 
morning— a landowner who always 
seemed to be very comfortably off, 
but who couldn’t afford an allow- 


ance for his only niece when she 
wanted to get married. It made me 
think that one oughtn’t to judge 
by appearances. 

GEORGE. You know perfectly well 
that I can afford to support a 
wife as my wife should be sup- 
ported. 

OLIVIA. I’m so glad, dear. Then 
your income— you aren’t getting 
anxious at all? 

GEORGE {stiffly). You know per- 
fectly well what my income is. I 
see no reason for anxiety in the 
future. 

OLIVIA. Ah, well, then we needn’t 
think about that any more. Well, 
then, there is another thing to be 
considered. 

GEORGE. I can’t make out what 
you’re up to. Don’t you want to 
get married; to— er-legalise this ex- 
traordinary situation in which we 
are placed? 

OLIVIA. I want to be sure that I am 
going to be happy, George. I can’t 
just jump at the very first offer I 
have had since my husband died, 
without considering the whole 
question very carefully. 

GEORGE. So I’m under considera- 
tion, eh? 

OLIVIA. Every suitor is. 

GEORGE {sarcastically, as he 
thinks). Well, go on. 

OLIVIA. Well, then, there’s your 
niece. You have a niece who lives 
with you. Of course Dinah is a 
delightful girl, but one doesn’t like 



MR. PIM PASSES BY 


marrying into a household in which 
there is another grown-up woman. 
But perhaps she will be getting 
married herself soon? 

GEORGE. I see no prospect of it. 

OLIVIA. I think it would make it 
much easier if she did. 

GEORGE. Is this a threat, Olivia? 
Are you telling me that if I do not 
allow young Strange to marry 
Dinah, you will not marry me? 

OLIVIA. A threat? Oh, no, George. 

GEORGE. Then what does it mean? 

OLIVIA. Tm just wondering if you 
love me as much as Brian loves 
Dinah. You do love me? 

GEORGE (from his heart) . You know 
I do, old girl. (He comes to her,) 

OLIVIA. You re not just attracted by 
my pretty face? . . . Is it a pretty 
face? 

GEORGE. Its an adorable one. (He 
tries to kiss it, but she turns away,) 

OLIVIA. How can I be sure that it 
is not only my face which makes 
you think that you care for me? 
Love which rests upon a mere out- 
ward attraction cannot lead to any 
lasting happiness— as one of our 
thinkers has observed. 

GEORGE. What’s come over you, 
Olivia? I don’t understand what 
you’re driving at. Why should you 
doubt my love? 

OLIVIA. Ahl— Why? 

GEORGE. You can’t pretend that we 
haven’t been happy together. I’ve 
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—I’ve been a good pal to you, eh? 
We— we suit each other, old girl. 

OLIVIA. Do we? 

GEORGE. Of course we do. 

OLIVIA. I wonder. When two people 
of our age think of getting married, 
one wants to be very sure that 
there is real community of ideas 
between them. Whether it is a com- 
paratively trivial matter, like the 
right colour for a curtain, or some 
very much more serious question ol 
conduct which arises, one wants to 
feel that there is some chance of 
agreement between husband and 
wife. 

GEORGE. We— we love each other, 
old girl. 

OLIVIA. We do now, yes. But what 
shall we be like in five years’ time? 
Supposing that after we have been 
married five years, we found oup 
selves estranged from each othel 
upon such questions as Dinah’s fu- 
ture, or the decorations of the 
drawing-room, or even the advice 
to give to a friend who had inno- 
cently contracted a bigamous mar- 
riage? How bitterly we should re- 
gret then our hasty plunge into a 
matrimony which was no true part- 
nership, whether of tastes, or ol 
ideas, or even of consciences! 
(With a sigh) Ah me! 

GEORGE (nastily). Unfortunately 
for your argument, Olivia, I can 
answer you out of your own mouth. 
You* seem to have forgotten what 
you said this morning in the case 
of— er— young Strange. 

OLIVIA (reproachfully). Is it quite 
fair, George, to drag up what was 
said this morning? 
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GEORGE. YouVe brought it on your- 
self. 

OLIVIA. I? . . . Well, and what 
did I say this morning? 

GEORGE. You said that it was quite 
enough that Strange was a gentle- 
man and in love with Dinah for me 
to let them marry each other. 

OLIVIA. Ohl ... Is that enough, 
George? 

GEORGE (triumphantly). You said 
so. 

OLIVIA (meekly) . Well, if you think 
so, too, I— I don’t mind risking it. 

GEORGE (kindly). Aha, my dearl 
You seel 

OLIVIA. Then you do think it’s 
enough? 

GEORGE. I— er Yes, yes, I— I 

think so. 

OLIVIA (going to him). My darling 
one! Then we can have a double 
wedding. How jolly! 

GEORGE (astounded). A double one! 

OLIVIA. Yes. You and me, Brian 
and Dinah. 

GEORGE (firmly). Now look here, 
Olivia, understand once and for all, 
1 am not to be blackmailed into 
giving my consent to Dinah’s* en- 
gagement. Neither blackmailed nor 
tricked. Our marriage has nothing 
whatever to do with Dinah’s. 

ojunuA. No, dear. I quite under- 
stand. Iliey may take place about 


the same time, but they have noth- 
ing to do with each other. 

GEORGE. I see no prospect of Di- 
nah’s marriage taking place for 
many years. 

OLIVIA. No, dear, that was what I 
said. 

GEORGE (not understanding for the 
moment). You said . . . ? I see. 
Now, Olivia, let us have this per- 
fectly clear. You apparently insist 
on treating my—er— proposal as 
serious. 

OLIVIA (surprised). Wasn’t it seri- 
ous? Were you trifling with me? 

GEORGE. You know quite well what 
I mean. You treat it as an ordinary 
proposal from a man to a woman 
who have never been more than 
acquaintances before. Very well 
then. Will you tell me what you 
propose to do, if you decide to— 
ah— refuse me? You do not suggest 
that we should go on living to- 
gether-unmarried? 

OLIVIA (shocked). Of course not, 
George! What would the County 
—I mean Heaven— I mean the Law 
—I mean, of course not! Besides, 
it’s so unnecessary. If I decide to 
accept you, of course I shall marry 
you. 

GEORGE. Quite so. And if you— ah— 
decide to refuse me? What will you 
do? 

OLIVIA. Nothing. 

GEORGE. Meaning by that? 

OLIVIA. Just that, George. I shall 
stay here— just as before. I like this 
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house. It wants a little re-decorat- 
ing perhaps, but I do like it, 
George. . . . Yes, I shall be quite 
happy here. 

GEORGE. I see. You will continue 
to live down here— in spite of what 
you said just now about the im- 
morality of it. 

OLIVIA (surprised). But there’s 
nothing immoral in a widow living 
alone in a big country house, with 
perhaps the niece of a friend of 
hers staying with her, just to keep 
her company. 

GEORGE (sarcastic). And what shall 
I be doing, when you’ve so very 
kindly taken possession of my 
house for me? 

OLIVIA. I don’t know, George. 
Travelling, I expect. You could 
come down sometimes with a chap- 
erone. I suppose there would be 
nothing wrong in that. 

GEORGE (indignant). Thank you! 
And what if I refuse to be turned 
out of my house? 

OLIVIA. Then, seeing that we can’t 
both be in it, it looks as though 
you’d have to turn me out. (Cas- 
ually) I suppose there are legal 
ways of doing these things. You’d 
have to consult your solicitor again. 

GEORGE (amazed). Legal ways? 

OLIVIA. Well, you couldn’t throw 
me out, could you? You’d have to 
get an injunction against me— or 
prosecute me for trespass— or some- 
thing. It would make an awfully 
unusual case, wouldn’t it? The pa- 
pers would be full of it. 

GEORGE. You must be madl 
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OLIVIA (dreamily). Widow of well- 
known ex-convict takes possession 
of J.P.’s house. Popular country 
gentleman denied entrance to his 
own home. Doomed to travel. 

GEORGE (angrily). I’ve had enough 
of this. Do you mean all this non- 
sense? 

OLIVIA. I do mean, George, that I 
am in no hurry to go up to London 
and get married. I love the country 
just now, and (with a sigh) after 
this morning, I’m— rather tired of 
husbands. 

GEORGE (in a rage). I’ve never 
heard so much— damned nonsense 
in my life. I will leave you to come 
to your senses. (He goes out indig- 
nantly. ) 

(OLIVIA, who has forgiven him al- 
ready, throws a loving kiss after 
him, and then turns triumphantly 
to her dear curtains. She takes 
them, smiling, to the sofa, and has 
just got to work again, when mr. 
PIM appears at the open windows , ) 

PIM (in a whisper). Er, may I 
come in, Mrs. Marden? 

OLIVIA (turning round in surprise), 
Mr. Pirn! 

PIM (anxiously). Mr. Marden is— 
er— not here? 

OLIVIA (getting up). Do you want 
to see him? I will tell him. 

PIM. No, no, no! Not for the world! 
(He comes in and looks anxiously 
at the door) There is no imme- 
diate danger of his returning, Mrs. 
Marden? 

OLIVIA (surprised). No, I don’t 
think so. What is it? You 
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piM. I took the liberty of returning 
by the window in the hope of— er 
—coming upon you alone, Mrs. 
Marden. 

OLIVIA. Yes? 

PIM (still rather nervous), I— er— 
Mr. Marden will be very angry 
with me. Quite rightly. I blame 
myself entirely. I do not know how 
I can have been so stupid. 

OLIVIA. What is it, Mr. Pirn? Has 
my husband come to life again? 

PIM. Mrs. Marden, I throw myself 
on your mercy entirely. The fact is 
—his name was Polwittle. 

OLIVIA (at a loss) . Whose? My hus- 
band’s? 

PIM. Yes, yes. The name came back 
to me suddenly, just as I reached 
the gate. Polwittle, poor fellow. 

OLIVIA. But, Mr. Pirn, my husband’s 
name was Telworthy. 

PIM. No, no, Polwittle. 

OLIVIA. But, really I ought to . . . 

PIM (firmly). Polwittle, It came 
back to me suddenly just as I 
reached the gate. For the moment, 
I had thoughts of conveying the 
news by letter. I was naturally 
disinclined to return in person, 

and Polwittle. (Proudly) If you 

remember, I always said it was a 
curious name. • 

OLIVIA. But who is Polwittle? 

PIM (in surprise at her stupidity). 
The man I have been telling you 
about, who met with the sad fa- 


tality at Marseilles. Henry Polwittle 
—or was it Ernest? No, Henry, I 
think. Poor fellow. 

OLIVIA (indignantly). But you said 
his name was Telworthy! How 
could you? 

PIM. Yes, yes, I blame myself en- 
tirely. 

OLIVIA. But how could you think 
of a name like Telworthy, if it 
wasn’t Telworthy? 

PIM (eagerly). Ah, that is the 
really interesting thing about the 
whole matter. 

OLIVIA. Mr. Pirn, all your visits here 
to-day have been interesting. 

PIM. Yes, but you see, on my first 
appearance here this morning, I 
was received by— er— Miss Diana. 

OLIVIA. Dinah. 

PIM. Miss Dinah, yes. She was in 
—er— rather a communicative mood, 
and she happened to mention, by 
way of passing the time, that be- 
fore your marriage to Mr. Marden 
you had been a Mrs.— er 

OLIVIA. Telworthy. 

PIM. Yes, yes, Telworthy, of course. 
She mentioned also Australia. By 
some process of the brain— which 
strikes me as decidedly curious— 
when I was trying to recollect the 
name of the poor fellow on the 
boat, whom you remember I had 
also met in Australia, the fact that 
this other name was also stored in 
my memory, a name equally pe- 
culiar— this fact I say . . . 
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OLIVIA {seeing that the sentence is 
rapidly going to pieces). Yes, I 
understand. 

PIM. I blame myself, I blame my- 
self entirely. 

OLIVIA. Oh, you mustn’t do that, 
Mr. Pirn. It was really Dinah’s fault 
for inflicting all our family history 
on you. 

PIM. Oh, but a charming young 
woman. I assure you I was very 
much interested in all that she told 
me. (Getting up) Well, Mrs.— er 
— Marden, I can only hope that you 
will forgive me for the needless dis- 
tress I have caused you to-day. 

OLIVIA. Oh, you mustn’t worry 
about that— please. 

PIM. And you will tell your hus- 
band— you will break the news to 
him? 

OLIVIA (smiling to herself), I will 
—break the news to him. 

PIM. You understand how it is that 
I thought it better to come to you 
in the first place? 

OLIVIA. I am very glad you did. 

PIM (holding out his hand). Then 
I will say good-bye, and— er 

OLIVIA. Just a moment, Mr. Pirn. 
Let us have it quite clear this time. 
You never knew my husband, 
Jacob Telworthy, you never met 
him in Australia, you never saw 
him on the boat, and nothing what- 
ever happened to him at Marseilles. 
Is that right? 

PIM. Yes, yes, that is so. 
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OLIVIA. So that, since he was sup- 
posed to have died in Australia six 
years ago, he is presumably still 
dead? 

PIM. Yes, yes, undoubtedly. 

OLIVIA (holding out her hand with 
a charming smile). Then good-bye, 
Mr. Pirn, and thank you so much 
for— for all your trouble. 

PIM. Not at all, Mrs. Marden. I 
can only assure you I 

DINAH (from the window). Hullo, 
here’s Mr. Pirn I (She comes in, fol- 
lowed by BRIAN.) 

PIM (anxiously looking at the door 
in case mr. marden should come 
in). Yes, yes, I— er 

DINAH. Oh, Mr. Pirn, you mustn’t 
run away without even saying how 
do you do! Such old friends as we 
are. Why, it is ages since I saw 
you! Are you staying to tea? 

PIM. I’m afraid I 

OLIVIA. Mr. Pirn has to hurry away, 
Dinah. You mustn’t keep him. 

DINAH. Well, but you’ll come back 
again? 

PIM. I fear that I am only a passer- 
by, Miss— er— Dinah. 

OLIVIA. You can walk with him to 
the gate, dear. 

* 

PIM (gratefully to olivia). Thank 
you. (He edges towards the win^ 
dow) If you would be so kind 
Miss Dinah 

BRIAN. I’ll catch you up. 
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DINAH. Come along then, Mr. Pirn. 
(As they go out) I want to hear 
all about your first wife. You 
haven’t really told me anything yet. 
(OLIVIA resumes her work, and 
BRIAN sits on the back of the sofa 
looking at her.) 

BRIAN (awkwardly). I just wanted 
to say, if you don’t think it cheek, 
that I m— I m on your side, if I may 
be, and if I can help you at all I 
should be very proud of being al- 
lowed to. 

OLIVIA (looking up at him). Brian, 
you dear. That’s sweet of you. . . . 
But it’s quite all right now, you 
know. 

BRIAN. Oh, I’m so glad. 

OLIVIA. Yes, that’s what Mr. Pirn 
came back to say. He’d made a 
mistake about the name. (Smiling) 
George is the only husband I have. 

BRIAN (surprised). What? You 
mean that the whole thing— that 

Pirn (With conviction) Silly 

assi 

OLIVIA (kindly). Oh, well, he 
didn’t mean to be. (After a pause) 
Brian, do you know anything about 
the Law? 

BRIAN. I’m afraid not. I hate the 
Law. Why? 

OLIVIA (casually). Oh, I just— I was 
wondering— thinking about all the 
shocks we’ve been through to-day. 
Second marriages, and aU that.’ 

BRIAN. OhI It’s a rotten business. 

OLIVIA. I suppose there’s nothing 
vmmg in getting married to the 
AIIM. person twice? 


BRIAN.* A hundred times it you like, 
I should think. 

OLIVIA. Oh? 

BRIAN. After all, in France, they 
always go through it twice, don t 
they? Once before the Mayor or 
somebody, and once in church. 

OLIVIA. Of course they do! How 
silly of me. ... I think it’s rather 
a nice idea. They ought to do it in 
England more. 

BRIAN. Well, once will be enough 
for Dinah and me, if you can work 
it. (Anxiously) D’you think there’s 
any chance, Olivia? 

OLIVIA (smiling). Every chance, 
dear. 

BRIAN (jumping up). 1 say, do you 
really? Have you squared him? I 
mean, has he 

OLIVIA. Go and catch them up now. 
Well talk about it later on. 

BRIAN. Bless you. Righto. 

(As he goes out by the windows, 
GEORGE comes in at the door. 
GEORGE stands looking after him, 
and then turns to olivia, who is 
absorbed in her curtains. He walks 
up and down the room, fidgeting 
with things, waiting for her to 
speak. As she says nothing, he be- 
gins to talk himself, but in an 
obviously unconcerned way. There 
is a pause after each answer of 
hers, before he gets out his next 
remark.) 

GEORGE ( casually ) . Good-looking 
fellow. Strange. 

OLIVIA (equally casually). Brian— 
yes, isn’t he? And such a nice 
Doy. . . . 
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GEORGE. Got fifty pounds for a pic- 
ture the other day, didn't he? Hey? 

OLIVIA. Yes. Of course he has only 
just begun. . . . 

GEORGE. Critics think well of him, 
what? 

OLIVIA. They all say he has genius. 
Oh, I don’t think there’s any doubt 
about it. . . . 

GEORGE. Of course, I don’t profess 
to know anything about painting. 

OLIVIA. You’ve never had time to 
take it up, dear. 

GEORGE. I know what I like, of 
course. Can’t say I see much in 
this new-fangled stuff. If a man 
can paint, why can’t he paint like 
—Rubens or— or Reynolds? 

OLIVIA. I suppose we all have our 
own styles. Brian will find his di- 
rectly. Of course, he’s only just 
beginning. . . . 

GEORGE. But they think a lot of 
him, what? 

OLIVIA. Oh yesi 

GEORGE. H’ml . . . Good-looking 
fellow. 

(There is rather a longer silence 
this time, george continues to hope 
that he is appearing casual and 
unconcerned. He stands looking at 
Olivia’s work for a moment,) 

GEORGE. Nearly finished ’em? 

OLIVIA. Very nearly. Are my scis- 
sors there? 

GEORGE (looJdng round). Scissors? 
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OLIVIA. Ah, here they are. . . . 

GEORGE. Where are you going to 
put ’em? 

OLIVIA (as if really wondering). I 
don’t quite know. ... I had 
thought of this room, but— I’m not 
quite sure. 

GEORGE. Brighten the room up a 
bit. 

OLIVIA. Yes. . . . 

GEORGE (walking over to the pres- 
ent curtains), H’m. They are a bit 
faded. 

OLIVIA (shaking out hers, and look- 
ing at them critically). Sometimes 
I think I love them, and sometimes 
I’m not quite sure. 

GEORGE. Best way is to hang ’em 
up and see how you like ’em then. 
Always take ’em down again. 

OLIVIA. That’s rather a good idea, 
George! 

GEORGE. Best way. 

OLIVIA. Yes. ... I think we might 

do that. . . . The only thing is 

(she hesitates), 

GEORGE. What? 

OLIVIA. Well, the carpet and the 
chairs, and the cushions and 
things 

GEORGE. What about ’em? 

OLIVIA. Well, if we had new cur- 
tain^-' — 

GEORGE. You’d want a new carpet, 

eh? 
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OLIVIA (doubtfully). Y—yes, Well, 
new chair-covers anyhow. 

GEORGE. H m. . . . Well, why not? 

OLIVIA. Oh, but 

GEORGE (with an awkward laugh). 
We re not so hard up as all that, 
you know. 

OLIVIA. No, I suppose not. 
(Thoughtfully) I suppose it would 
mean that I should have to go up 
to London for them. That’s rather 
a nuisance. 

GEORGE (extremely casual). Oh, I 
don’t know. We might go up to- 
gether one day. 

OLIVIA. Well, of course if we were 
up— for anything else— we could 
just look about us, and see if we 
could find what we want. 

GEORGE. That’s what I meant. 
(There is another silence, george 
is wondering whether to come to 
closer quarters with the great ques- 
tion.) 

OLIVIA. Oh, by the way, George 

GEORGE. Yes? 

OLIVIA (innocently). I told Brian, 
and I expect he’ll tell Dinah, that 
Mr. Pirn had made a mistake about 
the name. 

GEORGE (astonished). You told 
Brian that Mr Pirn • 

OLIVIA. Yes— I told him that the 
whole thing was a mistake. It 
seemed the simplest way. 

GEORGE. Olivia! Then you mean 
that Brian and Dinah think that 


—that we have been manded all 
the time? 

OLIVIA. Yes. . . . They both think 
so now. 

GEORGE (coming close to her). 
Olivia, does that mean that you are 
thinking of marrying me? 

OLIVIA. At your old Registry OflBce? 

GEORGE (eagerly). Yes! 

OLIVIA. Tomorrow? 

GEORGE. Yes! 

OLIVIA. Do you want me to very 
much? 

GEORGE. My darling, you know I 
do! 

OLIVIA (a little apprehensive). We 
should have to do it very quietly. 

GEORGE. Of course, darling. No- 
body need know at all. We don’t 
want anybody to know. And now 
that you’ve put Brian and Dinah 
off the scent, by telling them that 

Mr. Pirn made a mistake (He 

breaks off, and says admiringltj) 
That was very clever of you, 
Olivia. I should never have thought 
of that. 

OLIVIA (innocently). No, darling. 
. . . You don’t think it was wrong, 
George? 

GEORGE (his verdict). An innocent 
deception . . . perfectly harmless. 

OLIVIA. Yes, dear, that was what I 
thought about— about what I was 
doing. 
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GEORGE. Then you will come to- 
morrow? (She nods) And if we 
happen to see the carpet, or any- 
thing that you want 

OLIVIA. Oh, what funi 

GEORGE (beaming). And a wed- 
ding lunch at the Carlton, what? 
(She nods eagerly) And— and a bit 
of a honeymoon in Paris? 

OLIVIA. Oh, Georgel 

GEORGE (hungrily). Give us a kiss, 
old girl. 

OLIVIA (lovingly), George! (She 
holds up her cheek to him. He 
kisses it, and then suddenly takes 
her in his arms.) 

GEORGE. Don't ever leave me, old 
girl. 

OLIVIA (affectionately). Don't ever 
send me away, old boy. 

GEORGE (fervently), I won't . . . 
(Awkwardly) I— I don't think I 

would have, you know. I— I 

( DINAH and BRIAN appear at the 
windows, having seen mr. pim 
safely off.) 

DINAH (surprised), Oo, I say! 
(GEORGE hastily moves away.) 

GEORGE. Hallo! 

DINAH (going up impetuously to 
him). Give me one, too, George; 
Brian won't mind. 

BRIAN. Really, Dinah, you are the 
limit. 

GEORGE (formally, but enjoying it). 
Do you mind, Mr. Strange? 
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BRIAN (a little uncomfortably). Oh, 
I say, sir 

GEORGE. We'll risk it, Dinah. (He 
kisses her.) 

DINAH (triumphantly to brian). 
Did you notice that one? That 
wasn't just an ordinary affectionate 
kiss. It was a special bless-you-my- 
children one. (To george) Wasn't 
it? 

OLIVIA. You do talk nonsense, dar- 
ling. 

DINAH. Well, I'm so happy, now 
that Mr. Pim has relented about 

your first husband 

(GEORGE catches Olivia's eye and 
smiles; she smiles back; but they 
are different smiles.) 

GEORGE (the actor). Yes, yes, 
stupid fellow, Pim, what? 

BRIAN. Absolute idiot. 

DINAH. —And now that George has 
relented about my first husband. 

GEORGE. You get on much too 
quickly, young woman. (To brian) 
So you want to marry my Dinahs 
eh? 

BRIAN (with a smile). Well, I do 
rather, sir.* 

DINAH (hastily). Not at once, of 
course, George. We want to be en^ 
gaged for a long time first, and 
wriite letters to each other, and tell 
each other how much we love each 
other, and sit next to each other 
when we go out to dinner. 

GEORGE (to Olivia). Well, that 
sounds fairly harmless, I think. 
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ouviA (smiling). I think so. • . . 

GEORGE (to Brian). Then you’d 
better have a talk with me—er— 
Brian. 

BRIAN. Thank you very much, sir. 

GEORGE. Well, come along then. 
(Looking at his watch) I am going 
up to town after tea, so we’d bet- 
ter — 

DINAH. I sayl Are you going to 
London? 

GEORGE (with the smile of the con- 
spirator). A little business. Never 
you mind, young lady. 

DINAH (calmly). All right. Only, 
bring me back something nice. 

GEORGE (to Brian). Shall we walk 
down and look at the pigs? 

BRIAN. Righto! 

OLIVIA. Don’t go far, dear. I may 
want you in a moment. 

GEORGE. All right, darling, we’ll be 
on the terrace. (They go out to- 
gether.) 

DINAH. Brian and George always 
try to discuss me in front of the 
pigs. So tactless of them. Are you 
going to London, too, darling? 

OLIVIA. Tomorrow morning. 

DINAH. What are you going to* do 
in London? 

OLIVIA. Oh, shopping, and— one or 
two little things. 

piNABt* With George? 
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OLIVIA. Yes. . . . 

DINAH. I say, wasn’t it lovely about 
Pirn? 

OLIVIA. Lovely? 

DINAH. Yes; he told me all about it. 
Making such a hash of things, I 
mean. 

OLIVIA (innocently). Did he make 
a hash of things? 

DINAH. Well, I mean keeping on 
coming like that. And if you look 
at it all round— well, for all he had 
to say, he needn’t really have come 
at all. 

OLIVIA (smiling to herself). I 
shouldn’t quite say that, Dinah. 
(She stands up and shakes out the 
curtains. ) 

DINAH. I say, aren’t they jolly? 

OLIVIA (demurely). I’m so glad 
everybody likes them. Tell George 
I’m ready, will you? 

DINAH. I say, is he going to hang 
them up for you? 

OLIVIA. Well, I thought he could 
reach best. 

DINAH. Righto! What fun! (At the 
windows) George! George! (To 
Olivia) Brian is just telling George 
about the five shillings he’s got in 
the Post OflBce. . . . George! 

GEORGE (from the terrace). Gom- 
ing! (He hurries in, the model hus^ 
band. Brian follows.) 

OLIVIA. Oh, George, just hang 
these up for me, will you? 
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GEORGE. Of course, darling. Ill get 
the steps from the library. (He 
hurries out» Brian takes out his 
sketching block. It is obvious that 
his five shillings has turned the 
scale. He bows to dinar. He kisses 
Olivia’s hand with an air. He mo- 
tions to DINAH to be seated.) 

DINAH (impressed). What is it? 

BRIAN (beginning to draw). Por- 
trait of Lady Strange. 

(GEORGE hurries in with the steps, 
and gets to work. There is a great 
deal of curtain, and for the mo- 
ment he becomes slightly involved 
in it. However, by draping it over 
his head and shoulders, he manages 
to get successfully up the steps. 
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There we may leave him. But we 
have not quite finished with mr. 
PIM. It is a matter of honour with 
him now that he should get his 
little story quite accurate before 
passing out of the mardens’ life 
for ever. So he comes back for the 
last time; for the last time we see 
his head at the window. He whis- 
pers to OLIVIA.) 

MR. PIM. Mrs. MardenI IVe just 
remembered. His name was Ernest 
Polwittle— nof Henry. (He goes off 
happily. A curious family the mar- 
DENS. Perhaps somebody else would 
have committed bigamy if he had 
not remembered in time that it was 
Ernest. . . . Ernest. . . . Yes. . . . 
Now he can go back with an easy 
conscience to the Trevors.) 
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ACT ONE 


The Scene is a stately drawing-room at Aston-Adey, with fine pictures on 
the walls and Georgian furniture. Aston-Adey has been described, with 
many illustrations, in Country Life. It is not a house, but a place. Its 
owner takes a great pride in it, and there is nothing in the room which is 
not of the period. Through the French windows at the back can be seen 
the beautiful gardens which are one of the features. 

It is a fine summer morning. 

ARNOLD comes in. He is a man of about thirty -five, tall and good- 
looking, fair, with a clean-cut, sensitive face. He has a look that is inteh 
lectual, but somewhat bloodless. He is very well dressed. 


ARNOLD (calling). ElizabethI (He 
goes to the window and calls 
again) ElizabethI (He rings the 
bell. While he is waiting he gives 
a look round the room. He slightly 
alters the position of one of the 
chairs. He takes an ornament from 
the chimney-piece and blows the 
dust from it. A footman comes 
in) Oh, George! see if you can find 
Mrs. Cheney, and ask her if she’d 
be good enough to come here. 

FOOTMAN. Very good, sir. (The 
footman turns to go.) 

ARNOLD. Who is supposed to look 
after this room? 

FOOTMAN. I don’t know, sir. 

ARNOLD. I wish when they dust 
they’d take care to replace the 
things exactly as they were before. 

FOOTMAN. Yes, sir, 

ARNOLD (dismissing him). All 
right. ( The footman goes out. He 
goes again to the window and 
calls . ) 
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ARNOLD. ElizabethI (He sees mrs. 
SHENSTONE ) Oh, Anna, do you 
know where Elizabeth is? 

(mrs. SHENSTONE comes in from 
the garden. She is a woman of 
forty, pleasant and of elegant ap- 
pearance. ) 

ANNA. Isn’t she playing tennis? 

ARNOLD. No, I’ve been down to the 
tennis court. Something very tire- 
some has happened. 

ANNA. Oh? 

ARNOLD. I wonder where the deuce 
she is. 

ANNA. When do you expect Lord 
Porteous and Lady Kitty? 

ARNOLD. They’re motoring down in 
tim^ for luncheon. 

ANNA. Are you sure you want me 
to be here? It s not too late yet, 
you know. I can have my things 
packed and catch a train for some- 
where or other. 
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ARNbu>. No, of courso we want 
you. Itll make it so much easier if 
M^here are people here. It was ex- 
ceedingly l^d of you to come. 

ANNA. Oh, nonsensel 

AKNOLD. And 1 think it was a good 
thing to have Teddie Luton down. 

ANNA. He is so breezy, isn’t he? 

l^^kUNOLD. Yes, that’s his great asset. 

' I don’t know that he’s very intel- 
ligent, but, you know, there are 
l^asions when you want a bull in 
h china shop. I sent one of the 
servants to find Elizabeth. 

ANNA. I daresay she’s putting on 
her shoes. She and Teddie were 
going to have a single. 

Ai^oLix It can’t take all this time 
diange one’s shoes. 

anna (with a smile). One can’t 
change one’s shoes without pow- 
dering one’s nose, you know. 
(ELIZABETH comes in. She is a very 
pretty creature in the early twen- 
ties. She wears a light summer 
frock.) 

ABNOLD. My dear, I’ve been hunt- 
ing for you everywhere. What have 
you been doing? 

SLiz^ETH. Nothingl I’ve been 
standing on my head. 

ARNOLD. My father’s here. 

« 

ELIZABETH (startled). Where? 

ARNOLD. At the cottage. He arrived 

fast njj^t 

''L . * 

Damn! 


arnolO ( good-humouredly ) . I 
wish you wouldn’t say that, Eliza- 
beth. 

ELIZABETH. If you’re not going to 
say "Damn” when a thing’s damn- 
able, when are you going to say 
"Damn”? 

ARNOLD. I should have thought you 
could say, "Oh, bother!” or some- 
thing like that. 

ELIZABETH. But that Wouldn’t ex- 
press my sentiments. Besides, at 
that speech day when you were 
giving away the prizes you said 
there were no synonyms in the 
English language. 

ANNA (smiling). Oh, Elizabeth! it’s 
very unfair to expect a politician to 
live in private up to the statements 
he makes in public. 

ARNOLD. I’m always willing to 
stand by anything IVe said. There 
are no synonyms in the English 
language. 

ELIZABETH. In that case I shall be 
regretfully forced to continue to 
say “Damn” whenever I feel like it. 
(EDWARD LUTON shows himself at 
the window. He is an attractive 
youth in flannels.) 

TEDDIE. I say, what about this ten- 
nis? . 

ELIZABETH. Come in. We’re having 
a scene. 

TEDDIE (entering). Hov\f splendid! 
What about? 

ELIZABETH. The English language. 

TEDDIE. Don’t tell me you’ve been 
splitting your infinitives. 
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ARNOLD (with the shadow of a 
frown). I wish you'd be serious, 
Elizabeth. The situation is none too 
pleasant. 

ANNA. I think Teddie and I had" 
better make ourselves scarce. 

ELIZABETH. Nonsenscl You’re both 
in it. If there's going to be any un- 
pleasantness we want your moral 
support. That's why we asked you 
to come. 

TEDDY. And I thought I’d been 
asked for my blue eyes. 

ELIZABETH. Vain beast! And they 
happen to be brown. 

TEDDIE. Is anything up? 

ELIZABETH. Amold's father arrived 
last night. 

TEDDIE. Did he, by Jove! I thought 
he was in Paris. 

ARNOLD. So did w^all. He told me 
he'd be there for the next month. 

ANNA. Have you seen him? 

ARNOLD. No! he rang me up. It's a 
mercy he had a telephone put in 
the cottage. It would have been a 
pretty kettle of fish if he'd just 
walked in. 

ELIZABETH. Did you tell him Lady 
Catherine was coming? 

ARNOLD. Qf course not. I was flab- 
bergasted to know he was here. 
Ana then I thought we’d better 
talk it over first. 

ELIZABETH. Is he comlng along 
here? 
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ARNOLD. Yes. . 

I couldn’t tWi 
prevent him. 

teddie. Couldn’t’ 
people off? 

ARNOlL. 3 
They 

ELIZABETH. 
beastly. 

ARNOLD. I knew 
them here. Elizal 

ELIZABETH. After’ 
mother, Arnold 

ARNOLD. That 
to her when she 
can't imagine it 
to me now. 

ELIZABETH. It'j 
seems so absurd 
after all that 

ARNOLD. I don't 
the fact remains thj ^ 
the most ir’^^p^rablpj 
find no excuse for 

elitabetii. Have yoi 



ARNOLD. My dear Elizabeth, it's no 
good going over all that again. The 
facts are lamentably simple. She 
had a husband who adored her, a 
wonderful position, all the money 
she could want, and a child of five. 
And she ran away with a married 
man. 


ELIZABETH. Lady Porteous is not i 
very attractive woman, Arnold. 
(To anna) Do you know her? 
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the word, I 

* 'triore to say. 
inna. I’m sorry, Arnold. 


ELIZABETH. Yes, I know, Arnold. It 
was beastly for you. 

ARNOLD- It would havc been bad 
piiotigh if it had been an ordinary 
case, but the position of the people 
made it ten times worse. My father 
was in the House then, and Por- 
teous—he hadn't succeeded to the 


i. vour mother 
Pf hapsj 

couldn t helt» herseft^ 

love? i / 

ahnold. And *7; 

our, duty, or fecency? Oh, yes, 

under thL cir,^f 
explain a great d®^l* 


.ELIZABETH, 
pretty wa 
mother. J 


w/td '■ 


s not 
speak 


arnoloE I can’t look on her as my 
moth^ I 

£U(zabeth. Wtiat you can't get 
Jll^er is that she didn't think of 
you. Some of us are more mother 
and some of us more woman. It 


gives me a little thrill when I think 
that she loved i^at man so much. 
She sacrificed her t^me, her posi* 
tion, and her child to ijim. 


ARNOLD. You really can’t expect the 
said child to have any great affec- 
tion for the mother who treated 
him like that. 


title— was in the House too; he was 
Under-Secretary for Foreign Af- 
fairs, and he was very much in the 
public eye. 

ANNA. My father always used to 
say he was the ablest man in the 
party. Every one was expecting 
him to be Prime Minister. 

ARNOLD. You can imagine what a 
boon it was to the British public. 
They hadn't had such a treat for a 
generation. The most popular song 
of the day was about my mother. 
Did you ever hear it? “Naughty 
Lady Kitty. Thought it such a 

pity • • 

ELIZABETH (interrupting). Oh, Ar- 
nold, don't! 

ARNOLD. And then they never let 
people forget them. If they'd lived 
quietly in Florence and not made 
a fuss the scandal would have died 
down. But those constant actions 
between Lord and Lady Porteous 
kept on reminding everyone. 


ELIZABETH. No, I don't think I do. 
But I think it's a pity after all these 
years that you shouldn't be friends. 

ARNOLD. I wonder if you reakse 
what it was to grow up under the 
shadow of that horrible scandal. 
Everywhere, at school, and at Ox- 
ford, and afterwards in London, I 
\yas always the son of Lady Kitty 
Cheney. Oh, it was cruel, cruel! 


TEDDiE. What were they having ac- 
tions about? 

ARNOLD. Of course my father di- 
vorced his wife, but Lady Porteous 
refused to divorce Porteous. He 
tried to force her by refusing to 
support her and turning her out of 
her house, and heaven Imows what. 
They were constantly wrangling in 
the law courts. 
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ANNA. I think it was monstrous of 
Lady Porteous. 

ARNOLD. She knew he wanted to 
marry my mother, and she hated 
my mother. You can’t blame her. 

ANNA. It must have been very dif- 
ficult for them. 

ARNOLD. That’s why they’ve lived 
in Florence. Porteous has money. 
They found people there who were 
willing to accept the situation. 

ELIZABETH. This is the first time 
they’ve ever come to England. 

ARNOLD. My father will have to be 
told, Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH. YeS. 

ANNA (to ELIZABETH). Has he ever 
spoken to you about Lady Kitty? 

ELIZABETH. Never. 

ARNOLD. I don’t think her name has 
passed his lips since she ran away 
from this house thirty years ago. 

TEDDiE. Oh, they lived here? 

ARNOLD. Naturally. There was a 
house-party, and one evening 
neither Porteous nor my mother 
came down to dinner. The rest of 
them waited. They couldn’t make 
it out. My father sent up to my 
mother’s room, and a note was 
found on the pin-cushion. 

ELIZABETH (with a faint smile). 
That’s what they did in the Dark 
Ages. 

ARNOLD. 1 think he took a dislike 
to this house from that horrible 
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night. He never lived here again, 
and when I married he handed the 
place over to me. He just has a 
cottage now on the estate that ho 
comes to when he feels inclined. 

ELIZABETH. It’s been very nice for 
us. 

ARNOLD. I owe everything to my 
father. I don’t think he’ll ever for- 
give me for asking these people to 
come here. 

ELIZABETH. I’m going to take all 
the blame on myself, Arnold. 

ARNOLD {irritably). The situation 
was embarrassing enough anyhow. 
I don’t know how I ought to treat 
them. 

ELIZABETH. Don’t you think that’ll 
settle itself when you see them? 

ARNOLD. After all, they’re my 
guests. I shall try and behave like 
a gentleman. 

ELIZABETH. I wouldn’t. We haven’t 
got central heating. 

ARNOLD (taking no notice). Will 
she expect me to kiss her? 

ELIZABETH (with a smilc) . Surely. 

ARNOLD. It always makes me un- 
comfortable when people are ef- 
fusive. 

ANNA. But I can’t understand why 
you ^ever saw her before. 

ARNOLD. I believe she tried to see 
me when I was little, but my father 
thought it better she shouldn’t. 

ANNA. Yes, but when you were 
grown up? 
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ABNOLD. She was always in Italy. 
I never went to Italy. 

ELIZABETH. It seems to me so pa- 
thetic that if you saw one another 
in the street you wouldn’t recog- 
nise each other. 

ABNOLD. Is it my fault? 

ELIZABETH. You Ve promised to be 
very gentle with her and very kind. 

ABNOLD. The mistake was asking 
Porteous to come too. It looks as 
though we condoned the whole 
thing. And how am I to treat him? 
Am I to shake him by the hand 
and slap him on the back? He abso- 
lutely ruined my father’s life. 

ELIZABETH (smiling). How much 
would you give for a nice motor 
accident that prevented them from 
coming? 

ARNOLD. I let you persuade me 
against my better judgment, and 
I’ve regretted it ever since. 

ELIZABETH (good-humouredly) , I 
think it’s very lucky that Anna and 
Teddie are here. I don’t foresee a 
very successful party. 

^BNOLD. I’m going to do my best. 
I gave you my promise and I shall 
keep it. But I can’t answer for my 
father. 

ANNA. Here is your father. 

(mb. champion-cheney shows 
himself at one of the French win- 
dows,) 

C.*G. May I come in througih the 
iMdndow, or shall I have myself an- 
tiounced by a supercilious flunkey? 


ELIZABETH. Come in. WeVe been 
expecting you. 

c.-c. Impatiently, I hope, my dear 

child. (mR. CHAMPION-CHENEY is 
a tall man in the early sixties, 
spare, with a fine head of gray hair 
and an intelligent, somewhat as- 
cetic face. He is very carefully 
dressed. He is a man who makes 
the most of himself. He bears his 
years jauntily. He kisses Elizabeth 
and then holds out his hand to 

ARNOLD.) 

ELIZABETH. We thought you’d be 
in Paris for another month. 

c.-c. How are you, Arnold? I al- 
ways reserve to myself the privi- 
lege of changing my mind. It’s the 
only one elderly gentlemen share 
with pretty women. 

ELIZABETH. You know Anna. 

c.-c. (shaking hands with her). Of 
course I do. How very nice to see 
you herel Are you staying long? 

ANNA. As long as I’m welcome. 

ELIZABETH. And this is Mr. Luton. 

c.-c. How do you do? Do you play 
bridge? 

LUTON. I do. 

c.-c. Capital. Do you declare with- 
out top honours? 

LUTON. Never. 

c.-c. Of such is the kingdom of 
heaven. I see that you are a good 
young man. 

LUTON. But, like the good in gen- 
eral, I am poor. 
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c.-c. Never mind; if your prin- 
ciples are right, you can play ten 
shillings a hundred without dan- 
ger. I never play less, and I never 
play more. 

ARNOLD. And you—are you going to 
stay long, father? 

c.-c. To luncheon, if youll have 
me. 

(ARNOLD gives ELIZABETH a har- 
assed look,) 

ELIZABETH. That’ll be jolly. 

ARNOLD. I didn’t mean that. Of 
course you’re going to stay for 
luncheon. I meant, how long are 
you going to stay down here? 

c.-c. A week. 

(There is a moment* s pause. 
Everyone but champion-cheney is 
slightly embarrassed,) 

teddie. I think we’d better chuck 
our tennis. 

ELIZABETH. Yes. I Want my father- 
in-law to tell me what they’re 
wearing in Paris this week. 

TEDDIE. I’ll go and put the rackets 
away, (teddie goes out,) 

ARNOLD. It’s nearly one o’clock, 
Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH. I didn’t know it was so 
late. 

ANNA (to ARNOLD). I wonder if I 
can persuade you to take a turn in 
the garden before luncheon. 

ARNOLD (jumping at the idea) , I’d 
love it. (anna goes out of the win- 
dow, and as he follows her he stops 
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.irresolutely) I want you to look at 
this chair I’ve just got. I think it’s 
rather good. 

c.-c. Charming. 

ARNOLD. About 1750, I should say. 
Good design, isn’t it? It hasn’t been 
restored or anything. 

c.-c. Very pretty. 

ARNOLD. I think it was a good buy, 
don’t you? 

c.-c. Oh, my dear boy! you know 
I’m entirely ignorant about these 
things. 

ARNOLD. It’s exactly my period 
... I shall see you at luncheon, 
then. (He follows anna through 
the window,) 

c.-c. Who is that young man? 

ELIZABETH. Mr. Luton. He’s only 
just been demobilised. He’s the 
manager of a rubber estate in the 
F.M.S. 

c.-c. And what are the F.M.S. 
when they’re at home? 

ELIZABETH. The Federated Malay 
States. He joined up at the begin- 
ning of the war. He’s just going 
back there. 

c.-c. And why have we been left 
alone in this very marked manner? 

ELIZABETH. Have we? I didn’t no- 
tice it. 

c.-c. I suppose it’s difficult for the 
yoimg to realise that one may be 
old without being a fool. 
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ELIZABETH. I never thought you 
that. Everyone knows you re very 
intelligent. 

c.-c. They certainly ought to by 
now. IVe told them often enough. 
Are you a little nervous? 

ELIZABETH. Let me feel my pulse. 
{She puts her -finger on her wrist) 
It’s perfectly regular. 

c.-c. When I suggested staying to 
luncheon Arnold looked exactly 
like a dose of castor oil. 

ELIZABETH. I wish you’d sit down. 

c.-c. Will it make it easier for you? 
{He takes a chair) You have evi- 
dently something very disagreeable 
to say to me. 

ELIZABETH. You won’t be cross 
with me? 

c.-c. How old are you? 

ELIZABETH. Twenty-five. 

c.-c. I’m never cross with a woman 
imder thirty. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, then I’ve got ten 
years. 

c.-c. Mathematics? 

ELIZABETH. No. Paint. 

c.-c. Well? 

ELIZABETH {reflectively). I think 
it would be easier if I sat on your 
knees. 

c.-c. That is a pleasing taste of 
yours, but you must take care not 
to put on weight. 

(Sne sits down on his knees.) 


ELIZABETH. Am I bony? 

c.-c. On the contrary. . . . I’m 
listening. 

ELIZABETH. Lady Catherine’s com- 
ing here. 

c.-c. Who’s Lady Catherine? 

ELIZABETH. Your— Amold’s mother. 

c.-c. Is she? {He withdraws him- 
self a little and Elizabeth gets 
up.) 

ELIZABETH. You mustn’t blame Ar- 
nold. It’s my fault. I insisted. He 
was against it. I nagged him till he 
gave way. And then I wrote and 
asked her to come. 

c.-c. I didn’t know you knew her. 

ELIZABETH. I don’t. But I heard she 
was in London. She’s staying at 
Claridge’s. It seemed so heartless 
not to take the smallest notice of 
her. 

c.-c. When is she coming? 

ELIZABETH. We’re expecting her in 
time for luncheon. 

c.-c. As soon as that? I understand 
the embarrassment. 

ELIZABETH. You see, we never ex- 
pected you to be here. You said 
you’d be in Paris for another 
month. 

c.-c. My dear child, this is your 
house. There’s no reason why you 
shouldn’t ask whom you please to 
stay with you. 

ELIZABETH. After all, whatever her 
faults, she’s Amold’s mother. It 
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seemed so unnatural that they 
should never see one another. My 
heart ached for that poor lonely 
woman. 

c.-c. I never heard that she was 
lonely, and she certainly isn’t poor. 

ELIZABETH. And there’s something 
else. I couldn’t ask her by herself. 
It would have been so— so insult- 
ing. I asked Lord Porteous, too. 

c.-c. I see. 

ELIZABETH. I daresay you’d rather 
not meet them. 

c.-c. I daresay they’d rather not 
meet me. I shall get a capital 
luncheon at the cottage. I’ve no- 
ticed you always get the best food 
if you come in unexpectedly and 
have the same as they’re having in 
the servants’ hall. 

ELIZABETH. No onc’s ever talked 
to me about Lady Kitty. It’s always 
been a subject that everyone has 
avoided. I’ve never even seen a 
photograph of her. 

c.-c. The house was full of them 
when she left. I think I told the 
butler to throw them in the dust- 
bin. She was very much photo- 
graphed. 

ELIZABETH. Won’t you tell me what 
she was like? 

c.-c. She was very hke you, Eliza- 
beth, only she had dark hair in- 
stead of red. 

ELIZABETH. Poor dear I it must be 
quite white now. 

c.-c. I daresay. She was a pretty 
little thing. 
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ELIZABETH. But she was one of the 
great beauties of her day. They say 
she was lovely. 

c.-c. She had the most adorable 
little nose, like yours. . . . 

ELIZABETH. D’you like my nose? 

c.-c. And she was very dainty, with 
a beautiful little figure; very light 
on her feet. She was like a mar- 
quise in an old French comedy. 
Yes, she was lovely. 

ELIZABETH. And I’m sure she’s 
lovely still. 

c.-c. She’s no chicken, you know. 

ELIZABETH. You can’t expect me 
to look at it as you and Arnold do. 
When you’ve loved as she’s loved 
you may grow old, but you grow 
old beautifully. 

c.-c. You’re very romantic. 

ELIZABETH. If everyone hadn’t 
made such a mystery of it I dare- 
say I shouldn’t feel as I do. I know 
she did a great wrong to you and a 
great wrong to Arnold. I’m willing 
to acknowl^ge that. 

c.-c. I’m sure it’s very kind of you. 

ELIZABETH. But she lovcd and she 
dared. Romance is such an illusive 
thing. You read of it in books, but 
it’s seldom you see it face to face. 
I can’t help it if it thrills me. 

c.-c. I am painfully aware that the 
husband in these cases is not a ro- 
mantic object. 

ELIZABETH. She had the world at 
her feet. You were rich. She was ‘a 
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figure in society. And she gave up 
everything for love. 

c.-c. (dryly), Tm beginning to sus- 

r t it wasn't only for her sake and 
Arnold's that you asked her to 
come here. 

ELIZABETH. I seem to know her 
already. I think her face is a little 
sad, for a love like that doesn't 
leave you gay, it leaves you grave, 
but I think her pale face is unlined. 
It's like a child s. 

c.-c. My dear, how you let your 
imagination run away with you! 

ELIZABETH. I imagine her slight 
and frail. 

c.-c. Frail, certainly. 

ELIZABETH. With beautiful thin 
hands and white hair. I've pictured 
her so often in that Renaissance 
Palace that they hve in, with old 
Masters on the walls and lovely 
carved things all round, sitting in a 
black silk dress with old lace round 
her neck and old-fashioned dia- 
monds. You see, I never knew my 
mother; she died when I was a 
baby. You can't confide in aunts 
with huge families of their own. I 
want Arnold's mother to be a 
mother to me. I've got so much to 
say to her. 

c.-c. Are you happy with Arnold? 
ELIZABETH. Why shouldn't I be?'* 

I) 

<?;*€. Why haven't you got any 

l^b^? 

Give us a little time. 
^6 W only been married three 


c.-c. I wonder what Hughie is like 
now! 

ELIZABETH. Lord Porteous? 

c.-c. He wore his clothes better 
than any man in London. You 
know he'd have been Prime Min- 
ister if he'd remained in politics. 

ELIZABETH. What was he like then? 

c.-c. He was a nice-looking fellow. 
Fine horseman. I suppose there 
was something very fascinating 
about him. Yellow hair and blue 
eyes, you know. He had a very 
good figure. I liked him. I was his 
parliamentary secretary. He was 
Arnold's godfather. 

ELIZABETH. I knOW. 

c.-c. I wonder if he ever regrets! 

ELIZABETH. I Wouldn't. 

c.-c. Well, I must be strolling back 
to my cottage. 

ELIZABETH. You're not angry with 
me? 

c.-c. Not a bit. 

(She puts up her face for him to 
kiss. He kisses her on both cheeks 
and then goes out. In a moment 
TEDDiE is seen at the window.) 

TEDDiE. I saw the old blighter go. 

ELIZABETH. Come in. 

TEDDIE. Everything all right? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, quite, as far as he's 
concerned. He's going to keep out 
of the way, 

TEDDIE. Was it beastly? 
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ELIZABETH. No, he made it very 
easy for me. He's a nice old thing. 

TEDDiE. You were rather scared. 

ELIZABETH. A little. I am still. I 
don't know why. 

TEDDIE. I guessed you were. J 
thought I'd come and give you a 
little moral support. It's ripping 
here, isn't it? 

ELIZABETH. It is rather nice. 

TEDDIE. It'll be jolly to think of it 
when I'm back in the F.M.S. 

ELIZABETH. Aren't you homesick 
sometimes? 

TEDDIE. Oh, everyone is now and 
then, you know. 

ELIZABETH. You could have got a 
job in England if you'd wanted to, 
couldn't you? 

TEDDIE. Oh, but I love it out there. 
England's ripping to come back to, 
but I couldn't live here now. It's 
like a woman you're desperately in 
love with as long as you don't see 
her, but when you're with her she 
maddens you so that you can't bear 
her. 

ELIZABETH ( smiUng ) . What's 

wrong with England? 

TEDDIE. I don't think anything's 
wrong with England. I expect 
sometfiing's wrong with me. I've 
been away too long. England seems 
to me full of people doing things 
they don't want to because other 
people expect it of them. 

ELIZABETH. Isn’t that what you call 
a high degree of civilisation? 
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TEDDIE. People seem to me so in- 
sincere. When you go to parties in 
London they're all babbling about 
art, and you feel that in their hearts 
they don't care twopence about it. 
They read the books that every- 
body is talking about because they 
don't want to be out of it. In the 
F.M.S. we don't get very many 
books, and we read those we have 
over and over again. They mean 
so much to us. I don't think the 
people over there are half so clever 
as the people at home, but one 
gets to know them better. You see, 
there are so few of us that we have 
to make the best of one another. 

ELIZABETH. I imagine that frills are 
not much worn in the F.M.S. It 
must be a comfort. 

TEDDIE. It's not much good being 
pretentious where everyone knows 
exactly who you are and what your 
income is. 

ELIZABETH. I don't think you want 
too much sincerity in society. It 
would be like an iron girder in a 
house of cards. 

TEDDIE. And then, you know, the 
place is ripping. You get used to a 
blue sky and you miss it in Eng- 
land. 

ELIZABETH. What do you do with 
yourself all the time? 

TEDDIE. Oh, one works like blazes. 
You 'have to be a pretty hefty fel* 
low to be a planter. And then 
there’s ripping bathing. You know, 
it's lovely, wim palm trees all along 
the beach. And there's shooting. 
And now and then we have a littte 
dance to a gramophone. 



W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM 


372 


ELIZABETH {pretending to tease 
him), I think youVe got a young 
woman out there, Teddie. 

TEDDiE (vehemently). Oh, nol 
{She is a little taken aback by the 
earnestness of his disclaimer. There 
is a moment* s silence, then she re- 
covers herself,) 

ELIZABETH. But youll have to 
marry and settle down one of these 
days, you know. 

TEDDIE. I want to, but it*s not a 
thing you can do lightly. 

ELIZABETH. I don’t know why there 
more than elsewhere. 

TEDDIE. In England if people don’t 
get on they go their own ways and 
jog along after a fashion. In a place 
like that you’re thrown a great deal 
on your own resources. 

ELIZABETH. Of course. 

TEDDIE. Lots of girls come out be- 
cause they think they’re going to 
have a good time. But if they’re 
empty-headed, then they’re just 
faced with their own emptiness 
and they’re done. If their husbands 
can aflFord it they go home and 
settle down as grass-widows. 

ELIZABETH. I’ve met them. They 
seem to find it a very pleasant oc- 
cupation. • 

TEDDIE. It’s rotten for their 'hus- 
bands, though. 

ELIZABETH. And if the husbands 
can’t afford it? 

TEDDIE. Oh, then they tipple. 


ELIZABETH. It’s not a veiy alluring 
prospect. 

TEDDIE. But if the woman’s the 
right sort she wouldn’t exchange it 
for any life in the world. When 
all’s said and done it’s we who’ve 
made the Empire. 

ELIZABETH. What sort is the right 
sort? 

TEDDIE. A woman of courage and 
endurance and sincerity. Of course, 
it’s hopeless unless she’s in love 
with her husband. 

(He is looking at her earnestly and 
she, raising her eyes, gives him a 
long look. There is silence between 
them, ) 

TEDDIE. My house stands on the 
side of a hill, and the cocoanut 
trees wind down to the shore. 
Azaleas grow in my garden, and 
camellias, and all sorts of ripping 
flowers. And in front of me is the 
winding coast line, and then the 
blue sea. (A pause) Do you know 
that I’m awfully in love with you? 

ELIZABETH (gravely), I wasn’t 
quite sure. I wondered. 

TEDDIE. And you? (She nods 
slowly) I’ve never kissed you. 

ELIZABETH. I don’t want you to. 
( They look at one another steadily. 
They are both grave, Arnold 
comes in hurriedly,) 

ARNOLD. They’re coming, Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH (os though returning 
from a distant world). Who? 

ARNOLD (impatiently). My dear I 
My mother, of course. The car is 
just coming up the drive. 
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TEDDiE. Would you like me to clear 
out? 

ABNOLD. No, no! For goodness’ 
sake stay. 

ELIZABETH. We’d better go and 
meet them, Arnold. 

ARNOLD. No, no; I think they’d 
much better be shown in. I feel 
simply sick with nervousness. 
(anna comes in from the garden,) 

ANNA. Your guests have arrived. 

ELIZABETH. Yes, I know. 

ARNOLD. I’ve given orders that 
luncheon should be served at once. 

ELIZABETH. Why? It’s not half-past 
one already, is it? 

ARNOLD. I thought it would help. 
When you don’t know exactly what 
to say you can always eat. 

(The BUTLER comes in and an- 
nounces, ) 

BUTLER. Lady Catherine Cham- 
pion-Cheney! Lord Porteous! 

(lady kitty comes in followed by 
PORTEOUS, and the butler goes 
out, LADY KITTY is a gay little lady, 
with dyed red hair and painted 
cheeks. She is somewhat outra- 
geously dressed. She never forgets 
that she has been a pretty woman 
and she still behaves as if she were 
twenty-five, lord porteous is a 
very bald, elderly gentleman in 
loose, rather eccentric clothes. He 
is snappy and gruff. This is not at 
all the couple that Elizabeth ex- 
pected, and for a moment she 
stares at them with round, startled 
eyes, lady kitty goes up to her 
with outstretched hands.) 
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lady kitty. Elizabeth! Elizabeth! 
(She kisses her effusively) What 
an adorable creature! (Turning to 
porteous) Hughie, isn’t she ador- 
able? 

PORTEOUS (with a grunt). Ugh! 
(ELIZABETH, Smiling now, turns to 
him and gives him her hand.) 

ELIZABETH. How d’you do? 

PORTEOUS. Damnable road you’ve 
got down here. How d’you do, my 
dear? Why d’you have such dam- 
nable roads in England? 

(lady kitty’s eyes fall on teddie 
and she goes up to him with her 
arms thrown back, prepared to 
throw them round him.) 

LADY KITTY. My boy, my boy! I 
should have known you anywhere! 

ELIZABETH (hastily). That’s Ar- 
nold. 

LADY KITTY (without a moment* s 
hesitation). The image of his 
father! I should have known him 
anywhere! (She throws her arms 
round his neck) My boy, my boy! 

PORTEOUS (with a grunt). Ugh! 

LADY KITTY. Tell me, would you 
have known me again? Have I 
changed? 

ARNOLD. I was only five, you know, 
when—when you . . . 

ladV KITTY (emotionally). I re- 
member as if it was yesterday. I 
went up into your room. (With a 
sudden change of manner) By the 
way, I always thought that nurse 
drank. Did you ever find out if 
she really did? 
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PORTEOUS. How the devil can you 
expect him to know that, Kitty? 

LADY KITTY. You ve ncvcr had a 
child, Hughie; how can you tell 
what they know and what they 
don’t? 

ELIZABETH (coming to the rescue) » 
This is Arnold, Lord Porteous. 

PORTEOUS (shaking hands with 
him). How dyou do? I knew your 
father. 

ARNOLD. Yes. 
i»ORTEOus. Alive still? 

ARNOLD. Yes. 

PORTEOUS. He must be getting on. 
Is he well? 

ARNOLD. Very. 

PORTEOUS. Ugh! Takes care of him- 
self, I suppose. Tm not at all well. 
This damned climate doesn’t agree 
with me. 

ELIZABETH (tO LADY KITTY ) . This 
is Mrs. Shenstone. And this is Mr. 
Luton. I hope you don’t mind a 
very small party. 

LADY KITTY (shaking hands with 
ANNA and teddie). Oh, no, I shall 
enjoy it. I used to give enormous 
parties here. Political, you know. 
How nice you’ve made this room! 

ELIZABETH. Oh, that’s Arnold! 

ARNOLD (nervously): D’you like 
tins chair? I’ve just bought it. It’s 
exactly my period. 

l^BTEOus (bluntly). It’s a fake. 


ARNOLD (indignantly). I don’t 
think it is for a minute. 

PORTEOUS. The legs are not right. 

ARNOLD. I don’t know hbw you 
can say that. If there is anything 
right about it, it’s the legs. 

LADY KITTY. I’m sure they’re right. 

PORTEOUS. You know nothing what- 
ever about it, Kitty. 

LADY KITTY. That’s what you think. 
I think it’s a beautiful chair. Hep- 
plewhite? 

ARNOLD. No, Sheraton. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, I know. "The 
School for Scandal.” 

PORTEOUS. Sheraton, my dear. Sher- 
aton. 

LADY KITTY. Yes, that’s what I say. 
I acted the screen scene at some 
amateur theatricals in Florence, 
and Ermeto Novelli, the great Ital- 
ian tragedian, told me he’d never 
seen a Lady Teazle like me. 

PORTEOUS. Ugh! 

LADY KITTY (tO ELIZABETH). Do 
you act? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, I couldn’t. I should 
be too nervous. 

LADY KITTY. I’m never nervous. 
I’m a bom actress. Of course, if I 
had my time over again I’d go on 
the stage. You know, it’s extraor- 
dinary how they keep young. Ac- 
tresses, I mean. I think it’s because 
they’re always playing di£Ferent 
parts. Hughie, do you think Arnold 
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takes after me or after his father? 
Of course I think he’s the very 
image of me. Arnold, I think I 
ought to tell you that I was re- 
ceived into the Catholic Church 
last winter. Td been thinking about 
it for years, and last time we were 
at Monte Carlo I met such a nice 
monsignore. I told him what my 
dijBSculties were and he was too 
wonderful. I knew Hughie would- 
n’t approve, so I kept it a secret. 
(To ELIZABETH) Are you interested 
in religion? I think it’s too won- 
derful. We must have a long talk 
about it one of these days. (Point- 
ing to her frock) Callot? 

ELIZABETH. No, Worth. 

LADY KITTY. I knew it was either 
Worth or Callot. Of course, it’s line 
that’s the important thing. I go to 
Worth myself, and I always say to 
him, “Line, my dear Worth, line.” 
What is the matter, Hughie? 

PORTEOus. These new teeth of mine 
are so damned uncomfortable. 

LADY KITTY. Men are extraordinary. 
They can’t stand the smallest dis- 
comfort. Why, a woman’s life is 
uncomfortable from the moment 
she gets up in the morning till the 
moment she goes to bed at night. 
And d’you think it’s comfortable to 
sleep with a mask on your face? 

PORTEOUS. They don’t seem to hold 
up properly. 

LADY KITTY. Well, that’s not the 
fault of your teeth. That’s the fault 
of your gums. 

PORTEOUS. Damned rotten dentist. 
That’s what’s the matter. 
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LADY KITTY. I thou^t he was a 
very nice dentist. He told me my 
teeth would last till I was fifty. 
He has a Chinese room. It’s so in- 
teresting; while he scrapes your 
teeth he tells you all about the 
dear Empress Dowager. Are you 
interested in China? I think it’s too 
wonderful. You know they’ve cut 
off their pigtails. I think it’s such 
a pity. They were so picturesque. 
(The BUTLER comes in.) 

BUTLER. Luncheon is served, sir. 

ELIZABETH. Would you like to see 
your rooms? 

PORTEOUS. We can see our rooms 
after luncheon. 

LADY KITTY. I must powder my 
nose, Hughie. 

PORTEOUS. Powder it down here. 

LADY KITTY. I never saw anyone 
so inconsiderate. 

PORTEOUS. You’ll keep us all wait- 
ing half an hour. I know you. 

LADY KITTY (fumbling in her bag). 
Oh, well, peace at any price, as 
Lord Beaconsfield said. 

PORTEOUS. He said a lot of damned 
silly things, Kitty, but he never 
said that. 

(lady kitty’s face changes. Per- 
plexity is followed by dismay, and 
dismay by consternation,) 

LADY kitty. Ohl 

ELIZABETH. What is the matter? 

LADY KITTY (wUh anguish) , My 
lip-stickl 
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ELIZABETH. Can't you find it? 

LADY KITTY. I had it in the car. 
Hughie, you remember that I had 
it in the car. 

PORTEOUS. I don’t remember any- 
thing about it. 

LADY KITTY. Don’t be so stupid, 
Hughie. Why, when we came 
through the gates I said: ‘‘My 
home, my home!” and I took it out 
and put some on my lips. 

ELIZABETH. Perhaps you dropped it 
in the car. 

LADY KITTY. For heaven’s sake send 
some one to look for it. 

ARNOLD, ril ring. 

LADY KITTY. I’m absolutely lost 
without my lip-stick. Lend me 
yours, darling, will you? 

ELIZABETH. I’m awfully sorry. I’m 
afraid I haven’t got one. 

LADY KITTY. Do you mean to say 
you don’t use a lip-stick? 

ELIZABETH. Never. 

PORTEOUS. Look at her lips. What 
the devil d’you think she wants 
muck like that for? 

LADY KITTY. Oh, my dear, what a 
mistake you make! You must use 
a lip-stick. It’s so good for the lips. 
Men like it, you know. I couldn’t 
Iwe without a lip-stick. 
(CHAMPION-CHENEY appears at the 
window holding in his upstretched 
hand a little gold case,) 

C.-C. {as he comes in). Has any- 
one here lost a diminutive utensil 


containing, unless I am mistaken, 
a favourite preparation for the 
toilet? 

(ARNOLD and ELIZABETH avc thuu- 

derstruck at his appearance and 
even teddie and anna are taken 
aback. But lady kitty is over- 
joyed.) 

LADY KITTY. My lip-stick! 

C.-C. I found it in the drive and 
I ventured to bring it in. 

LADY KITTY. It’s Saint Antony. I 
said a little prayer to him when I 
was hunting in my bag. 

PORTEOUS. Saint Antony be blowed! 
It’s Clive, by God! 

LADY KITTY {startled, her attention 
suddenly turning from the lip- 
stick), Clive! 

C.-C. You didn’t recognise me. It’s 
many years since we met. 

LADY KITTY. My poor Clivc, your 
hair has gone quite white! 

C.-C. {holding out his hand), I 
hope you had a pleasant journey 
down from London. 

LADY KITTY ( offering him her 
cheek). You may kiss me, Clive. 

C.-C. (kissing her). You don’t mind, 
Hughie? 

PORTEOUS {with a grunt). Ugh! 

C.-C. {going up to him cordially). 
And how are you, my dear Hughie? 

PORTEOUS. Damned rheumatic if 
you want to know. Filthy climate 
you have in this country. 
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c.-c. Aren’t you going to shake 
hands with me, Hughie? 

PORTEOUS. I have no objection to 
shaking hands with you. 

c.-c. You ve aged, my poor Hughie. 

PORTEOUS. Some one was asking 
me how old you were the other 
day. 

c.-c. Were they surprised when 
you told them? 

PORTEOUS. Surprised! They won- 
dered you weren’t dead. 

(The BUTLER comes in.) 

BUTLER. Did you ring, sir? 

ARNOLD. No. Oh, yes, I did. It 
doesn’t matter now. 

c.-c. (as the butler is going). One 
moment. My dear Elizabeth, I’ve 
come to throw myself on your 
mercy. My servants are busy with 
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their own aflFairs. There’s not a 
thing for me to eat in my cottage. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, but we shall be 
delighted if you’ll lunch with us. 

c.-c. It either means that or my 
immediate death from starvation. 
You don’t mind, Arnold? 

ARNOLD. My dear father! 

ELIZABETH (tO the BUTLER ). Mr. 
Cheney will lunch here. 

BUTLER. Very good, ma’am. 

c.-c. (to LADY kitty). And what 
do you think of Arnold? 

LADY KITTY. I adore him. 

c.-c. He’s grown, hasn’t he? But 
then you’d expect him to do that 
in thirty years. 

ARNOLD. For God’s sake let’s go in 
to lunch, Elizabeth! 


ACT TWO 


The Scene is the same as in the preceding Act. 

It is afternoon. When the curtain rises porteous and lady kitty, anna 
and teddie are playing bridge. Elizabeth and champion-chaney are 
watching, porteous and lady kitty are partners. 


c.-c. When will Arnold be back, 
Elizabeth? • 

ELIZABETH. Soon, I think. 

c.-c. Is he addressing a meeting? 

ELIZABETH. No, it’s Only a confer- 
ence with his agent and one or two 
constituents. 


PORTEOUS (irritably). How anyonf^ 
can be expected to play bridge 
when people are shouting at thr 
top of their voices all round them^ 
I for one cannot understand. 

ELIZABETH (smilifig) . Tm so sorry, 

anna. I can see your hand. Lord 
Porteous. 
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PORTEOUS. It may help you. 

LADY KITTY. Ive told you over and 
over again to hold your cards up. 
It ruins ones game when one can’t 
help seeing ones opponent’s hand. 

PORTEOUS. One isn’t obliged to 
look. 

LADY KITTY. What was Arnold’s 
majority at the last election? 

ELIZABETH. Seven hundred and 
something. 

c.-c. He’ll have to fight for it if he 
wants to keep his seat next time. 

PORTEOUS. Are we playing bridge, 
or talking politics? 

LADY KITTY. I never find that con« 
versation interferes with my game. 

PORTEOUS. You certainly play no 
worse when you talk than when 
you hold your tongue. 

LADY KITTY. I think that’s a very 
offensive thing to say, Hughie. Just 
because I don’t play the same game 
as you do you think I can’t play. 

PORTEOUS. I’m glad you acknowl- 
edge it’s not the same game as I 
play. But why in God’s name do 
you call it bridge? 

c.-c. I agree with Kitty. I hate 
people who play bridge as though 
they were at a funeral and knew 
their feet were getting wet. 

PORTEOUS. Of course you take 
Kitty’s part. 

ZADY KITTY. That’s the least he 

0m do. 


c.-c. I have a naturally cheerful 
disposition. 

PORTEOUS. You’ve never had any- 
thing to sour it. 

LADY KITTY. I don’t know what you 
mean by that, Hughie. 

PORTEOUS {trying to contain him- 
self) » Must you trump my ace? 

LADY KITTY {innoccntly) . Oh, was 
that your ace, darling? 

PORTEOUS {furiously). Yes, it was 
my ace. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, Well, it was the 
only trump I had. I shouldn’t have 
made it anyway. 

PORTEOUS. You needn’t have told 
them that. Now she knows exactly 
what I’ve got. 

LADY KITTY. She knew before. 

PORTEOUS. How could she know? 

LADY KITTY. She Said she’d seen 
your hand. 

ANNA. Oh, I didn’t. I said I could 
see it. 

LADY KITTY. Well, I naturally sup- 
posed that if she could see it she 
did. 

PORTEOUS. Really, Kitty, you have 
the most extt^iordinary ideas. 

c.-c. Not at all. If anyone is such 
a fool as to show me his hand, of 
course I look at it. 

PORTEOUS {fuming). If you study 
the etiquette of bridge, you’ll dis- 
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cover that onlookers are expected 
not to interfere with the game. 

c.-c. My dear Hughie, this is a 
matter of ethics, not of bridge. 

AN^A. Anyhow, I get the game. 
And rubber. 

TEDDiE. I claim a revoke. 
PORTEOUS. Who revoked? 

TEDDIE. You did. 

PORTEOUS. Nonsense. IVe never re- 
voked in my life. 

TEDDIE. ril show you. (He turns 
over the tricks to show the faces 
of the cards) You threw away a 
club on the third heart trick and 
you had another heart. 

PORTEOUS. I never had more than 
two hearts. 

TEDDIE. Oh, yes, you had. Look 
here. That's the card you played on 
the last trick but one. 

LADY KITTY (delighted to catch him 
out). There's no doubt about it, 
Hughie. You revoked. 

PORTEOUS. I tell you I did not re- 
voke. I never revoke. 

c.-c. You did, Hughie. I wondered 
what on earth you were doing. 

PORTEOUS. I don't know how any- 
one can be expected not to revoke 
when there's this confounded chat- 
ter going on all the time. 

i!Bi>DiE. Well, that's another hun- 

dAd to us.. 
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PORTEOUS (to CHAMPION-CHENEY), 
I wish you wouldn't breathe down 
my neck. I never can play bridge 
when there's somebody breathing 
down my neck. 

(The party have risen from the 
bridge-table, and they scatter about 
the room.) 

ANNA. Well, I'm going to take a 
book and lie down in the hammock 
till it's time to dress. 

TEDDIE (who has been adding up). 
I'll put it down in the book, shall 
I? 

PORTEOUS (who has not moved, 
setting out the cards for a pa- 
tience). Yes, yes, put it down. I 
never revoke, (anna goes out.) 

LADY KITTY. Would you like to 
come for a little stroll, Hughie? 

PORTEOUS. What for? 

LADY KITTY. Exercise. 

PORTEOUS. I hate exercise. 

c.-c. (looking at the patience). The 
seven goes on the eight. 

(PORTEOUS takes no notice.) 

LADY KITTY. The scveii goes on the 
eight, Hughie. 

PORTEOUS. I don't choose to put the 
seven on the eight. 

c.-c. That knave goes on the queen 

PORTEOUS. I’m not blind, thanls 
you. 

LADY KITTY. The three goes on the 
four. 

c.-c. All these go over. 



W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM 


580 

poRTEOus (furiously). Am I play* 
ing this patience, or are you play- 
ing it? 

LADY KITTY. But youre missing 
everything. 

PORTEOUS. That s my business. 

c.-c. It s no good losing your tem- 
per over it, Hughie. 

PORTEOUS. Go away, both of you. 
You irritate me. 

LADY KITTY. We were only trying 
to help you, Hughie. 

PORTEOUS. I don’t want to be 
helped. I want to do it by myself. 

LADY KITTY. I think your manners 
are perfectly deplorable, Hughie. 

70RTEOUS. It’s simply maddening 
when you’re playing patience and 
people won’t leave you alone. 

c.-c. We won’t say another word. 

PORTEOUS. That three goes. I be- 
lieve it’s coming out. If I’d been 
such a fool as to put that seven up 
I shouldn’t have been able to bring 
these down. (He puts down sev- 
eral cards while they watch him 
silently. ) 

LADY KITTY and C.-C. (together). 
The four goes on the five. 

PORTEOUS (throwing down'" the 
cards violently). Damn you' why 
don’t you leave me alone? It’s in- 
tolerable. 

c.-c. It was coming out, my dear 
fellow. 


PORTEOUS. I know it was coming 
out. Confound you! 

LADY KITTY. How petty you are, 
Hughiel 

PORTEOUS. Petty, be damnedi I’ve 
told you over and over again that 
I will not be interfered with when 
I’m playing patience. 

LADY KITTY. Don’t talk to me like 
that, Hughie. 

PORTEOUS. I shall talk to you as I 
please. 

LADY KITTY (beginning to cry). 
Oh, you brute! You brute! (She 
flings out of the room.) 

PORTEOUS. Oh, damn! now she’s 
going to cry. 

(He shambles out into the garden. 

CHAMPION-CHENEY, ELIZABETH and 
TEDDiE are left alone. There is a 
moment* s pause, champion- 
CHENEY looks from TEDDIE tO ELIZ- 
ABETH, with an ironical smile.) 

c.-c. Upon my soul, they might be 
married. They frip so much. 

ELIZABETH (frigidly). It’s been nice 
of you to come here so often since 
they arrived. It’s helped to make 
things easy. 

c.-c. Irony? It’s a rhetorical form 
not much favoured in this blessed 
plot, this earth, this realm, this 
England. « 

ELIZABETH. What exactly are you 
getting at? 

c.-c. How slangy the young women 
of the present day are! I suppose 
the fact that Arnold is a purist 
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leads you to the contrary extrava^ 
gance. 

ELIZABETH. Anyhow you know 
what I mean. 

c.-c. (with a smile). I have a dim, 
groping suspicion. 

ELIZABETH. You promised to keep 
away. Why did you come back the 
moment they arrived? 

c.-c. Curiosity, my dear child. A 
surely pardonable curiosity. 

ELIZABETH. And sincc then you’ve 
been here all the time. You don’t 
generally favour us with so much 
of your company when you’re 
down at your cottage. 

c.-c. I’ve been excessively amused. 

ELIZABETH. It has struck me that 
whenever they started fripping you 
took n malicious pleasure in goad- 
ing them on. 

c.-c. I don’t think there’s much 
love lost between them now, do 
you? 

(teddie is making as though to 
leave the room.) 

ELIZABETH. Don’t go, Teddie. 

c.-c. No, please don’t. I’m only 
staying a minute. We were talking 
about Lady Kitty just before she 
arrived. (To Elizabeth) Do you 
remember? The pale, frail lady in 
black satin and old Idfce. 

ELIZABETH (with a chuckle) , You 
are a devil, you know. 

c.-c. Ah, well, he’s always had the 
reputation of being a humorist and 
a gentleman. 
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ELIZABETH. Did you expect her to 
be like that, poor dear? 

c.-c. My dear child, I hadn’t the 
vaguest idea. You were asking me 
the other day what she was like 
when she ran away. I didn’t tell 
you half. She was so gay and so 
natural. Who would have thought 
that animation would turn into 
such frivolity, and that charming 
impulsiveness lead to such a ridic- 
ulous ajffectation? 

ELIZABETH. It rather sets my nerves 
on edge to hear the way you talk 
of her. 

c.-c. It’s the truth that sets your 
nerves on edge, not I. 

ELIZABETH. You loved her once. 
Have you no feeling for her at all? 

c.-c. None. Why should I? 

ELIZABETH. She’s the mother of 
your son. 

c.-c. My dear child, you have a 
charming nature, as simple, frank, 
and artless as hers was. Don’t let 
pure humbug obscure your com- 
mon sense. 

ELIZABETH. We have no right to 
judge. She’s only been here two 
days. We know nothing about her. 

c.-c. My dear, her soul is as thickly 
rouged as her face. She hasn’t an 
emotion that’s sincere. She’s tinsel. 
You*think I’m a cruel, cynical old 
man. Why, when I think of what 
she was, if I didn’t laugh at what 
she has become I should cry. 

ELIZABETH. How do you know she. 
wouldn’t be iust the same now if 
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«he'd remained your wife? Do you 
think your influence would have 
had such a salutary effect on her? 

c.-c. (good-humouredly), I like 
you when you're bitter and rather 
Insolent. 

ELIZABETH. D'you like me enough 
to answer my question? 

c.-c. She was only twenty-seven 
when she went away. She might 
have become anything. She might 
have become the woman you ex- 
pected her to be. There are very 
few of us who are strong enough 
to make circumstances serve us. 
We are the creatures of our en- 
vironment. She's a silly, worthless 
Woman because she's led a silly. 
Worthless life. 

ELIZABETH (disturbed). You're hor- 
rible today. 

c.-c. I don't say it's I who could 
have prevented her from becoming 
this ridiculous caricature of a pretty 
woman grown old. But life could. 
Here she would have had the 
friends fit to her station, and a de- 
cent activity, and worthy interests. 
Ask her what her life has been all 
these years among divorced women 
and kept women and the men who 
consort with them. There is no 
more lamentable pursuit than a life 
of pleasure. 

ELIZABETH. At all events she loved 
and she loved greatly. I have only 
pity and affection for her. * 

c.*c. And if she loved what d'you 
think she felt when she saw that 
she had ruined Hughie? Look at 
He was tight last night after 
r and tight the night before. 


ELIZABETH. I knOW. 

c.-c. And she took it as a matter 
of course. How long do you sup- 
pose he's been getting tight every 
night? Do you think he was like 
that thirty years ago? Can you 
imagine that that was a brilliant 
young man, whom everyone ex- 
pected to be Prime Minister? Look 
at him now. A grumpy sodden old 
fellow with false teeth. 

ELIZABETH. You have false teeth, 
too. 

c.-c. Yes, but damn it all, they fit. 
She's ruined him and she knows 
she's ruined him. 

ELIZABETH (looking ot him suspi- 
ciously), Why are you saying all 
this to me? 

c.-c. Am I hurting your feelings? 

ELIZABETH. I think I've had enough 
for the present. 

c.-c. I’ll go and have a look at the 
gold-fish. I want to see Arnold 
when he comes in. (Politely) I'm 
afraid we've been boring Mr. Lu- 
ton. 

TEDDIE. Not at all. 

c.-c. When are you going back to 
the F.M.S.? 

TEDDIE. In about a month. 

c.-c. I see. (He goes out,) 

ELIZABETH. I wonder what he has 
at the back of his head. 

TEDDIE. D'you think he was talking 
at you? 
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ELIZABETH. Hc's as clever as a bag- 
ful of monkeys. 

(There is a moment* s pause, teddie 
hesitates a little and when he 
speaks it is in a different tone. He 
is grave and somewhat nervous.) 

TEDDIE. It seems very difficult to 
get a few minutes alone with you. 
I wonder if you ve been making it 
difficult? 

ELIZABETH. I Wanted to think. 

TEDDIE. I Ve made up my mind to 
go away tomorrow. 

ELIZABETH. Why? 

TEDDIE. I want you altogether or 
not at all 

ELIZABETH. You’re so arbitrary. 

TEDDIE. You said you— you said you 
cared for me. 

ELIZABETH. I do. 

TEDDIE. Do you mind if we talk it 
over now? 

ELIZABETH. No. 

TEDDIE (frowning). It makes me 
feel rather shy and awkward. IVe 
repeated to myself over and over 
again exactly what I want to say 
to you, and now all Td prepared 
seems rather footling. 

ELIZABETH. I m SO afraid Im going 
to cry. 

TEDDIE. I feel its all so tremen- 
dously serious and I think we 
ought to keep emotion out of it. 
You're rather emotional, aren't 
you? 
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ELIZABETH (half smiUng and half 
in tears). So are you for the matter 
of that. 

TEDDIE. That's why I wanted to 
have everything I meant to say to 
you cut and dried. I think it would 
be awfully unfair if I made love 
to you and all that sort of thing, 
and you were carried away. I wrote 
it all down and thought I’d send 
it to you as a letter. 

ELIZABETH. Why didn't you? 

TEDDIE. I got the wind up. A letter 
seems so— so cold. You see, I love 
you so awfully. 

ELIZABETH. For goodness' sake 
don't say that. 

TEDDIE. You mustn't cry. Please 
don’t, or I shall go all to pieces. 

ELIZABETH (trying to smile). I'm 
sorry. It doesn't mean anything 
really. It's only tears running out 
of my eyes. 

TEDDIE. Our only chance is to be 
awfully matter-of-fact. 

(He stops for a moment. He finds 
it quite difficult to control himself. 
He clears his throat. He frowns 
with annoyance at himself.) 

ELIZABETH. What's the matter? 

TEDDIE, I’ve got a sort of lump in 
my throat. It is idiotic. I think I'll 
have a cigarette. ( She watches him 
in silence while he lights a cigar- 
ette) You see, I've never been in 
love with anyone before, not really. 
It's knocked me endways. I don't 
know how I can live without you 
now. . . . Does that old fool know 
I’m in love with you? 
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ELIZABETH. I think so. 

TEDDiE. When he was talking about 
Lady Kitty smashing up Lord Por- 
teous^ career I thought there was 
something at the back of it. 

ELIZABETH. I think he was trying 
to persuade me not to smash up 
yours. 

TEDDIE. Tm sure that s very consid- 
erate of him, but I don’t happen 
to have one to smash. I wish I had. 
Its the only time in my life IVe 
wished I were a hell of a swell so 
that I could chuck it all and show 
you how much more you are to me 
than anything else in the world. 

SLiZABETH (affectionately). You’re 
a dear old thing, Teddie. 

TEDDIE. You know, I don’t really 
know how to make love, but if I 
did I couldn’t do it now because I 
just want to be absolutely practical. 

ELIZABETH (chaffing him), I’m glad 
you don’t know how to make love. 
It would be almost more than I 
could bear. 

TEDDIE. You see. I’m not at all ro- 
mantic and that sort of thing. I’m 
just a common or garden business 
man. All this is so dreadfully se- 
rious and I think we ought to be 
sensible. 

ELIZABETH (with a break in her 
voice). You owll 

• 

TEDDIE. No, Elizabeth, don’t say 
things like that to me. I want you 
to consider all the pros and cons, 
and my heart’s thumping against 
my chest, and you know I love you, 
1 love you, I love you. 


ELIZABETH (in a sigh of passion) c 
Oh, my precious! 

TEDDIE (impatiently, hut with him- 
self, rather than with Elizabeth). 
Don’t be idiotic, Elizabeth. I’m not 
going to tell you that I can’t live 
without you and a lot of muck like 
that. You know that you mean 
everything in the world to me. (Al- 
most giving it up as a bad job) 
Oh, my God! 

ELIZABETH (her voice faltering), 
D’you think there’s anything you 
can say to me that I don’t know 
already? 

TEDDIE (desperately). But I have- 
n’t said a single thing I wanted to. 
I’m a business man and I want to 
put it all in a business way, if you 
understand what I mean. 

ELIZABETH (smiUng) , I don’t be- 
lieve you’re a very good business 
man. 

TEDDIE (sharply). You don’t know 
what you’re t^ing about. I’m a 
first-rate business man, but some- 
how this is different. (Hopelessly) 
I don’t know why it won’t go right. 

ELIZABETH. What are we going to 
do about it? 

TEDDIE. You see, it’s not just be- 
cause you’re awfully pretty that I 
love you. I’d love you just as much 
if you were old and ugly. It’s you 
I love, not what you look like. And 
it’s not only love; love be blowed! 
It’s that I like you so tremendously. 
I think you’re such a ripping good 
sort. I just want to be wim you. 
I feel so jolly and happy jult to 
think you’re there. I’m so awfully 
fond of you. 
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ELIZABETH (laughing through her 
tears). I don’t know if this is your 
idea of introducing a business 
proposition. 

TEDDiE. Damn you, you won’t let 
me. 

ELIZABETH. You said "Damn you.” 

TEDDIE. I meant it. 

ELIZABETH. Your voice sounded as 
if you meant it, you perfect duck! 

TEDDIE. Really, Elizabeth, you’re 
intolerable. 

ELIZABETH. I’m doing nothing. 

TEDDIE. Yes, you are, you’re put- 
ting me off my blow. What I want 
to say is perfectly simple. I’m a 
very ordinary business man. 

ELIZABETH. You’vc said that before. 

TEDDIE (angrily). Shut up. I have- 
n’t got a bob besides what I earn. 
I’ve got no position. I’m nothing. 
You’re rich and you’re a big pot 
and you’ve got everything that 
anyone can want. It’s awful cheek 
my saying anything to you at all. 
But after all there’s only one thing 
that really matters in the world, 
and that’s love. I love you. Chuck 
all this, Elizabeth, and come to me. 

ELIZABETH. Are you cross with me? 

TEDDIE. Furious. 

ELIZABETH. Darlingl 

TEDDIE. If you don’t want me tell 
me so at once and let me get out 
quickly. 
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ELIZABETH. Teddie, nothing in the 
world matters anything to me but 
you. I’ll go wherever you take me. 
I love you. 

TEDDIE (all to pieces). Oh, my 
God! 

ELIZABETH. Does it mean as much 
to you as that? Oh, Teddie! 

TEDDIE (trying to control himself). 
Don’t be a fool, Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH. It’s you’re the fool. 
You’re making me cry. 

TEDDIE. You’re so damned emo- 
tional. 

ELIZABETH. Damned emotional 
yourself. I’m sure you’re a rotten 
business man. 

TEDDIE. I don’t care what you 
think. You’ve made me so awfully 
happy. I say, what a lark life’s 
going to be! 

ELIZABETH. Teddie, you are an 
angel. 

TEDDIE. Let’s get out quick. It’s no 
good wasting time. Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH. What? 

TEDDIE. Nothing. I just like to say 
Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH. You fooll 
TEDDIE. I say, can you shoot? 
ELIZABETH. No. 

TEDDIE. Ill teach you. You don’t 
know how ripping it is to start out 
from your camp at dawn and travel 
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through the jtmgle. And you’re so 
tired at nignt and the sky’s all 
starry. It’s a fair treat. Of course 
I didn’t want to say anything about 
all that till you’d decided. I’d made 
up my mind to be absolutely prac- 
tical. 

ELIZABETH (chafing him). The 
only practical thing you said was 
that love is the only thing that 
really matters. 

TEDDiE (happily). Pull the other 
leg next time, will you? I should 
have to have one longer than the 
other. 

ELIZABETH. Isn’t it fun being in 
love with some one who’s in love 
with you? 

TEDDIE. I say, I think I’d better 
clear out at once, don’t you? It 
seems rather rotten to stay on in— in 
this house. 

ELIZABETH. You Can’t go tonight. 
There’s no train. 

TEDDIE. I’ll go tomorrow. I’ll wait 
in London till you’re ready to join 
me. 

ELIZABETH. I’m not going to leave 
a note on the pin-cushion like Lady 
Kitty, you know. I’m going to tell 
Arnold. 

TEDDIE. Are you? Don’t you think 
there’ll be an awful bother? 

ELIZABETH. I must face it. I should 
hate to be sly and deceitful. 

TEDDIE. Well, then, let’s face it to- 
gether. 

JBILIZABETH. No, I’ll talk to Arnold 
by^myself. 


TEDDIE. You won’t let anyone in- 
fluence you? 

ELIZABETH. No. 

(He holds out his hand and she 
takes it. They look into one an- 
other s eyes with grave, almost sol- 
emn affection. There is the sound 
outside of a car driving up,) 

ELIZABETH. Thcrc’s the car. Ar- 
nold’s come back. I must go and 
bathe my eyes. I don’t want them 
to see I’ve been crying. 

TEDDIE. All right. (As she is going) 
Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH (stopping). What? 

TEDDIE. Bless you. 

ELIZABETH ( affectionately ) , Idiotl 
(She goes out of the door and ted- 
DiE through the French window 
into the garden. For an instant the 
room is empty. Arnold comes in. 
He sits down and takes some 
papers out of his despatch-case, 
LADY KITTY enters. He gets up,) 

LADY KITTY. I saw you comc in. Oh, 
my dear, don’t get up. There’s no 
reason why you should be so dread- 
fully polite to me. 

ARNOLD. I’ve just rung for a cup 
of tea. 

LADY KITTY. Perhaps we shall have 
the chance o{ a little talk. We don’t 
seem to have had five minutes by 
ourselves. I want to make your 
acquaintance, you know. 

ARNOLD. 1 should like you to know 
that it’s not by my wish that my 
father is here. 
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lady kitty. But Im so interested 
to see him. 

ARNOLD. I was afraid that you and 
Lord Porteous must find it embar- 
rassing. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, no. Hughie was 
his greatest friend. They were at 
Eton and Oxford together. I think 
your father has improved so much 
since I saw him last. He wasn’t 
good-looking as a young man, but 
now he’s quite handsome. 

(The FOOTMAN brings in a tray on 
which are tea-things.) 

LADY KITTY. Shall I pour it out for 
you? 

ARNOLD. Thank you very much. 

LADY KITTY. Do you take sugar? 

ARNOLD. No. I gave it up during 
the war. 

LADY KITTY. So wise of you. It’s so 
bad for the figure. Besides being 
patriotic, of course. Isn’t it absurd 
that I should ask my son if he takes 
sugar or not? Life is really very 
quaint. Sad, of course, but oh, so 
quainti Often I lie in bed at night 
and have a good laugh to myself 
as I think how quaint life is. 

ARNOLD. I’m afraid I’m a very se- 
rious person. 

LADY KITTY. How old .^re you now, 
Arnold? 

ARNOLD. Thirty-five. 

LADY KITTY. Are you really? Of 
course, I was a child when I mar- 
ried your father. 
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ARNOLD. Really. He always told me 
you were twenty-two. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, what nonsenscl 
Why, I was married out of the 
nursery. I put my hair up for the 
first time on my wedding-day. 

ARNOLD. Where is Lord Porteous? 

LADY KITTY. My dear, it sounds too 
absurd to hear you call him Lord 
Porteous. Why don’t you call him— 
Uncle Hughie? 

ARNOLD. He doesn’t happen to bfy 
my uncle. 

LADY KITTY. No, but he’s your god« 
father. You know. I’m sure you’ll 
like him when you know him bet- 
ter. I’m so hoping that you and 
Elizabeth will come and stay with 
us in Florence. I simply adore Eliz- 
abeth. She’s too beautiful. 

ARNOLD. Her hair is very pretty. 

LADY KITTY. It’s not touched up, 
is it? 

ARNOLD. Oh, no. 

LADY KITTY. I just wondered. It’s 
rather a coincidence that her hair 
should be the same colour as mine. 
I suppose it shows that your father 
and you are attracted by just the 
same thing. So interesting, hered^ 
ity, isn’t it? 

ARNOLD. Very. 

LADY KITTY. Of course, since I 
joined the Catholic Church I don’t 
believe in it any more. Darwin and 
all that sort of thing. Too dreadful, 
Wicked, you know. Besides, it’s no\ 
very good form, is it? 
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(cHAMPioN-CHENEY cotnes in from 
the garden.) 

c.-c. Do I intrude? 

LADY KITTY. Come in, Clive. Ar- 
nold and I have been having such 
a wonderful heart-to-heart talk. 

c.-c. Very nice. 

ARNOLD. Father, I stepped in for a 
moment at the Harveys’ on my 
way back. It’s simply criminal what 
they’re doing with that house. 

c.-c. What are they doing? 

ARNOLD. It’s an almost perfect 
Georgian house and they’ve got a 
lot of dreadful Victorian furniture. 
I gave them my ideas on the sub- 
ject, but it’s quite hopeless. They 
said they were attached to their 
furniture. 

c.-c. Arnold should have been an 
interior decorator. 

LADY KITTY. He has wonderful 
taste. He gets that from me. 

ARNOLD. I suppose I have a certain 
flair. 1 have a passion for decorat- 
ing houses. 

LADY KITTY. You’ve made this one 
charming. 

c.-c. D’you remember, we just had 
chintzes and comfortable chairs 
when we lived here, Kitty. 

LADY KITTY. Perfectly hideous, 
wasn’t it? 

c.-c. In those days gentlemen and 
Jadies were not expected to have 
taste. 


ARNOLD. You know, I’ve been look- 
ing at this chair again. Since Lord 
Porteous said the legs weren’t right 
I’ve been very uneasy. 

LADY KITTY. He Only said that be- 
cause he was in a bad temper. 

c.-c. His temper seems to me very 
short these days, Kitty. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, it is. 

ARNOLD. You feel he knows what 
he’s talking about. I gave seventy- 
five pounds for that chair. I’m very 
seldom taken in. I always think if 
a thing’s right you feel it. 

c.-c. Well, don’t let it disturb your 
night’s rest. 

ARNOLD. But, my dear father, that’s 
just what it does. I had a most hor- 
rible dream about it last night, 

LADY KITTY. Here is Hughie. 

ARNOLD. I’m going to fetch a book 
I have on Old English furniture. 
There’s an illustration of a chair 
which is almost identical with this 
one. 

(porteous comes in.) 

PORTEOUS. Quite a family gather- 
ing, by George! 

c.-c. I was thinking just now we’d 
make a very pleasing picture of a 
typical English home. 

f 

ARNOLD. I’ll be back in five min- 
utes. There’s something I want to 
show you. Lord Porteous. (He goes 
out.) 

c.-c. Would you like to play piquet 
with me, Hughie? 
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PORTEOUS. Not particularly. 

c.-c. You were never much of a 
piquet player, were you? 

PORTEOUS. M) dear Clive, you 
people don't Imow what piquet is 
in England. 

c.-c. Let s have a game then. You 
may make money. 

PORTEOUS. I don’t want to play 
with you. 


c.-c. Well, you did run away with 
my wife, didn’t you? 

LADY KITTY. Now, don’t let’s go 
into ancient history. I can’t see why 
we shouldn’t all be friends. 

PORTEOUS. I beg you not to inter- 
fere, Kitty. 

LADY KITTY. I’m Very fond of Clive. 

PORTEOUS. You never cared two 
straws for Clive. You only say that 
to irritate me. 


LADY KITTY. I don’t know why not, 
Hughie. 

PORTEOUS. Let me tell you that I 
don’t like your manner. 

c.-c. I’m sorry for that. I’m afraid 
I can't offer to change it at my age. 


PORTEOUS. I don’t know what you 
want to be hanging around here 
for. 


c.-c. A natural attachment to my 
home. 


LADY KITTY. Not at all. I don’t see 
why he shouldn’t come and stay 
with us. 

c.-c. I’d love to. I think Florence 
in spring-time is delightful. Have 
you central heating? 

PORTEOUS. I never liked you, I don’t 
like you now, and I never shall 
like you. 

c.-c. How very unfortunate! be- 
cause I liked you, I like you now, 
and I shall continue to like you. 


PORTEOUS. If you’d had any tact 
you’d have kept out of the way 
while we were here. 

c.-c. My dear Hughie, I don’t un- 
derstand your attitude at all. If I’m 
willing to let bygones be bygones 
why should you object? 

PORTEOUS. Damn it aH they’re not 
bygones. 

c.-c. After all, I am the injured 
party. 

PORTEOUS. How the devil are you 
the injured party? 


LADY KITTY. There’s something ver) 
nice about you, Clive. 

PORTEOUS. If you think that, why 
the devil did you leave him? 

LADY KITTY. Are you going to re- 
proach me because I loved you? 
How utterly, utterly, utterly de- 
testable you are! 

c.-c. Now, now, don't quarrel with 
one another. 

LADY KITTY. It’s all his fault. I’m 
the easiest person in the world to 
live with. But really he’d try the 
patience of a saint. 
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c.-c. Come, come, don’t get upset, 
Kitty. When two people live to- 
gether there must be a certain 
amount of give and take. 

l>ORTEOus. I don’t know what the 
devil you’re talking about. 

c.-c. It hasn’t escaped my observa- 
tion that you are a little inclined 
to frip. Many couples are. I think 
it’s a pity. 

POBTEOUS. Would you have the 
very great kindness to mind your 
own business? 

LADY KITTY. It is his business. He 
naturally wants me to be happy. 

c.-c. I have the very greatest affec- 
tion for Kitty. 

POBTEOUS. Then why the devil 
didn’t you look after her properly? 

J3.-C. My dear Hughie, you were 
my greatest friend. I trusted you. 
It may have been rash. 

POBTEOUS. It was inexcusable. 

LADY KITTY. I don’t loiow what you 
mean by that, Hughie. 

POBTEOUS. Don’t, don’t, don’t try 
juid bully me, Kitty. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, I know what you 
mean. 

POBTEOUS. Then why the devil did 
you say you didn’t? 

LADY KITTY. When I think that I 
sacrificed everything for that mani 
And for thirty years I’ve had to 
live in a filthy marble palace with 
no sanitary conveniences. 


c.-c. D’you mean to say you haven’t 
got a bathroom? 

LADY KITTY. I’ve had to wash in a 
tub. 

c.-c. My poor Kitty, how you’ve 
suffered! 

POBTEOUS. Really, Kitty, I’m sick of 
hearing of the sacrifices you made. 
I suppose you think I sacrificed 
nothing. I should have been Prime 
Minister by now if it hadn’t been 
for you. 

LADY KITTY. Nonsense! 

POBTEOUS. What do you mean by 
that? Everyone said I should be 
Prime Minister. Shouldn’t I have 
been Prime Minister, Clive? 

c.-c. It was certainly the general 
expectation. 

POBTEOUS. I was the most promis- 
ing young man of my day. I was 
bound to get a seat in the Cabinet 
at the next election. 

LADY KITTY. They’d have found 
you out just as I’ve found you out. 
I’m sick of hearing that I ruined 
your career. You never had a career 
to ruin. Prime Minister! You 
haven’t the brain. You haven’t the 
character. 

c.-c. Cheek, push, and a gift of the 
gab will serve very well instead, 
you know. 

LADY KITTY. Besides, in politics it’s 
not the men that matter. It’s the 
women at the back of them. I could 
have made Clive a Cabinet Minis- 
ter if I’d wanted to. 

POBTEOUS. Clive? 
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LADY KITTY. With my beauty, my 
charm, my force of character, my 
wit, I could have done anything. 

PORTEOUS. Clive was nothing but 
my political secretary. When I was 
Prime Minister I might have made 
him Governor of some Colony or 
other. Western Australia, say. Out 
of pure kindliness. 

LADY KITTY {with flashing eyes). 
D you think I would have buried 
myself in Western Australia? With 
my beauty? My charm? 

PORTEOUS. Or Barbadoes, perhaps. 

LADY KITTY (furiousltj) . Barbadocs! 
Barbadoes can go to— Barbadoes. 

PORTEOUS. That’s all you’d have 
got. 

LADY KITTY. Nonsensc! I’d have 
India. 

PORTEOUS. I would never have 
given you India. 

LADY KITTY. You would have given 
me India. 

PORTEOUS. I tell you I wouldn’t, 

LADY KITTY. The King would have 
given me India. The nation would 
have insisted on my having India. 
I would have been a vice-reine or 
nothing. 

PORTEOUS. I tell youothat as long 
as the interests of the British Em- 
pire-Damn it all, my teeth are 
coming out! {He hurries from the 
room.) 

LADY KITTY. It’s too much. I Can’t 
bear it any more. I’ve put up with 
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him for thirty years and now I’m 
at the end of my tether. 

c.-c. Calm yourself, my dear Kitty. 

LADY KITTY. I won’t listen to a 
word. I’ve quite made up my mind. 
It’s finished, finished, finished. 
{With a change of tone) I was so 
touched when I heard that you 
never lived in this house again after 
I left it. 

c.-c. The cuckoos have always been 
very plentiful. Their note has a 
personal application which, I must 
say, I have found extremely offen- 
sive. 

LADY KITTY. When I saw that you 
didn’t marry again I couldn’t help 
thinking that you still loved me. 

c.-c. I am one of the few men I 
knov/ who is able to profit by ex- 
perience. 

LADY KITTY. In the eyes of the 
Church I am still your wife. The 
Church is so wise. It knows that 
in the end a woman always comes 
back to her first love. Clive, I am 
willing to return to you. 

c.-c. My dear Kitty, I couldn’t take 
advantage of your momentary vexa- 
tion with Hughie to let you take a 
step which I know you would bit- 
terly regret. 

LADY KITTY. You’ve Waited for me 
a long time. For Arnold’s sake. 

c.-c. ,Do you think we really need 
bother about Arnold? In the last 
thirty years he’s had time to grow 
used to the situation. 

LADY KITTY {with a little smile). I 
think I’ve sown my wild oats, 
Clive. 
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c.-c. I haven't. I was a good young 
man, Kitty. 

lADY KITTY. I loiOW. 

c.-c. And Tm very glad, because it 
has enabled me to be a wicked old 
one. 

LADY KITTY. I beg youi pardon. 
(ARNOLD comes in with a large 
book in his hand.) 

ARNOLD. I say, IVe found the book 
I was hunting for. Ohl isn't Lord 
Porteous here? 

LADY KITTY. One moment, Arnold. 
Your father and I are busy. 

ARNOLD. Tm so sorry. (He goes 
out into the garden.) 

LADY KITTY. Explain yourself, Clive. 

c.-c. When you ran away from me, 
Kitty, I was sore and angry and 
miserable. But above all I felt a 
fool. 

LADY KITTY. Men are so vain. 

c.-c. But I was a student of history, 
and presently I reflected that I 
shared my misfortune with very 
nearly all the greatest men. 

LADY KITTY. I’m a great reader my- 
self. It has always struck me as 
peculiar. 

c.-c. The explanation is very* sim- 
ple. Women dislike intelligence, 
and when they find it in their hus- 
bands they revenge themselves on 
them in the only way they can, by 
making them— well, what you made 
me. 


LADY KITTY. It’s ingenious. It may 
be true. 

c.-c. I felt I had done my duty by 
society and I determined to devote 
the rest of my life to my own en- 
tertainment. The House of Com- 
mons had always bored me exces- 
sively and the scandal of our di- 
vorce gave me an opportunity to 
resign my seat. I have been relieved 
to find that the country got on 
perfectly well without me. 

LADY KITTY. But has love never 
entered your life? 

c.-c. Tell me frankly, Kitty, don’t 
you think people make a lot of un- 
necessary fuss about love? 

LADY KITTY. It s the most wonder- 
ful thing in the world. 

c.-c. You’re incorrigible. Do you 
really think it was worth sacrificing 
so much for? 

LADY KITTY. My dear Clive, I don’t 
mind telling you that if I had my 
time over again I should be im- 
faithful to you, but I should not 
leave you. 

c.-c. For some years I was notori- 
ously the prey of a secret sorrow. 
But I found so many charming 
creatures who were anxious to con- 
sole that in the end it grew rather 
fatiguing. Out of regard to my 
health I ceased to frequent the 
drawing-roowLS of Mayfair. 

LADY KITTY. And sincc then? . 

c.-c. Since then I have allowed my- 
self the luxury of assisting finan- 
cially a succession of dear little 
things, in a somewhat humble 



THE CIRCLE 


Sphere, between the ages of twenty 
and twenty-five. 

LADY KITTY. I cannot understand 
the infatuation of men for young 
girls. I think they’re so dull. 

c.-c. It’s a matter of taste. I love 
old wine, old friends and old 
books, but I like young women. On 
their twenty-fifth birthday I give 
them a diamond ring and tell them 
they must no longer waste their 
youth and beauty on an old fogey 
like me. We have a most affecting 
scene, my technique on these oc- 
casions is perfect, and then I start 
all over again. 

LADY KITTY. You’rc a wickcd old 
man, Clive. 

c.-c. That’s what I told you. But, 
by George! I’m a happy one. 

LADY KITTY. There’s only one 
course open to me now. 

c.-c. What is that? 

LADY KITTY {with a flashing smile). 
To go and dress for dinner. 

c.-c. Capital. I will follow your 
example. 

{As LADY KITTY gOeS OUt ELIZA- 
BETH comes in . ) 

ELIZABETH. Where is Arnold? 

c.-c. He’s on the terrace. I’ll call 
him. 

ELIZABETH. Don’t bother. 

c.-c. I was just strolling along to 
my cottage to put on a dinner 
facket. {As he goes out) Arnold. 
{Exit c.-c.) 
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ARNOLD. Hulloa! {He comes in) 
Oh, Elizabeth, I've found an illua*» 
tration here o^ a chair which is ah 
most identical with mine. It’s dated 
1750. Look! 

ELIZABETH. That’s very interesting 

ARNOLD. I want to show it to Poi* 
teous. {Moving a chair which has 
been misplaced) You know, it does 
exasperate me the way people will 
not leave things alone. I no sooner 
put a thing in its place than some- 
body moves it. 

ELIZABETH. It must be maddening 
for you. 

ARNOLD. It is. You are the worst 
offender. I can’t think why you 
don’t take the pride that I do in 
the house. After all, it’s one of the 
show places in the country. 

ELIZABETH. I’m afraid you find me 
very unsatisfactory. 

ARNOLD ( good-humouredly ) . I 
don’t know about that. But my two 
subjects are politics and decoration, 
I should be a perfect fool if I 
didn’t see that you don’t care two 
straws about either. 

ELIZABETH. We haven’t very much 
in common, Arnold, have we? 

ARNOLD. I don’t think you can 
blame me for that. 

« 

ELIZABETH. I don’t. 1 blame you for 
nothing. I have no fault to find 
with you. 

ARNOLD {surprised at her signifi- 
cant tone). Good gracious me! 
What’s the meaning of all this? 
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ELIZABETH. Well, I don’t think 
there’s any object in beating about 
the bush. I want you to let me go. 

ARNOLD. Go where? 

ELIZABETH. Away. For always. 

ARNOLD. My dear child, what are 
you talking about? 

ELIZABETH. I Want to be free. 

ARNOLD {amused rather than dis- 
concerted). Don’t be ridiculous, 
darling. I daresay you’re run down 
and want a change. I’ll take you 
over to Paris for a fortnight if you 
like. 

ELIZABETH. I shouldn’t have spoken 
to you if I hadn’t quite made up 
my mind. We’ve been married for 
diree years and I don’t think it’s 
been a great success. I’m frankly 
bored by the life you want me to 
lead. 

ARNOLD. Well, if you’ll allow me 
to say so, the fault is yours. We 
lead a very distinguished, useful 
life. We know a lot of extremely 
nice people. 

ELIZABETH. I’m quite willing to al- 
low that the fault is mine. But how 
does that make it any better? I’m 
only twenty-five. If I’ve made a 
mistake I have time to correct it. 

ARNOLD. I can’t bring myself to 
take you very seriously. 

ELIZABETH. You see, I don’t love 
you. 

ARNOLD. Well, I’m awfully sorry. 
But you weren’t obliged to marry 
me. You’ve made your bed and 
Vm afraid you must lie on it. 


ELIZABETH. That’s one of the falsest 
ptoverbs in the English language. 
Why should you lie on the bed 
you’ve made if you don’t want to? 
There’s always the floor. 

ARNOLD. For goodness’ sake don’t 
be funny, Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH. I’ve quite made up my 
mind to leave you, Arnold. 

ARNOLD. Come, come, Elizabeth, 
you must be sensible. You haven’t 
any reason to leave me. 

ELIZABETH. Why should you wish 
to keep a woman tied to you who 
wants to be free? 

ARNOLD. I happen to be in love 
with you. 

ELIZABETH. You might have said 
that before. 

ARNOLD. I thought you’d take it for 
granted. You can’t expect a man to 
go on making love to his wife after 
three years. I’m very busy. I’m aw- 
fully keen on politics and I’ve 
worked like a dog to make this 
house a thing of beauty. After all, 
a man marries to have a home, but 
also because he doesn’t want to be 
bothered with sex and all that sort 
of thing. I fell in love with you the 
first time I saw you and I’ve been 
in love ever since. 

ELI21ABETH. I’m sorry, but if you're 
not in love^^with a man his love 
doesn’t mean very much to you. 

ARNOLD. It’s so imgratcful. I’ve 
done everything in me world for 
you. 

ELIZABETH. You’ve been very kind 
to me. But you’ve asked me to lead 
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a life I don’t like md that 1 m not 
suited for. I’m awfully sorry to 
cause you pain, but now you must 
let me go. 

ARNOLD. Nonsense! I’m a good deal 
older than you are and I think I 
have a little more sense. In your 
interests as well as in mine I’m not 
going to do anything of the sort. 

ELIZABETH (with d STTltle) . HoW 
can you prevent me? You can’t 
keep me under lock and key. 

ARNOLD. Please don’t talk to me as 
if I were a foolish child. You’re my 
wife ^and you’re going to remain 
my wife. 

ELIZABETH. What sort of a life do 
you think we should lead? Do you 
think there’d be any more happi- 
ness for you than for me? 

ARNOLD. But what is it precisely 
that you suggest? 

ELIZABETH. Well, I want you to let 
me divorce you. 

ARNOLD (astounded). Me? Thank 
you very much. Are you under the 
impression I’m going to sacrifice my 
career for a wlfim of yours? 

ELIZABETH. How will it do that? 

ARNOLD. My seat’s wobbly enough 
as it is. Do you think I’d be able 
to hold it if I were in a divorce 
case? Even if it were a put-up job, 
as most divorces are nowadays, it 
would damn me. ' ’ 

ELIZABETH. It’s rather hard on a 
woman to be divorced. 

ARNOLD (with sudden suspicion). 
What do you mean by that? Are 
you in love with some one? 


ELIZABETH. YeS. 

ARNOLD. Who? 

ELIZABETH. Teddic Luton. 

(He is astonished for a moment, 
then bursts into a laugh,) 

ARNOLD. My poor child, how can 
you be so ridiculous? Why, he 
hasn’t a bob. He’s a perfectly com- 
monplace young man. It’s so ab- 
surd I can’t even be angry with 
you. 

ELIZABETH. I’ve fallen desperately 
in love with him, Arnold. 

ARNOLD. Well, you’d better fall des- 
perately out. 

ELIZABETH. He wants to marry me. 

ARNOLD. I daresay he does. He can 
go to hell. 

ELIZABETH. It’s no good talking like 
that. 

ARNOLD. Is he your lover? 

ELIZABETH. No, certainly not. 

ARNOLD. It shows that he’s a mear. 
skunk to take advantage of my hos- 
pitality to make love to you. 

ELIZABETH. He’s never even kissed 
me. 

ARNOLD. I’d try telling that to the 
horse marines if I were you. 

ELIZABETH. It’s because I wanted 
to do nothing shabby that 1 told 
you straight out how things were. 

ARNOLD. How long have you been 
thinking of this? 
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ELIZABETH. I VC been in love with 
Teddie ever since I knew him. 

ARNOLD. And you never thought of 
vne at all, 1 suppose. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, yes, I did. I was 
miserable. But I can’t help myself. 
( wish I loved you, but I don’t. 

ARNOLD. I recommend you to think 
very carefully before you do any- 
thing foolish. 

ELIZABETH. I have thought very 
carefully. 

ARNOLD. By God! I don’t know why 
I don't give you a sound hiding. 
I'm not sure if that wouldn’t be 
the best thing to bring you to your 
senses. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Amold, don’t take 
it like that. 

ARNOLD. How do you expect me to 
take it? You come to me quite 
calmly and say: “I’ve had enough 
of you. We’ve been married three 
years and I think I’d like to marry 
somebody else now. Shall I break 
up your home? What a bore for 
you I Do you mind my divorcing 
you? It’ll smash up your career, 
will it? What a pity!” Oh, no, my 
girl, I may be a fool, but I’m not a 
damned fool. 

ELIZABETH. Teddie is leaving here 
by the first train tomorrow. I warn 
you that I mean to join him as soon 
as he can make the necessary ar- 
rangements. 

ARNOLD. Where is he? 

ELDCABEiH. I don’t ioiow. I sup- 
pose he's in his room. 


(ARNOLD goes to the door and 
calk.) 

ARNOLD. George! (For a moment 
he walks up and down the room 
impatiently. Elizabeth watches 
him. The footman comes in . ) 

FOOTMAN. Yes, sir. 

ARNOLD. Tell Mr. Luton to come 
here at once. 

ELIZABETH. Ask Mr. Luton if he 
wouldn’t mind coming here for a 
moment. 

FOOTMAN. Very good, madam. 
(Exit FOOTMAN.) 

ELIZABETH. What are you going to 
say to him? 

ARNOLD. That’s my business. 

ELIZABETH. I wouldn’t make a 
scene if I were you. 

ARNOLD. I’m not going to make a 
scene. (They wait in silence) Why 
did you insist on my mother com- 
ing here? 

ELIZABETH. It scemed to me rather 
absurd to take up the attitude that 
I should be contaminated by her 
when . . . 

ARNOLD (interrupting). When you 
were proposing to do exactly the 
same thing. Well, now you’ve seen 
her what you think of her? Do 
you think it’s been a success? Is 
that the sort of woman a man 
would like his mother to be? 

ELIZABETH. I’ve been ashamed. 
I’ve been so sorry. It all seemed 
dreadful and horrible. This mom- 
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ing I happened to notice a rose in 
the garden. It was all overblown 
and bedraggled. It looked like a 
painted old woman. And I remem- 
bered th^t rd looked at it a day or 
two ago. It was lovely then, fresh 
and blooming and fragrant. It may 
be hideous now, but that doesn’t 
take away from the beauty it had 
once. That was real. 

ARNOLD. Poetry, by God! As if this 
were the moment for poetry! 
(teddie comes in. He has changed 
into a dinner jacket.) 

TEDDIE (to Elizabeth). Did you 
want me? 

ARNOLD. 1 sent for you. (teddie 
looks from Arnold to Elizabeth. 
He sees that something has hap- 
pened) When would it be con- 
venient for you to leave this house? 

TEDDIE. I was proposing to go to- 
morrow morning. But I can very 
well go at once if you like. 

ARNOLD. I do like. 

TEDDIE. Very well. Is there any- 
thing else you wish to say to me? 

ARNOLD. Do you think it was a 
very honourable thing to come 
down here and make love to my 
wife? 

TEDDIE. No, I don’t. I haven’t been 
very happy about it. That’s why 
I wanted to go away. 

ARNOLD. Upon my wprd you’re 
cool. 

TEDDIE. I’m afraid it’s no good say- 
ing I’m sorry and that sort of thing. 
You know what the situation is. 

ARNOLD. Is it true that you want to 
marry Elizabeth? 
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TEDDIE. Yes. I should like to marry 
her as soon as ever I can. 

ARNOLD. Have you thought of me 
at all? Has it struck you that you’re 
destroying my home and breaking 
up my happiness? 

TEDDIE. I don’t see how there could 
be much happiness for you if Eliza- 
beth doesn’t care for you. 

ARNOLD. Let me tell you that I 
refuse to have my home broken up 
by a twopenny-halfpenny adven- 
turer who takes advantage of t 
foolish woman. I refuse to allow 
myself to be divorced. I can’t pre- 
vent my wife from going off with 
you if she’s determined to make a 
damned fool of herself, but this I 
tell you: nothing will induce me to 
divorce her. 

ELIZABETH. Arnold, that would be 
monstrous. 

TEDDIE. We could force you. 
ARNOLD. How? 

TEDDIE. If we went away together 
openly you’d have to bring an ac- 
tion. 

ARNOLD. Twenty-four hours after 
you leave this house I shall go 
down to Brighton with a chorus- 
girl. And neither you nor I will be 
able to get a divorce. We’ve had 
enough divorces in our family. And 
now get out, get out, get out! 
(teddie looks uncertainly at Eliza- 
beth. ) 

ELIZABETH (with a little smile). 
Don’t bother about me. I shall be 
all right. 

ARNOLD. Get out! Get out! 
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ACT THREE 


The Scene is the same as in the preceding Acts, 

It is the night of the same day as that on which takes plane the action 
of the second Act, 

CHAMPiON-CHENEY and ARNOLD, both in dinner jackets, are discovered, 
CHAMPiON-CHENEY is Seated, ARNOLD wdiks restlessly up and down the 
room. 


c.-c. I think, if you’ll follow my 
advice to the letter, youll probably 
work the trick. 

ARNOLD. I don’t like it, you know. 
It’s against all my principles. 

c.-c. My dear Arnold, we all hope 
that you have before you a distin- 
guished political career. You can’t 
learn too soon that the most useful 
thing about a principle is that it 
can always be sacrificed to expe- 
diency. 

ARNOLD. But supposing it doesn’t 
come off? Women are incalculable. 

c.-c. Nonsense! Men are romantic. 
A woman will always sacrifice her- 
self if you give her the opportunity. 
It is her favourite form of self- 
indulgence. 

ARNOLD. I never know whether 
you’re a humorist or a cynic, father. 

c.-c. I’m neither, my dear boy; I’m 
merely a very truthful man. But 
people are so unused to the truth 
that they’re apt to mistake it for a 
joke or a sneer. 

ARNOLD (irritably). It seems so un- 
fair that this should happen to me. 


c.-c. Keep your head, my boy, and 
do what I tell you. 

(lady kitty and Elizabeth come 
in, LADY KITTY is in a gorgeous eve- 
ning gown.) 

ELIZABETH. Where is Lord Por- 
teous? 

c.-c. He’s on the terrace. He’s 
smoking a cigar. {Going to win- 
dow) Hughie! 

(poRTEOus comes in.) 

poRTEOus (with a grunt). Yes? 
Where’s Mrs. Shenstone? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, she had a head- 
ache. She’s gone to bed. 

(When PORTEOUS comes in lady 
KITTY with a very haughty air 
purses her lips and takes up an 
illustrated paper, porteous gives 
her an irritated look, takes another 
illustrated paper and sits himself 
down at the other end of the room. 
They are not on speaking terms.) 

c.-c. Amolfi and I have just been 
down to my cottage. 

ELIZABETH. I wondered where 
you’d gone. 

C.-C. I came across an old photo- 
graph albmn this afternoon. ) 
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meant to bring it along before din- 
ner, but I forgot, so we went and 
fetched it. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, do let me see itl I 
love old photographs. 

{He gives her the album, and she, 
sitting down, puts it on her knees 
and begins to turn over the pages. 
He stands over her. lady kitty 
and PORTEOUS take surreptitious 
glances at one another.) 

c.-c. I thought it might amuse you 
to see what pretty women looked 
like five-and-tiiirty years ago. That 
was the day of beautiful women. 

ELIZABETH. Do you think they were 
more beautiful then than they are 
now? 

c.-c. Oh, much. Now you see lots 
of pretty little things, but very few 
beautiful women. 

ELIZABETH. Aren’t their clothes 
funny? 

c.-c. {pointing to a photograph). 
That’s Mrs. Langtry. 

ELIZABETH. She has a lovely nose. 

c.-c. She was the most wonderful 
thing you ever saw. Dowagers used 
\o jump on chairs in order to get 
a good look at her when she came 
into a drawing-room. I was riding 
vith her once, and we had to have 
the gates of the livery jtable closed 
when she was getting on her horse 
because the crowd was so great. 

ELIZABETH. And who’s that? 

c.-c. Lady Lonsdale. That’s Lady 
Dudley. 


ELIZABETH. This is an actress, isn’t 
it? 

c.-c. It is, indeed. Ellen Terry. By 
Georgel how I loved that woman! 

ELIZABETH {with a smUe) . Dear 
Ellen Terry! 

c.-c. That’s Bwabs. I never saw a 
smarter man in my life. And Oliver 
Montagu. Henry Manners with his 
eye-glass. 

ELIZABETH. Nice-looking, isn’t he? 
And this? 

c.-c. That’s Mary Anderson. I wish 
you could have seen her in “A 
Winter’s Tale.” Her beauty just 
took your breath away. And look! 
There’s Lady Randolph. Bernal Os- 
borne— the wittiest man I ever 
knew. 

ELIZABETH. I think it’s too sweet. 
I love their absurd bustles and 
those tight sleeves. 

c.-c. What figures they had! In 
those days a woman wasn’t sup- 
osed to be as thin as a rail and as 
at as a pancake. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, but aren’t they 
laced in? How could they bear it? 

c.-c. They didn’t play golf then* 
and nonsense like that, you know. 
They himted, in a tall hat and a 
long black habit, and they were 
very gracious and charitable to the 
poor in the village. 

ELIZABETH. Did the poor like it? 

c.-c. They had a very thin time if 
they didn’t. When they were in 
London they drove in the Park 
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every afternoon, and they went to 
ten-course dinners, where they 
never met anybody they didn’t 
know. And they had their box at 
the opera when Patti was singing 
or Madame Albani. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, what a lovely little 
thingl Who on earth is that? 

c.-c. That? 

ELIZABETH. She looks so fragile, 
like a piece of exquisite china, with 
all those furs on and her face up 
against her muflF, and the snow 
falling. 

c.-c. Yes, there was quite a rage at 
that time for being taken in an 
artificial snowstorm. 

ELIZABETH. What a sweet smile, so 
roguish and frank, and debonair! 
Oh, I wish I looked like that! Do 
tell me who it is! 

c.-c. Don’t you know? 

ELIZABETH. No. 

c.-c. Why— it’s Kitty. 

ELIZABETH. Lady Kitty! (To lady 
kitty) Oh, my dear, do look! It’s 
too ravishing. {She takes the album 
over to her impulsively) Why 
didn’t you tell me you looked like 
that? Everybody must have been 
in love with you. (lady kitty takes 
the album and looks at it. Then 
she lets it slip from her hands and 
covers her face with her hands. She 
is crying) {In consternation) My 
dear, what’s the matter? Oh, what 
have I done? I’m so sorry. 

LADY kitty. Don’t, don’t talk to 
me. Leave me alone. It’s stupid of 
me. 


(ELIZABETH looks at her for a mo^ 
ment perplexed, then, turning 
round, slips her arm in champion- 
cheney’s and leads him out on to 
the terrace.) 

ELIZABETH {os they are going, in 
a whisper). Did you do that on 
purpose? 

(poRTEOus gets up and goes over 
to LADY kitty. He puts his hand 
on her shoulder. They remain thus 
for a little while.) 

PORTEOUS. I’m afraid I was very 
rude to you before dinner, Kitty. 

LADY KITTY {taking his hand which 
is on her shoulder). It doesn’t mat- 
ter. I’m sure I was very exasperat- 
ing. 

PORTEOUS. I didn’t mean what I 
said, you know. 

LADY KITTY. Neither did I. 

PORTEOUS. Of course I know that 
I’d never have been Prime Min- 
ister. 

LADY KITTY. How can you talk such 
nonsense, Hughie? No one would 
have had a chance if you’d re- 
mained in politics. 

PORTEOUS. I haven’t the character. 

LADY KITTY. You have more char- 
acter than anyone I’ve ever met. 

PORTEOUS. Besides, I don’t know 
that I much wanted to be Prime 
Minister. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, but I should have 
been so proud of you. Of course 
you’d have been Prime Minister. 
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PORTEOUS. rd have given you In- 
dia, you know. I think it would 
have been a very popular appoint- 
ment. 

LADY KITTY. I don't care twopence 
about India. Fd have been quite 
content with Western Australia. 

PORTEOUS. My dear, you don’t 
think Fd have let you bury your- 
self in Western Australia? 

LADY KITTY. Or Barbadoes. 

PORTEOUS. Never. It sounds like a 
cure for flat feet. Fd have kept you 
in London. (He picks up the al- 
bum and is about to look at the 
photograph of lady kitty. She 
puts her hand over it.) 

LADY KITTY. No, don’t look. (He 
takes her hand away.) 

PORTEOUS. Don’t be so silly. 

LADY KITTY. Isn’t it hateful to grow 
old? 

PORTEOUS. You know, you haven’t 
changed much. 

LADY KITTY (enchanted). Oh, 
Hughie, how can you talk such 
nonsense? 

PORTEOUS. Of course you’re a little 
more mature, but that’s all. A 
woman’s all the better for being 
rather mature. 

ft 

LADY KITTY. Do you really think 
that? 

PORTEOUS. Upon my soul I do. 

LADY KITTY. You’re not saying it 
just to please me? 


PORTEOUS. No, no. 

LADY KITTY. Let me look at the 
photograph again. (She takes the 
album and looks at the photograph 
complacently) The fact is, if your 
bones are good, age doesn’t really 
matter. You’ll always be beautiful. 

PORTEOUS (with a little smile, al- 
most as if he were talking to a 
child) . It was silly of you to cry. 

LADY KITTY. It hasn’t made my eye- 
lashes run, has it? 

PORTEOUS. Not a bit. 

LADY KITTY. It’s Very good stuff I 
use now. They don’t stick together 
either. 

PORTEOUS. Look here, Kitty, how 
much longer do you want to stay 
here? 

LADY KITTY. Oh, I’m quite ready to 
go whenever you like. 

PORTEOUS. Clive gets on my nerves. 
I don’t like the way he keeps hang- 
ing about you. 

LADY KITTY (surprised, rather 
amused, and delighted). Hughie, 
you don’t mean to say you’re jeal- 
ous of poor Clive? 

PORTEOUS. Of course Fm not jeal- 
ous of him, but he does look at you 
in a way that I can’t help thinl^g 
rather objectionable. 

LADY KITTY. Hughie, vou may 
throw me downstairs like Amy 
Robsart; you may drag me about 
the floor by the hair of my head; 
I don’t care, you’re jealous. I shall 
never grow old. 
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PORTEOUS. Damn it all, the man 
was your husband. 

LADY KITTY. My dear Hughie, he 
never had your style. Why, the mo- 
ment you come into a room every- 
one looks and says: ‘Who the devil 
is that?” 

PORTEOUS. What? You think that, 
do you? Well, I daresay there s 
something in what you say. These 
damned Radicals can say what 
they like, but, by God, Kittyl when 
a mas’s a gentleman— well, damn 
it all, you know what I mean. 

LADY KITTY. I think Clive has de- 
generated dreadfully since we left 
him. 

PORTEOUS. What do you say to 
making a bee-line for Italy and go- 
ing to San Michele? 

LADY KITTY. Oh, Hughiel It’s years 
since we were there. 

PORTEOUS. Wouldn’t you like to see 
it again— just once more? 

LADY KITTY. Do you remember the 
first time we went? It was the most 
heavenly place I’d ever seen. We’d 
only left England a month, and I 
said I’d like to spend all my life 
there. 

PORTEOUS. Of course I remember. 
And in a fortnight it was yours, 
lock, stock and barrel. 

c< 

LADY KITTY. We Were very happy 
there, Hughie. 

PORTEOUS. Let’s go back once more. 

LADY KITTY. I daren’t. It must be 
all {^pled with the ghosts of our 


past. One should never go again to 
a place where one has been happy. 
It would break my heart. 

PORTEOUS. Do you remember how 
we used to sit on the terrace of the 
old castle and look at the Adriatic? 
We might have been the only 
people in the world, you and I, 
Kitty. 

LADY KITTY (tragically). And we 
thought our love would last for 
ever. 

(Enter champion-cheney.) 

PORTEOUS. Is there any chance of 
bridge this evening? 

c.-c. I don’t think we can make up 
a four. 

PORTEOUS. What a nuisance that 
boy went away like that! He wasn’t 
a bad player. 

c.-c. Teddie Luton? 

LADY KITTY. I think it was very 
funny his going without saying 
good-bye to anyone. 

c.-c. The young men of the present 
day are very casual. 

PORTEOUS. I thought there was no 
train in the evening. 

c.-c. There isn’t. The last train 
leaves at 5.45. 

PORTEOUS. How did he go then? 
c.-c. He went. 

PORTEOUS. Damned selfish 1 call it. 

LADY KITTY (intrigued). Why did 
he go, Clive? 
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(cHAMPiON-CHENEY hoks ot her 
for a moment reflectively,) 

c.-c. I have something very grave 
to say to you. Elizabeth wants to 
leave Arnold. 

LADY KITTY. Clivel What on earth 
for? 

c.-c. She's in love with Teddie 
Luton. That's why he went. The 
men of my family are really very 
unfortunate. 

poRTEOus. Does she want to run 
away with him? 

LADY KITTY (with constemation) , 
My dear, what's to be done? 

c.-c. I think you can do a great 
deal. 

LADY KITTY. I? What? 

c.-c. Tell her, tell her what it 
means. {He looks at her fixedly. 
She stares at him,) 

LADY KITTY. Oh, no, nol 

c.-c. She's a child. Not for Ar^ 
nold's sake. For her sake. You must. 

LADY KITTY. You don't know what 
you're asking. 

c.-c. Yes, I do. 

LADY KITTY. Hughie, what shall I 
do? 

PORTEOUS. Do what you like. I shall 
never blame you for anything. 
{The FOOTMAN comes in with a 
letter on a salver. He hesitates on 
seeing that Elizabeth is not in the 
room,) 


c.-c. What is it? 

FOOTMAN. I was looking for Mrs. 
Champion-Cheney, sir. 

c.-c. She's not here. Is that a letter? 

FOOTMAN. Yes, sir. It's just been 
sent up from the "Champion 
Arms." 

c.-c. Leave it. I’ll give it to Mrs. 
Cheney. 

FOOTMAN. Very good, sir*, {He 
brings the tray to clive, who takes 
the letter. The footman goes out. ) 

PORTEOUS. Is the "Champion Arms” 
the local pub? 

c.-c. {looking at the letter). It's by 
way of being a hotel, but I never 
heard of anyone staying there. 

LADY KITTY. If there was no train 
I suppose he had to go there. 

c.-c. Great minds. I wonder what 
he has to write about! {He goes to 
the door leading on to the garden) 
Elizabeth! 

ELIZABETH {outside) , Yes. 

c.-c. Here's a note for you. 

{There is silence. They wait for 
ELIZABETH to come. She enters.) 

ELIZABETH. It's lovely in the garden 
tonight. 

c.-c. .They've just sent this up from 
the "Champion Arms." 

ELIZABETH. Thank you. (Without 
embarrassment she opens the let- 
ter. They watch her while she 
reads it. It covers three pages. She 
puts it away in her bag.) 
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LADY KITTY. Hughie, I wish you’d 
fetch me n cloak. I’d like to take a 
little stroll in the garden, but after 
thirty years in Italy I find these 
English summers rather chilly. 
(Without a word porteous goes 
out. ELIZABETH is lost in thought) 
1 want to talk to Elizabeth, Clive. 

c.-c. I’ll leave you. (He goes out.) 

LADY KITTY. What does he say? 

ELIZABETH. Who? 

LADY KITTY. Mr. Luton. 

ELIZABETH (gives a little start. 
Then she looks at lady kitty). 
They’ve told you? 

LADY KITTY. Yes. And now they 
have I think I knew it all along. 

ELIZABETH. I don’t expect you to 
have much sympathy for me. Ar- 
nold is your son. 

LADY KITTY. So pitifully little. 

ELIZABETH. I’m not suited for this 
sort of existence. Arnold wants me 
to take what he calls my place in 
Society. Oh, I get so bored with 
those parties in London. All those 
middle-aged painted women, in 
beautiful clothes, lolloping round 
ball-rooms with rather old young 
men. And the endless luncheons 
where they gossip about so-and-so’s 
love a£Fairs. 

LADY KITTY. Are you very much in 
love with Mr. Luton? 

ELIZABETH. I love him with all my 
heart. 


ELIZABETH. He’s never cared for 
anyone but me. He never will. 

LADY KITTY. Will Arnold let you 
divorce him? 

ELIZABETH. No, he won’t hear of 
it. He refuses even to divorce me. 

LADY KITTY. Why? 

ELIZABETH. He thinks a scandal 
will revive all the old gossip. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, my poor child I 

ELIZABETH. It can’t be helped. I’m 
quite willing to accept the conse- 
quences. 

LADY KITTY. You doii’t know what 
it is to have a man tied to you 
only by his honour. When married 
people don’t get on they can sepa- 
rate, but if they’re not married it’s 
impossible. It’s a tie that only death 
can sever. 

ELIZABETH. If Teddie stopped car- 
ing for me I shouldn’t want him to 
stay with me for five minutes. 

LADY KITTY. One says that when 
one’s sure of a man’s love, but 
when one isn’t any more— oh, it’s 
so difiFerent. In those circumstances 
one’s got to keep a man’s love. It’s 
the only thing one has. 

ELIZABETH. I’m a human being. I 
can stand on my own feet. 

LADY KITTY. Have you any money 
of your own? 

ELIZABETH. NonC. 

LADY KITTY. Then how can you 
stand on your own feet? You think 


lady" kitty. And he? 
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I'm a silly, frivolous woman, but 
I Ve learned something in a bitter 
school. They can make what laws 
they like, they can give us the suf- 
frage, but when you come down to 
bedrock it's the man who pays the 
piper who calls the tune. Woman 
will only be the equal of man when 
she earns her living in the same 
way that he does. 

ELIZABETH (smiUng) , It sounds 
rather funny to hear you talk like 
that. 

LADY KITTY. A cook who marrics a 
butler can snap her fingers in his 
face because she can earn just as 
much as he can. But a woman in 
your position and a woman in mine 
will always be dependent on the 
men who keep them. 

ELIZABETH. I don’t Want luxury. 
You don't know how sick I am of 
all this beautiful furniture. These 
over-decorated houses are like a 
prison in which I can't breathe. 
When I drive about in a Callot 
frock and a Rolls-Royce I envy the 
shop-girl in a coat and skirt whom 
I see jumping on the tailboard of a 
bus, 

LADY KITTY. You mean that if need 
be you could earn your own living? 

ELIZABETH. YeS. 

LADY KITTY. What could you be? 
A nurse or a typist. It's nonsense. 
Luxury saps a woman's nerve. And 
when she's known it once it be- 
comes a necessity. 

ELIZABETH. That depends on the 
woman. 

LADY KITTY. When we're young we 
think we're different from every- 
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one else, but when we grow a little 
older we discover we're all very 
much of a muchness. 

ELIZABETH. You're very kind to 
take so much trouble about me. 

LADY KITTY. It breaks my heart to 
think that you're going to make the 
same pitiful mistake that I made« 

ELIZABETH. Oh, don't say it was 
that, don't, don't. 

LADY KITTY. Look at me, Elizabeth, 
and look at Hughic. Do you think 
it’s been a success? If I had my 
time over again do you think I'd 
do it again? Do you think he 
would? 

ELIZABETH. You SCO, you don't 
know how much I love Teddie. 

LADY KITTY. And do you think I 
didn't love Hughie? Do you think 
he didn't love me? 

ELIZABETH. I'm surc he did. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, of course in the 
beginning it was heavenly. We felt 
so brave and adventurous and wo 
were so much in love. The first two 
years were wonderful. People cuf 
me, you know, but I didn't mind. 
I thought love was everything. It if 
a little uncomfortable when you 
come upon an old friend and go 
towards her eagerly, so glad to see 
her, and are met with an icy stare, 

ELIZABETH. Do you think friends 
like that are worth having? 

LADY KITTY. Perhaps they're not 
very sure of themselves. Perhaps 
they're honestly shocked. It's a test 
one had better not put one's friends 
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to if one can help it. It s rather bit- 
ter to find how tew one has. 

ELIZABETH. But One has some. 

LADY KITTY. Yes, they ask you to 
come and see them when they re 
quite certain no one will be there 
who might object to meeting you. 
Or else they say to you: “My dear, 
you know I m devoted to you, and 
I wouldn't mind at all, but my girls 
growing up— I'm sure you under- 
stand; you won't think it unkind of 
me if I don’t ask you to the house?” 

ELIZABETH (smtZmg). That doesn't 
seem to me very serious. 

LADY KITTY. At first I thought it 
rather a relief, because it threw 
Hughie and me together more. But 
you know, men are very funny. 
Even when they are in love they’re 
not in love all day long. They want 
change and recreation. 

ELIZABETH. I'm not inclined to 
blame them for that, poor dears. 

LADY KITTY. Then we settled in 
Florence. And because we couldn't 
get the society we'd been used to 
we became used to the society we 
could get. Loose women and vi- 
cious men. Snobs who like to pa- 
tronise people with a handle to 
their names. Vague Italian Princes 
who were glad to borrow a few 
francs* from Hughie and seedy 
countesses who liked to drive with 
me in the Cascine. And then 
Hughie began to hanker aftef his 
old life. He wanted to go big game 
shooting, but I dared not let him 
go. I was afraid he'd never come 
back. 

ELIZABETH. But you knew he loved 

you. 


LADY KITTY. Oh, my dear, what a 
blessed institution marriage is— for 
women, and what fools they are to 
meddle with it! The Church is so 
wise to take its stand on the indi— 
indi— 

ELIZABETH. Solu— 

LADY KITTY. Bility of marriage. Be- 
lieve me, it's no joke when you 
have to rely only on yourself to 
keep a man. I could never afford 
to grow old. My dear, I'll tell you 
a secret that I've never told a liv- 
ing soul. 

ELIZABETH. What is that? 

LADY KITTY. My hair is not natu- 
rally this colour. 

ELIZABETH. Really. 

LADY KITTY. I tOUCh it Up. YoU 
would never have guessed, would 
you? 

ELIZABETH. Never. 

LADY KITTY. Nobody docs. My 
dear, it's white, prematurely of 
course, but white. I always think 
it's a symbol of my life. Are you 
interested in symbolism? I think 
it's too wonderful. 

ELIZABETH. I don't think I know 
very much about it. 

LADY KITTY. 4 However tired I’ve 
been I've had to be brilliant and 
gay. I’ve never let Hughie see the 
aching heart behind my smiling 
eyes. 

ELIZABETH (amused and touched). 
You poor dear. 
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LADY KITTY. And when I saw he 
was attracted by some one else the 
fear and the jealousy that seized 
me! You see, I didn’t dare make a 
scene as I should have done if Fd 
been married— I had to pretend not 
to notice. 

ELIZABETH {taken aback). But do 
you mean to say he fell in love 
with anyone else? 

LADY KITTY. Of course he did even- 
tually. 

ELIZABETH {hardly knowing what 
to say). You must have been very 
unhappy. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, I was, dreadfully. 
Night after night I sobbed my 
heart out when Hughie told me he 
was going to play cards at the club 
and I knew he was with that odious 
woman. Of course, it wasn’t as if 
there weren’t plenty of men who 
were only too anxious to console 
me. Men have always been at- 
tracted by me, you know. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, of course, I can 
quite understand it. 

LADY KITTY. But I had my self- 
respect to think of. I felt that what- 
ever Hughie did I would do noth- 
ing that I should regret. 

ELIZABETH. You must be very glad 
now. 

» 

LADY KITTY. Oh, yes. Notwith- 
standing all my temptations I’ve 
been absolutely faithful to Hughie 
in spirit. 

ELIZABETH. I don’t think I quite 
understand what you mean. 
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LADY KITTY. Well, there was a poor 
Italian boy, young Count Castel 
Giovanni, who was so desperately 
in love with me that his mother 
begged me not to be too cruel. She 
was afraid he’d go into a consump- 
tion. What could I do? And then, 
oh, years later, there was Antonio 
Melita. He said he’d shoot himself 
unless I— well, you understand I 
couldn’t let the poor boy shoot 
himself. 

ELIZABETH. D’you think he really 
would have shot himself? 

LADY KITTY. Oh, one never knows, 
you know. Those Italians are so 
passionate. He was really rather a 
lamb. He had such beautiful eyes. 
(ELIZABETH looks at hcT fOT fl loHg 
time and a certain horror seizes her 
of this dissolute, painted old 
woman,) 

ELIZABETH {hoarsely) , Oh, but I 
think that’s— dreadful. 

LADY KITTY. Are you shocked? One 
sacrifices one’s life for love and 
then one finds that love doesn’t 
last. The tragedy of love isn’t death 
or separation. One gets over them. 
The tragedy of love is indifference. 
(ARNOLD comes in.) 

ARNOLD. Can I have a little talk 
with you, Elizabeth? 

ELIZABETH. Of course. ■ 

ARNOLD. Shall we go for a stroll in 
the garden? 

ELIZABETH. If you like. 

LADY KI TT Y . No, Stay here. I’m go- 
ing out anyway. {Exit lady 

KITTY.) 
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ARNOLD. I want you to listen to me 
for a few minutes, Elizabeth. I was 
so taken aback by what you told 
me just now thdt I lost my head, 
I was rather absurd and I beg your 
pardon. I said things I regret. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, don t blame your- 
self. Tm sorry that I should have 
given you occasion to say them. 

ARNOLD. I want to ask you if you’ve 
quite made up your mind to go. 

ELIZABETH. Quite. 

ARNOLD. Just now I seem to have 
said all Aat I didn’t want to say 
and nothing that 1 did. I’m stupid 
and tongue-tied. I never told you 
how deeply I loved you. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Amoldl 

ARNOLD. Please let me speak now. 
It s so very di£Bcult. If I seemed 
absorbed in politics and the house, 
and so on, to the exclusion of my 
interest in you, Tm dreadfully 
sorry. I suppose it was absurd of 
me to think you would take my 
great love for granted. 

ELIZABETH. But, Amold, I’m not 
reproaching you. 

ARNOLD. I’m reproaching myself. 
I’ve been tactless and neglectful. 
But 1 do ask you to believe that it 
hasn’t been because I didn’t love 
you. Can you forgive me? 

ELIZABETH. I don’t think 'that 
there’s anything to forgive. 

ARNOLD. It wasn’t till today when 
you talked of leaving me that I 
realised how desperately in love 
with you I was. 


ELIZABETH. After three years? 

ARNOLD. I’m so proud of you. I 
admire you so much. When I see 
you at a party, so fresh and lovely, 
and everybody wondering at you, 
I have a sort of little thrill because 
you’re mine, and afterwards I shall 
take you home. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Amold, you’re ex- 
aggerating. 

ARNOLD. I can’t imagine this house 
without you. Life seems on a sud- 
den all empty and meaningless. 
Oh, Elizabeth, don’t you love me 
at all? 

ELIZABETH. It’s much better to be 
honest. No. 

ARNOLD. Doesn’t my love mean 
anything to you? 

ELIZABETH. I’m Very grateful to 
you. I’m sorry to cause you pain. 
What would be the good of my 
staying with you when I should be 
wretched all the time? 

ARNOLD. Do you love that man as 
much as all tibat? Does my unhap- 
piness mean nothing to you? 

ELIZABETH. Of course it does. It 
breaks my heart. You see, I never 
knew I meant so much to you. I’m 
so touched. And I’m so sorry, Ar- 
nold, really sorry. But I can’t help 
myself. 

« 

ARNOLD. Poor child, it’s cruel of me 
to torture you. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Amold, believe me, 
I have tried to make the best of it. 
I’ve tried to love you, but I can’t. 
After all, one either loves or one 
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doesn’t. Trying is no help. And now 
I’m at the end of my tether. I can’t 
help the consequences— I must do 
what my whole self yearns for. 

ARNOLD. My poor child, I’m so 
afraid you’ll be unhappy. I’m so 
afraid you’ll regret. 

ELIZABETH. You must leave me to 
my fate. I hope you’ll forget me 
and all the unhappiness I’ve caused 
you. 

ARNOLD. (There is a pause. Ar- 
nold walks up and down the room 
reflectively. He stops and faces 
her.) If you love this man and 
want to go to him I’ll do nothing 
to prevent you. My only wish is to 
do what is best for you. 

ELIZABETH. Amold, that’s awfully 
kind of you. If I’m treating you 
badly at least I want you to know 
that I’m grateful for all your kind- 
ness to me. 

ARNOLD. But there’s one favour I 
should like you to do me. Will you? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Arnold, of course 
I’ll do anything I can. 

ARNOLD. Teddie hasn’t very much 
money. You’ve been used to a cer- 
tain amount of luxury, and I can’t 
bear to think that you should do 
without anything you’ve had. It 
would kill me to think that you 
were suffering any hardship or pri- 
vation. , 

ELIZABETH. Oh, but Teddie can 
earn enough for our needs. After 
all, we don’t want much money. 

ARNOLD. I’m afraid my mother’s 
life hasn’t been very easy, but it’s 
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obvious that the only thing that’s 
made it possible is that Porteous 
was rich. I want you to let me 
make you an allowance of two 
thousand a year. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, no, I couldn’t 
think of it. It’s absurd. 

ARNOLD. I beg you to accept it. 
You don’t know what a difference 
it will make. 

ELIZABETH. It’s awfully kind of 
you, Arnold. It humiliates me to 
speak about it. Nothing would in- 
duce me to take a penny from you. 

ARNOLD. Well, you can’t prevent 
me from opening an account at my 
bank in your name. The money 
shall be paid in every quarter 
whether you touch it or not, and il 
you happen to want it, it will be 
there waiting for you. 

ELIZABETH. You Overwhelm me, 
Arnold. There’s only one tiling I 
want you to do for me. I should 
be very grateful if you would di- 
vorce me as soon as you possibly 
can. 

ARNOLD. No, I won’t do that. But 
I’ll give you cause to divorce me. 

ELIZABETH. Youl 

ARNOLD. Yes. But of course you’ll 
have to be very careful for a bit. 
I’ll put it through as quickly as 
ossible, but I’m afraid you can’t 
ope to be free for over six months. 

ELIZABETH. But, Amold, your seat 
and your political career! 

ARNOLD. Oh, well, my father gave 
up his seat under similar circum 
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stances. He's got along very com- 
fortably without politics. 

ELIZABETH. But they're your whole 
life. 

ABNOikD. After all one can't have it 
both ways. You can't serve God 
and Mammon. If you want to do 
the decent thing you have to be 
prepared to suffer for it. 

ELIZABETH. But I don't Want you 
to suffer for it. 

ARNOLD. At first I rather hesitated 
at the scandal. But I daresay that 
was only weakness on my part. 
Under the circumstances I should 
have liked to keep out of the Di- 
vorce Court if I could. 

ELIZABETH. Amold, you're making 
me absolutely miserable. 

ARNOLD. What you said before din- 
ner was quite right. It's nothing 
for a man, but it makes so much 
difference to a woman. Naturally I 
must think of you first. 

ELIZABETH. That's absurd. It’s out 
of the question. Whatever there's 
to pay I must pay it. 

ARNOLD. It's not very much I'm 
asking you, Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH. I'm taking everything 
from you. 

ARNOLD. It's the only condition I 
make. My mind is absolutely made 
up^ I will never divorce you, but I 
enable you to divorce me. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Amold, it's cmel 
to be so generous. 


ARNOLD. It's not generous at all. 
It's the only way I have of showing 
you how deep and passionate and 
sincere my love is for you. (There 
is a silence* He holds out his hand) 
Good-night. I have a great deal of 
work to do before I go to bed. 

ELIZABETH. Good-night. 

ARNOLD. Do you mind if I kiss you? 

ELIZABETH (with agontj) , Oh, Ar- 
nold! 

(He gravely kisses her on the fore- 
head and then goes out. Elizabeth 
stands lost in thought. She is shat- 
tered. LADY kitty and porteous 
come in. lady kitty wears a 
cloak.) 

LADY KITTY. You're alone, Eliza- 
beth? 

ELIZABETH. That note you asked 
me about. Lady Kitty, from Ted- 

die . . . 

LADY KITTY. YcS? 

ELIZABETH. He Wanted to have a 
talk with me before he went away. 
He's waiting for me in the summer 
house by the tennis court. Would 
Lord Porteous mind going down 
and asking him to come here? 

PORTEOUS. Certainly. Certainly. 

ELIZABETH. Forgive me for trou- 
bling you. But it's very important. 

PORTEOUS. N6 trouble at all. (He 
goes out.) 

LADY KITTY. Hughie and I will 
leave you alone. 

ELIZABETH. But I don't Want to be 
left alone« I want you to stay. 
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LADY KITTY. What are you going 
to say to him? 

ELIZABETH (desperately). Please 
don’t ask me questions. Im so 
frightfully unhappy. 

LADY KITTY. My poor childl 

ELIZABETH. Oh, isn’t life rotten? 
Why can’t one be happy without 
making other people unhappy? 

LADY KITTY. I wish I knew how to 
help you. I’m simply devoted to 
you. ( She hunts about in her mind 
for something to do or say) Would 
you like my lip-stick? 

ELIZABETH (smiUng through her 
tears). Thanks. I never use one. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, but juSt tTV, It’s 
such a comfort when youre in 
trouble. 

(Enter porteous and teddie.) 

poRTEOus. I brought him. He said 
he’d be damned if he’d come. 

LADY KITTY. When a lady sent for 
him? Are these the manners of the 
young men of today? 

TEDDIE. When you’ve been sol- 
emnly kicked out of a house once 
I thirik it seems rather pushing to 
come back again as though noth- 
ing had happened. 

ELIZABETH. Teddie, I want you to 
be serious. 

TEDDIE. Darling, 1 had such a rot- 
ten dinner at that pub. If you ask 
me to be serious on the top of that 
I shall cry. 
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ELIZABETH. Don’t be idiotic, Ted- 
die. (Her voice faltering) I’m so 
utterly wretched. 

(He looks at her for a moment 
gravely.) 

TEr®iE. What is it? 

ELIZABETH. I can’t come away with 
you, Teddie. 

TEDDIE. Why not? 

ELIZABETH (looking away in em- 
barrassment), I don’t love you 
enough. 

TEDDIE. Fiddle! 

ELIZABETH (with fl flosh of anger). 
Don’t say “Fiddle” to me. 

TEDDIE. I shall say exactly what I 
like to you. 

ELIZABETH. I won’t be bullied. 

TEDDIE. Now look here, Elizabeth, 
you know perfectly well that I’m 
in love with you, and I know per- 
fectly well that you’re in love with 
me. So what are you talking non- 
sense for? 

ELIZABETH (her voice breaking). I 
can’t say it if you’re cross with me. 

TEDDIE (smiling very tenderly). I’m 
not cross with you, silly. 

ELIZABETH. It’s harder still when 
you’re being rather an owl. 

TEDDIE (with a chuckle). Am I 
mistaken in thinking you’re not 
very easy to please? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, it’s monstrous. I 
was all wrought up and ready to 
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do anything, and now you Ve thor- 
oughly put me out. I feel like a 
great big fat balloon that some one 
has put a long pin into. {With a 
sudden look at him) Have you 
done it on purpose? 

TEDDiE. Upon my soul I don’t know 
what you’re talking about. 

ELIZABETH. I wonder if you’re 
really much cleverer than I think 
you are. 

TEDDIE (taking her hands and 
making her sit down) . Now tell me 
exactly what you want to say. By 
the way, do you want Lady Kitty 
and Lord Porteous to be here? 

ELIZABETH. YeS. 

LADY KITTY. Elizabeth asked us to 
stay. 

TEDDIE. Oh, I don’t mind, bless 
you. I only thought you might feel 
rather in the way. 

LADY KITTY (frigidly), A gentle- 
woman never feels in the way, Mr. 
Luton. 

TEDDIE. Won’t you call me Teddie? 
Everybody does, you know. 

(lady kitty tries to give him a 
withering look, but she finds it very 
difficult to prevent herself from 
smiling, teddie strokes Elizabeth’s 
hands. She draws them away.) 

ELIZABETH. No, don’t do that. Ted- 
die, it wasn’t true when I said I 
didn’t love you. Of course I love 
you. But Arnold loves me, too. I 
didn’t know how much. 

TEDDIE. What has he been saying 
to you? 


ELIZABETH. He’s been very good 
to me, and so kind. I didn’t know 
he could be so kind. He offered to 
let me divorce him. 

TEDDIE. That’s very decent of him. 

ELIZABETH. But don’t you see, it 
ties my hands. How can I accept 
such a sacrifice? I should never 
forgive myself if I profited by his 
generosity. 

TEDDIE. If another man and I were 
devilish hungry and there was only 
one mutton chop between us, and 
he said, “You eat it,” I wouldn’t 
waste a lot of time arguing. I’d 
wolf it before he changed his mind. 

ELIZABETH. Don’t talk like that. It 
maddens me. I’m trying to do the 
right thing. 

TEDDIE.* You’re not in love with 
Arnold; you’re in love with me. It’s 
idiotic to sacrifice your life for a 
slushy sentiment. 

ELIZABETH. After all, I did marry 
him. 

TEDDIE. Well, you made a mistake. 
A marriage without love is no mar- 
riage at all. 

ELIZABETH. I made the mistake. 
Why should he suffer for it? If any- 
one has to suffer it’s only right that 
1 should. 

TEDDIE. What sort of a life do you 
think it would be with him? When 
two people are married it’s very 
difiScult for one of them to be un- 
happy without making the other 
unnappy too. 

ELIZABETH. I can’t take advantage 
of his generosity. 
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TEDDiE. I daresay hell get a lot of 
satisfaction out of it. 

ELIZABETH. Youre being beastly, 
Teddie. He was simply wonderful. 
I never knew he had it in him. He 
was really noble. 

TEDDIE. You are talking rot, Eliz- 
abeth. 

ELIZABETH. I wonder if you’d be 
capable of acting like that. 

TEDDIE. Acting like what? 

ELIZABETH. What would you do if 
I were married to you and came 
and told you I loved somebody else 
and wanted to leave you? 

TEDDIE. You have very pretty blue 
eyes, Elizabeth. Fd black first one 
and then the other. And after that 
we’d see. 

ELIZABETH. You damned brute! 

TEDDIE. I’ve often thought I wasn’t 
quite a gentleman. Had it ever 
struck you? 

(They look at one another for a 
while, ) 

ELIZABETH. You know, you are tak- 
ing an unfair advantage of me. I 
feel as if I came to you quite un- 
suspectingly and when I wasn’t 
looking you kicked me on the shins. 

TEDDIE. Don’t you think we’d get 
on rather well together? 

PORTEOUS. Elizabeth’s a fool if she 
don’t stick to her husband. It’s bad 
enough for the man, but for the 
woman— it’s damnable. I hold no 
brief for Arnold. He plays bridge 
like a foot. Saving your presence, 
Kitty, I think he’s a prig. 
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LADY KITTY. Poor dear, his father 
was at his age. I daresay he’ll grow 
out of it. 

PORTEOUS. But you stick to him, 
Elizabeth, stick to him. Man is a 
gregarious animal. We’re members 
of a herd. If we break the herd’s 
laws we suffer for it. And we suflFei 
damnably. 

LADY KITTY. Oh, Elizabeth, my 
dear child, don’t go. It’s not worth 
it. It’s not worth it. I tell you that, 
and I’ve sacrificed everything to 
love. (A pause.) 

ELIZABETH. I’m afraid. 

TEDDIE (in a whisper). Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH. I Can’t facc it. It’s ask- 
ing too much of me. Let’s say 
good-bye to one another, Teddie. 
It’s the only thing to do. And have 
pity on me. I’m giving up all my 
hope of happiness. 

(He goes up to her and looks into 
her eyes.) 

TEDDIE. But I wasn’t oflFering you 
happiness. I don’t think my sort of 
love tends to happiness. I’m jeal- 
ous. I’m not a very easy man to 
get on with. I’m often out of tem- 
per and irritable. I should be fed 
to the teeth with you sometimes, 
and so would you be with me. I 
daresay we’d fight like cat and dog, 
and sometimes we’d hate each 
other. Often you’d be wretched and 
bored stiflF and lonely, and often 
you’d be frightfully homesick, and 
then you’d regret all you’d lost. 
Stupid women would be rude to 
you because we’d run away to- 
gether. And some of them would 
cut you. I don’t oflFer you peace 
and quietness. 1 ofiFer you unrest 
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and anxiety* I don’t offer you hap- 
piness. I offer you love. 

ELIZABETH {stretching out her 
arms). You hateful creature, I ab- 
solutely adore you! 

(He throws his arms round her and 
kisses her passionately on the lips.) 

LADY KITTY. Of coursc the moment 
he said he’d give her a black eye 
I knew it was finished. 

PORTEOus (good-humouredly). Yon 
are a fool, Kitty. 

LADY KITTY. I Icnow I am, but I 
can’t help it. 

TEDDiE. Let’s make a bolt for it 
now. 

ELIZABETH. Shall weP 

TEDDIE. This minute. 

PORTEOUS. You’re damned fools, 
both of you, damned foolsl If you 
like you can have my car. 

TEDDIE. That’s awfully kind of you. 
As a matter of fact I got it out of 
the garage. It’s just along the drive. 

PORTEOUS (indignantly). How do 
you mean, you got it out of the 
garage? 

TEDDIE. Well, I thought there’d be 
a lot of bother, and it seemed to 
me the best thing would be for 
Elizabeth and me not to stand upon 
the order of our going, you know. 
Do it now. An excellent motto for 
a business man. 

PORTEOUS. Do you mean to say you 
ppm going to steal my car? 


TEDDIE. Not exactly. I was only 
going to bolshevise it, so to speak. 

PORTEOUS. I’m speechless. I’m ab- 
solutely speechless. 

TEDDIE. Hang it all, I couldn’t carry 
Elizabeth all the way to London. 
She’s so damned plump. 

ELIZABETH. You dirty dog! 

PORTEOUS (spluttering ) . Well, well, 
well! . . . (Helplesdy) I like him, 
Kitty, it’s no good pretending I 
don’t. I like him. 

TEDDIE. The moon’s shining, Eliz- 
abeth. We’ll drive all through the 
night. 

PORTEOUS. They’d better go to San 
Michele. I’ll wire to have it got 
ready for them. 

LADY KITTY. That’s where we went 
when Hughie and I . . . (falter- 
ing) Oh, you dear things, how I 
envy you! 

PORTEOUS (mopping his eyes). 
Now don’t cry, Kitty. Confound 
you, don’t cry, 

TEDDIE. Come, darling. 

ELIZABETH. But I can’t go like this. 

TEDDIE. Nonsense! Lady Kitty will 
lend you her cloak. Won’t you? 

LADY KITTY (laJdng it off). You’re 
capable of tearing it off my back 
if I don’t. 

TEDDIE (putting the cloak on Eliz- 
abeth) . And well buy you a tooth- 
brush in London in the morning. 
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jaADY KITTY. She must write a note 
for Arnold. Ill put it on her pin- 
cushion. 

TEDDiE. Pincushion be blowedl 
Come, darling. Well drive through 
the dawn and through the sunrise. 

ELIZABETH {kissiflg LADY KITTY and 
poRTEOUs). Good-bye. Good-bye. 

( TEDDIE stretches out his hand and 
she takes it. Hand in hand they go 
out into the night.) 

LADY KITTY. Oh, Hughie, how it all 
comes back to mel Will they suflFer 
all we suflFered? And have we suf- 
fered all in vain? 

PORTEOUS. My dear, I don’t know 
that in life it matters so much what 
you do as what you are. No one 
can learn by the experience of an- 
other because no circumstances are 
quite the same. If we made rather 
a hash of things perhaps it was 
because we were rather trivial 
people. You can do anything in 
this world if you’re prepared to 
take the consequences, and con- 
sequences depend on character. 
(Enter champion-cheney, rubbing 
his hands. He is as pleased as 
Punch . ) 

c.-c. Well, I think IVe settled the 
hash of that young man. 

lady kitty. Ohl 

c.-c. You have to gettup very early 
in the morning to get me better of 
your humble servant. 
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(There is the sound of a car starts 
ing.) 

LADY KITTY. What is that? 

c.-c. It soimds like a car. I expect 
its your chauflFeur taking one of 
the maids for a joy-ride. 

PORTEOUS. Whose hash are you 
talking about? 

c.-c. Mr. Edward Lutoirs, my dear 
Hughie. I told Arnold exactly what 
to do and he’s done it. What makes 
a prison? Why, bars and bolts. Re- 
move them and a prisoner won’t 
want to escape. Glever, I flatter 
myself. 

PORTEOUS. You were always that, 
Glive, but at the moment you’re 
obscure. 

c.-c. I told Arnold to go to Eliz- 
abeth and tell her she could have 
her freedom. I told him to sacrifice 
himself all along the line. I know 
what women are. The moment 
every obstacle was removed to her 
marriage with Teddie Luton, half 
the allurement was gone. 

LADY KITTY. Arnold did that? 

c.-c. He followed my instructions 
to the letter. I’ve just seen him. 
She’s shaken. I’m willing to bet 
five hundred pounds to a penny 
that she won’t bolt. A downy old 
bird, eh? Downy’s the word. 
Downy. 

(He begins to laugh. They laugh, 
too, Presently they are all three in 
fits of laughter.) 
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ACT ONE 

SCENE I 

Charles Winsor s Dressing-room at Meldon Court, near Newmarket, of a 
night in early October 

SCENE II 

De Levis’s Bedroom at Meldon Court, a few minutes later 

ACT TWO 

SCENE I 

The Card Room of a London Club between four and five in the afternoon, 

three weeks later 

SCENE II 

The Sitting-room of the Dancys" Flat, the following morning 

ACT THREE 

SCENE I 

Old Mr. Jacob Twisden s Room at Twisden & Graviter s in Lincoln’s Inn 
Fields, at four in the afternoon, three months later 

SCENE II 

The same, next morning at half-past ten 
SCENE III 

The Sitting-room of the Dancys’ Flat, an hour later 
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ACT ONE 


SCENE I 

The dressing-room of Charles winsor, oicney Meidon Court, neat 
Newmarket; about eleven-thirty at night. The room has pale grey wallsi 
unadorned; the curtains are drawn aoer a window Back Left Centre. A 
bed lies along the wall. Left. An open door, Right Back, leads into ladv 
adela's bedroom; a door. Right Forward, into a long corridor, on to 
which abut rooms in a row, the whole length of the house*s left wing. 
winsor’s dressing-table, with a light over it, is Stage Right of the cur- 
tained window. Pyjamas are laid out on the bed, which is turned back. 
Slippers are handy, and all the usual gear of a well-appointed bed-dress- 
ing-room. CHARLES WINSOR, a tail, fair, good-looking man about thirty- 
eight, is taking off a smoking jacket. 


WINSOR. Hallo! Adela! 

V. OF LADY A. (from her bedroom). 
Hallo! 

WINSOR. In bed? 

V. OF LADY A. No. 

(She appears in the doorway in 
under-garment and a wrapper. She, 
too, is fair, about thirty-five, rather 
delicious, and suggestive of porce- 
lain.) 

WINSOR. Win at Bridge? 

LADY A. No fear. 

WINSOR. Who did? 

LADY A. Lord St Erth and Ferdy 
De Levis. 

WINSOR. That young man has too 
much luck— the young bounder won 
two races today; and he's as rich 
as Croesus. 


LADY A. Oh! Charlie, he did look 
so exactly as if he'd sold me a car- 
pet when I was paying him. 

WINSOR (changing into slippers). 
His father did sell carpets, whole- 
sale, in the City. 

LADY A. Really? And you say I 
haven't intuition! (With a finger on 
her lips) Morison's in there. 

WINSOR (motioning towards the 
door, which she shuts). Ronny 
Dancy took a tenner off him, any- 
way, before dinner. 

LADY A. No! How? 

WINSOR. Standing jump on to a 
bookcase four feet high. De Levis 
had to pay up, and sneered at him 
for m^ing money by parlour 
tricks. That young Jew gets him- 
self disliked. 
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ua>Y A. Aren't you rather preju- 
>diced? 

wiNSOR. Not a bit. I like Jews. 
That's not against him— rather the 
contrary these days. But he pushes 
himself. The General tells me he's 
deathly keen to get into the Jockey 
Club. (Taking off his tie) Its 
amusing to see him trying to get 
round old St Erth. 

LADY A. If Lord St Erth and Gen- 
eral Canynge backed him he'd get 
in if he did sell carpets! 

wiNSOR. He's got some pretty good 
horses. (Taking off his waistcoat) 
Bonny Dancy's on his bones again, 
I'm afraid. He had a bad day. 
When a chap takes to doing par- 
lour stunts tor a bet— it's a sure 
sign. What made him chuck the 
Amy? 

JjADY a. He says it's too dull, now 
there's no fighting. 

WINSOR. Well, he can't exist on 
backing losers. 

LADY A. Isn't it just like him to get 
married now? He really is the most 
reckless person. 

WINSOR. Yes. He’s a queer chap. 
I've always liked him, but I've 
never quite made him out. What 
do you think of his wife? 

LADY A. Nice child; awfully gone 
on him. 

f 

WINSOR. Is he? 


LADY A. 'De Levis; and Margaret 
Orme at the end. Charlie, do you 
realise that the bathroom out there 
has to> wash those four? 

WINSOR. I know. 

LADY A. Your grandfather was 
crazy when he built this wing; six 
rooms in a row with balconies like 
an hotel, and only one bath— if we 
hadn't put ours in. 

WINSOR (looking at his watch). 
Half-past eleven. (Yawns) New- 
market always makes me sleepy. 
You're keeping Morison up. 

(lady adela goes to the door, 
blowing a kiss. Charles goes up to 
his dressing-table and begins to 
brush his hair, sprinkling on es- 
sence. There is a knock on the cor- 
ridor door.) 

Come in. 

(de LEVIS enters, clad in pyjamas 
and flowered dressing-gown. He is 
a dark, good-looking, rather East- 
ern young man. His face is long 
and disturbed.) 

Hallo! De Levis! Anything I can 
do for you? 

DE LEVIS (in a voice whose faint 
exoticism is broken by a vexed ex- 
citement), I say. I'm awfully sorry, 
Winsor, but I thought I'd better 
tell you at once. I've just had— er— 
rather a lot of money stolen. 

WINSOR. What! (There is some- 
thing of outrage in his tone and 
glance, as who should say: Tn my 
nouseF") H(5w do you mean 
stolen? 


LADY A. Quite indecently— both of 
(Nodding towards the wdl, 
‘ ) They re next door. 

^ beyond them? 



DE LEVIS. I put it under my pillow 
and went to have a bath; \men I 
came back it was gone. 

WINSOR. Good Lord! How much? 
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DE LEVIS. Nearly a tho\isand~nine 
hundred and seventy, I think. 

wiNSOR. Phewl (Again the faint 
tone of outrage, that a man should 
have so much money about him,) 

DE LEVIS. I sold my Rosemary filly 
today on the course to Kentman 
the bookie, and he paid me in 
notes. 

WINSOR. What? That weed Dancy 
gave you in the Spring? 

DE LEVIS. Yes. But I tried her pretty 
high the other day; and shes in 
tlie Cambridgeshire. I was only out 
of my room a quarter of an hour, 
and I locked my door. 

WINSOR (again outraged). You 
locked 

DE LEVIS (not seeing the fine 
shade). Yes, and had the key here. 
(He taps his pocket) Look herel 
(He holds out a pocket-book) Its 
been stuffed with my shaving 
papers. 

WINSOR (between feeling that such 
things dont happen, and a sense 
that he will have to clear it up). 
This is damned awkward, De 
Levis. 

DE LEVIS (with steel in his voice). 
Yes. I should like it back. 

WINSOR. Have you got the numbers 
of the notes? , 

DE LEVIS. No. 

WINSOR. What were they? 

DE LEVIS. One hundred, three 
fifties, and ^he rest tens and fives. 
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WINSOR. What dVou want me ta 
do? 

DE LEVIS. Unless there s anybody 
you think 

WINSOR (eyeing him). Is it likely? 

DE LEVIS. Then I think the police 
ought to see my room. Its a lot 
of money. 

WINSOR. Good Lord! Were not in 
Town; therell be nobody nearer 
than Newmarket at this time of 
night— four miles. 

(The door from the bedroom is 
suddenly opened and lady adela 
appears. She has on a lace cap over 
her finished hair, and the wrap* 
per.) 

LADY A. (closing the door). What 
is it? Are you ill, Mr. De Levis? 

WINSOR. Worse; he’s had a lot of 
money stolen. Nearly a thousand 
pounds. 

LADY A. Gracious! Where? 

DE LEVIS. From under my pillow, 
Lady Adela— my door was locked— 
I was in the bathroom. 

LADY A. But how fearfully thrillingl 

WINSOR. Thrilling! What’s to be 
done? He wants it back. 

LADY A. Of course! (With sudden 

realisation) Oh! But Oh! it’s 

quit^ too unpleasant! 

WINSOR. Yes! What am I to do? 
Fetch the servants out of their 
rooms? Search the grounds? Itll 
make the devil of a scandal. 


de LEVIS. Who’s next to me? 
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tjilDY a. (coldly). Oh! Mr. De 
LevisI 

(viNSOR. Next to you? The Dancys 
m this side, and Miss Orme on the 
other. What's that to do with it? 

DE LEVIS. They may have heard 
something. 

wiNSOR. Let s get them. But Dancy 
was downstairs when I came up. 
Get Morison, Adelal No. Look 
here! When was this exactly? Let s 
have as many alibis as we can; , 

fe LEVIS. Within the last twenty 
minutes, certainly. 

WINSOR. How long has Morison 
been up with you? 

LADY A. I came up at eleven, and 
rang for her at once. 

WINSOR (looking at his watch). 
Half an hour. Then she's all right. 
Send her for Margaret and the 
Dancys—there's nobody else in this 
wing. No; send her to bed. We 
don't want gossip. D'you mind go- 
ing yourself, Adela? 

LADY A. Consult General Canynge, 
Charlie. 

WINSOR. Right. Could you get him 
too? D'you really want the police, 
De Levis? 

DE LEVIS (stung by the faint con- 
tempt in his tone of Voice). Yes, 
I do. 

WINSOR. Then, look here, dear! Slip 
itito my study and telephone to the 
police at Newmarket. There'll be 
somebody there; they're sure to 
have diuriks. Ill have Treisure up. 


and speak to him. (He rings the 
bell) 

(lady adela goes out into her 
room and closes the door.) 

WINSOR. Look here, De Levis! This 
isn't an hotel. It's the sort of thing 
that doesn't happen in a decent 
house. Are you sure you're not mis- 
taken, and didn't have them stolen 
on the course? 

de LEVIS. Absolutely. I counted 
them just before putting them 
under my pillow; then I locked the 
door and had the key here. There's 
only one door, you know. 

WINSOR. How was your window? 

DE LEVIS. Open. 

WINSOR (drawing back the curtains 
of his own window). You've got a 
balcony like this. Any sign of a 
ladder or anything? 

DE LEVIS. No. 

WINSOR. It must have been done 
from the window, unless someone 
had a skeleton key. Who knew 
you'd got that money? Where did 
Kentman pay you? 

DE LEVIS. Just round the corner in 
the further paddock. 

WINSOR. Anybody about? 

DE LEVIS. Oh, yes! 

f 

WINSOR. Suspicious? 

DE LEVIS. 1 didn't notice anything. 

WINSOR. You must have been 
marked down and followed here. 

t 
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DE LEVIS. How would they know tbeisure. I am a pretty good judge 
my room? of character, sir, if youll excuse me. 


wiNSOR. Might have got it some- 
how. (A knock from the corridor) 
Come in. 

(tbeisure, the Butler, appears, a 
silent, grave man of almost super- 
natural confotjnjiy- DE LEVIS gives 
him a quick, hard look, noted and 
resented by winsor. ) 

TBEISURE {to winsor). Yes, sir? 


WINSOR. Who valets Mr. De L^is? 

TREisuRE. Robert, sir. 

WINSOR. When was he up last? 

TREISURE. In the ordinary course 
of things, about ten o’clock, sir. 

WINSOR. When did he go to bed? 

TREISURE. I dismissed at eleven. 

winsor. But did he go? 

TREISURE. To the best of my knowl- 
edge. Is there anything I can do, 
sir? 


WINSOR {disregarding a sign from 
DE LEVIS ) . Look here, Mr. De Levis 
has had a large sum of money 
taken from his bedroom within the 
last half hour. 


WINSOR. Look here, De Levis, 
eighty or ninety notes must have 
been pretty bulky. You didn’t have 
them on you at dinner? 

DE LEVIS. No. 

WINSOR. Where did you put them? 

DE LEVIS. In a boot, and the boot 
in my suitcase, and locked it. 
(TREISURE smiles faintly.) 

WINSOR {again slightly outraged by 
such precautions in his house). 
And you found it locked—and took 
them from there to put under your 
pillow? 

DE LEVIS. Yes. 

WINSOR. Run your mind over 
things, Treisure— has any stranger 
been about? 

TREISURE. No, sir. 

WINSOR. This seems to have hap- 
pened between 11.15 and 11.30. Is 
that right? (de levis nods) Any 
noise— anything outside — anything 
suspicious anywhere? 

TREISURE {running his mind— very 
still). No, sir. 


TREISURE. Indeed, sir! 

WINSOR. Robert's quite all right, 
isn’t he? 

TREISURE. He is, sir. 

DE LEVIS. How do you know? 
(treisure’s eyes rest on levis.) 


WINSOR. What time did you shut 
up? 

TREISURE. I should Say about 
eleven-fifteen, sir. As soon as Major 
Colford and Captain Dancy had 
finished billiards. What was Mr. De 
Levis doing out of his room, if 1 
may ask, sir? 
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% wiNSOR. Having a bath; with his 
room locked and the key in his 
pocket. 

TREisuRE. Thank you, sir. 

DE LEVIS {conscious of indefinable 
suspicion). Damn iti What do you 
mean? I was. 


dress. His eyelids droop slightly^ 
but his eyes are keen and his ex- 
pression astute.) 

wiNSOR. Well, General, what s the 
first move? 

CANYNGE {lifting his eyebrows), 
Mr. De Levis presses the matter? 


TREISURE. I beg your pardon, sir. 

WINSOR {concealing a smile). Look 
here, Treisure, it s infernally awk- 
ward for everybody. 

TREISURE. It is, sir. 

WINSOR. What do you suggest? 

TREISURE. The proper thing, sir, I 
(suppose, would be a co rdpn and a 
complete search— in our interests^X 

WiNSOR. I entirely refuse to suspect 
anybody. 

Treisure. But if Mr. De Levis feels 
otherwise, sir? 

OE LEVIS {stammering). I? All I 
know is— the money waj there, and 
it's gone. 

WINSOR {compunctious). Quite! Its 
pretty sickening for you. But so it 
is for anybody else. However, we 
must do our best to get it back for 
you. 

(A knock on the door.) 


DE LEVIS {flicked again). Unless 
you think it’s too plejieian of me. 
General Canynge — a thousand 
pounds. I 

CANYNGE {drily). Just so! Then we 
must wait for the police, Winsor. 
Lady Adela has got through to 
them. What height are these rooms 
from the ground, Treisure? 

TREISURE. Twenty-three feet from 
the terrace, sir. 

CANYNGE. Any ladders near? 

TREISURE. One in the stables, sir, 
very heavy. No others within three 
hundred yards. 

CANYNGE. Just slip down, and see 
whether that’s been moved. 

TREISURE. Very good. General. {He 
goes out.) 

DE LEVIS {uneasily). Of course, he 
—I suppose you 

WINSOR. We do. 


WINSOR. Hallo! 

(treisure opens the door, and 
GENERAL CANYNGE enters.) ' 

Ohl It’s you. General. Come in. 
Akdela's told you? 

^ (<ERAL CANYNGE nods. He is a 
m^ffl pf about sixty, very well 
intensely neat and self- 
and stm in evening 



CANYNGE. You had better leave this 
in our hands, De Levis. 

DE LEVIS. Certaj;^; only, the way 

w— 

WINSOR {curtly). Treisure has been 
here since he was a boy. I should 
as soon suspect myself. 
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DE LEVIS (looking from one to the 
other-^ith sudden anger). You 

seem to think 1 What was I to 

do? Take it lying down and let 
whoever it is get clear ofiF? I sup- 
ose it s natural to want my money 
ack? 

(CANYNGE looks at his nails; win- 
SOR out of the window.) 

wiNSOR (turning). Of course, De 
Levis! 

DE LEVIS (sullenly). Well, HI go 
to my room. When the police 
come, perhaps you’ll let me know. 
(He goes out.) 

WINSOR. Phew! Did you ever see 
such a dressing-gown? 

(The door is opened, lady adela 
and MARGARET ORME come in. The 
latter is a vivid young lady of about 
twenty-five in a vivid wrapper; 
she is smoking a cigarette.) 

LADY A. I Ve told the Dancys— she 
was in bed. And I got through to 
Newmarket, Charles, and Inspector 
Dede is coming like the wind on a 
motor cycle. 

Margaret! Did he say "like the 
wind,” Adela? He must have imag- 
ination. Isn’t this gorgeous? Poor 
little Ferdyl 

WINSOR (vexed). You might take 
it seriously, Margaret; it’s pretty 
beastly for us all. What time did 
you come up? 

MARGARET. I Came ifp with Adela. 
Am I suspected, Charles? How 
thrilling! 

WINSOR. Did you hear anything? 

MARGARET. Only Uttle Ferdy 
splashing. 
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WINSOR. And saw nothing? 

MARGARET. Not even that, alas! 

LADY A. (with a finger held up). 
Lestel Un peu lestel Oh! Here are 
the Dancys. Come in, you two! 
(MABEL and RONALD DANCY enter. 
She is a pretty young woman with 
bobbed hair, fortunately, for she 
has just got out of bed, and is in 
her nightgown and a wrapper. 
DANCY is in his smoking jacket. He 
has a pale, determined face with 
high cheek-bones, small, deep-set 
dark eyes, reddish crisp hair, and 
looks like a horseman.) 

WINSOR. Awfully sorry to disturb 
you, Mrs. Dancy; but I suppose 
you and Ronny haven’t heard any- 
thing. De Levis’s room is just be- 
yond Ronny’s dressing-room, you 
know. 

MABEL. I’ve been asleep nearly half 
an hour, and Ronny^ s only just 
come up. 

CANYNGE. Did you happen to look 
out of your window, Mrs. Dancy? 

MABEL. Yes. I stood there quite five 
minutes. 

CANYNGE. When? 

MABEL. Just about eleven, I should 
think. It was raining hard then. 

CANYNGE. Yes, it’s just stopped. 
You saw nothing? 

MABEL. No. 

DANCY. What time does he say the 
money was taken? 

WINSOR. Between the quarter and 
half past. He’d locked his door and 
had the key with him. 
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MARGARET. How quaintl Just like 
an hotel. Does he put his boots out? 

t.ADY A. Don’t be so naughty, Meg. 

CANYNGE. When exactly did you 
come up, Dancy? 

DANCY. About ten minutes ago. Fd 
only just got into my dressing-room 
before Lady Adela came. IVe been 
writing letters in the hall since Col- 
ford and I finished billiards. 

GANYNGE. You Weren’t up for any- 
thing in between? 

DANCY. No. 

MARGARET. The mystery of the grey 
room. 

DANCY. Oughtn’t the grounds to be 
searched for footmarks? 

CANYNGE. That’s for the police. 

DANCY. The deuce! Are they com- 
ing? 

CANYNGE. Directly. (A knock) Yes? 
(treisure enters) Well? 

TREisuRE. The ladder has not been 
moved. General. There isn’t a sign. 

wmsoR. All right. Get Robert up, 
but don’t say anything to him. By 
the way, we’re expecting the po- 
lice. 

TREISURE. I trust they will not find 
a mare’s nest, sir, if I may say so. 
(He goes.) 

wiNSOR. De Levis has got wrong 
with Treisure. {SudderUy) But, I 
say, what would any of us have 
done if we*d been in his shoes? 


MARGARET. A thousand pounds? I 
can’t even conceive having it. 

DANCY. We probably shouldn’t 
have found it out. 

LADY A. No— but if we had. 

DANCY. Come to you— as he did. 

WINSOR. Yes; but there’s a way of 
doing things. 

CANYNGE. We shouldn’t have 
wanted the police. 

MARGARET. No. That’s it. The hotel 
touch. 

LADY A. Poor young man; I think 
we’re rather hard on him. 

WINSOR. He sold that weed you 
gave him, Dancy, to Kentman, the 
bookie, and these were the pro- 
ceeds. 

DANCY. Oh! 

WINSOR. He’d tried her high, he 
said. 

DANCY (grimly). He would. 

MABEL. Oh! Ronny, what bad luck! 

WINSOR. He must have been fol- 
lowed here. (At the window) After 
rain like that, there ought to be 
footmarks. 

(The splutter of a motor cycle is 
heard.) ^ 

MARGARET. Here’s the wind! 

WINSOR. What’s the move now. 
General? 

CANYNGE. You and I had better see 
the Inspector in De Levis’s room, 
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Winsor. (To the others) If youll 
all be handy, in case he wants to 
put questions for himself. 

MARGARET. I hooe hell want me; 
it's just too thrilling. 

DANCY. I hope he won’t want me; 
I’m dog-tired. Come on, Mabel. 
(He puts his arm in his wife's,) 

CANYNGE. Just a minute, Charles. 
(He draws close to winsor as the 
others are departing to their 
rooms.) 

WINSOR. Yes, General? 

CANYNGE. We must be careful with 
this Inspector fellow. If he pitches 
hastily on somebody in the house 
it’ll be very disagreeable. 

WINSOR. By Jove! It will 

CANYNGE. We don’t want to rouse 
any ridiculous suspicion. 

WINSOR. Quite. (A knock) Come ini 
(treisure enters.) 

TREisuRE. Inspector Dede, sir. 

WINSOR. Show him in. 

TREISURE. Robert is in readiness, 
sir; but I could swear he knows 
nothing about it. 


WINSOR. All right. 

(treisure reopens the door, and 
says: * **Come in, please." The in- 
spector enters, blue, formal, rnous- 
tachioed, with a peaked cap in his 
hand.) 

WINSOR. Good-evening, Inspector. 
Sorry to have brought you out at 
this time of night. 

inspector. Good evenin’, sir. Mr. 
Winsor? You’re the owner here, I 
think? 

WINSOR. Yes. General Canynge. 

inspector. Good evenin’, General. 
I understand, a large sum of 
money? 

WINSOR. Yes. Shall we go straight 
to the room it was taken from? One 
of my guests, Mr. De Levis. It’s 
the third room on the left. 

CANYNGE. We’ve not been in there 
yet. Inspector; in fact, we’ve done 
nothing, except to find out that the 
stable ladder has not been moved. 
We haven’t even searched the 
grounds. 

INSPECTOR. Right, sir; I’ve brought 
a man with me. (They go out.) 

Curtain. Interval of a Minute. 


SCENE m 


The bedroom of de levis is the same in shape as winsor’s dressing-room, 
except that there is only one door— to the corridor. The furniture, how- 
ever, is differently arranged; a small four-poster bedstead stands against 

* The same set is used for this Scene, with the different arrangement 

furniture, as specified. 



430 JOHN* GALSWORTHY 

the wall. Right Back, jutting into the room. A chair, on which de levis’s 
clothes are thrown, stands at its foot. There is a dressing-table against 
the wall to the left of the open windows, where the curtains are drawn 
back and a stone balcony is seen. Against the wall to the right of the 
window is a chest of drawers, and a washstand is against the wall. Left. 
On a small table to the right of the bed an electric reading lamp is turned 
up, and there is a light over the dressing-table. The inspector is stand- 
ing plumb centre looking at the bed, and de levis by the back of the 
chair at the foot of the bed. winsor and canynge are close to the door. 
Right Forward. 


INSPECTOR (finishing a note). Now, 
sir, if this is the room as you left 
it for your bath, just show us 
exactly what you did after takin' 
the pocket-book from the suit case. 
Where was that, by the way? 

DE LEVIS (pointing). Where it is 
now— under the dressing-table. 

(He comes forward to the front of 
the chair, opens the pocket-book, 
goes through the pretence of count- 
ing his shaving papers, closes the 
pocket-book, takes it to the head 
of the bed and slips it under the 
pdlow. Makes the motion of taking 
up his pyjamas, crosses below the 
INSPECTOR to the wash-stand, takes 
up a bath sponge, crosses to the 
door, takes out the key, opens the 
door.) 

INSPECTOR (writing) . We now have 
the room as it was when the theft 
was committed. Reconstruct ac- 
cordin' to uman nature, gentlemen 
—assumin’ the thief to be in the 
room, what would he try first?— the 
clothes, the dressin'-table, the suit 
case, the chest of drawers, and last 
the bed. 

(He moves accordingly, examining 
the glass on the dressing-table, the 
surface of the suit cases, and the 
htmdies of the drawers, with a spy- 
for finger-marks.) 


CANYNGE (sOttO VOCe tO WINSOR ) . 
The order would have been just the 
other way. 

( The INSPECTOR goes on hands and 
knees and examines the carpet be- 
tween the window and the bed . ) 

DE LEVIS. Can I come in again? 

INSPECTOR (standing up). Did you 
open the window, sir, or was it 
open when you first came in? 

DE LEVIS. I opened it. 

INSPECTOR. Drawin’ the curtains 
back first? 

DE LEVIS. Yes. 

INSPECTOR (sharply). Are you sure 
there was nobody in the room al- 
ready? 

DE LEVIS (taken aback). I don’t 
know. I never thought. I didn’t 
look under the bed, if you mean 
that. 

INSPECTOR (jotting). Did not look 
under bed. Did you look imder it 
after the theft? 

DE LEVIS. No. I didn’t. 

INSPECTOR. Ah! Now, what did you 
do after you came back from your 
bath? Just give us that precisely. 
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DE LEVIS. Locked the door and left 
die key in. Put back my sponge, 
and took ofiF my dressing-gown and 
put it there. {He points to the foot- 
rails of the bed) Then I drew the 
curtains, again. 

INSPECTOR. Shutting the window? 

DE LEVIS. No. I got into bed, felt 
for my watch to see the time. My 
hand struck the pocket-book, and 
somehow it felt thinner. I took it 
out, looked into it, and found the 
notes gone, and these shaving pa- 
pers instead. 

INSPECTOR. Let me have a look at 
those, sir. (He applies the spy- 
glasses) And then? 

DE LEVIS. I think I just sat on the 
bed. 

INSPECTOR. Thinkin' and cursin’ a 
bit, I suppose. Ye-es? 

DE LEVIS. Then I put on my dress- 
ing-gown and went straight to Mr. 
Winsor. 

INSPECTOR. Not lockin’ the door? 
DE LEVIS. No. 

INSPECTOR. Exactly. {With a cer- 
tain finality) Now, sir, what time 
did you come up? 

DE LEVIS. About eleven.^ 

INSPECTOR. Precise,^ you can give 
it to me. 

DE LEVIS. Well, I know it was 
eleven-fifteen when I put my watch 
under my pillow, before I went to 
the bath, and 1 suppose I’d been 
about a quarter of an hour undress- 


ing. I should say after eleven, if 
anything. 

INSPECTOR. Just undressin’? Didn’t 
look over your bettin’ book? 

DE LEVIS. No. 

INSPECTOR. No prayers or anything? 
DE LEVIS. No. 

INSPECTOR. Pretty slippy with your 
undressin’ as a rule? 

DE LEVIS. Yes. Say five past eleven. 

INSPECTOR. Mr. Winsor, what time 
did the gentleman come to you? 

WINSOR. Half-past eleven. 

INSPECTOR. How do you fix that, 
sir? 

WINSOR. I’d just looked at the time, 
and told my wife to send her maid 
off. 

INSPECTOR. Then we’ve got it fixed 
between 11.15 and 11.30. {Jots) 
Now, sir, before we go furtlier I’d 
like to see your butler and the foot- 
man that valets this gentleman. 

WINSOR {with distaste). Very well. 
Inspector; only— my butler has been 
with US from a boy. 

INSPECTOR. Quite so. This is just 
clearing the ground, sir. 

wipJsoR. General, d’you mind 
touching that bell? 

(cANYNGE rings a bell by the bed,) 

INSPECTOR. Well, gentlemen, there 
are four possibilities. Either the 
thief was here all the time, waiting 
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•mder the bed, and slipped out 
nfter this gentleman had gone to 
Mr. Winsor. Or he came in with a 
key that fits the lock; and Fll want 
to see all the keys in the house. Or 
lie came in with a skeleton key and 
out by the window, probably drop- 
pin' from the balcony. Or he came 
in by the window with a rope or 
ladder and out the same way. 
(Pointing) There’s a footmark here 
from a big boot which has been out 
of doors since it rained. 

CANYNGE. Inspector—you er— 
walked up to the window when 
you first came into the room. 

INSPECTOR (stiffly), I had not over- 
looked that. General. 

CANYNGE. Of course. 

(A knock on the door relieves a 
certain tension,) 

WINSOR. Come in. 

(The footman Robert, a fresh- 
faced young man, enters, followed 

by TREISURE.) 

inspector. You valet Mr.— Mr. De 
Levis, I think? 

ROBERT. Yes, sir. 

INSPECTOR. At what time did you 
take his clothes and boots? 

ROBERT. Ten o’clock, sir. 

inspector (with a pounce). Did 
you happen to look under his bed? 

c 

ROBERT. No, sir. 

inspector. Did you come up again, 
to bring the clodies back? 

ROBERT. No, sir; they’re still down- 
stairs. 


inspector. Did you come up again 
for anything? 

ROBERT. No, sir. 

INSPECTOR. What time did you go 
to bed? 

ROBERT. Just after eleven, sir. 

INSPECTOR (scrutinising him). 
Now, be careful. Did you go to 
bed at all? 

ROBERT. No, sir. 

INSPECTOR. Then why did you say 
you did? There’s been a theft here, 
and anything you say may be used 
against you. 

ROBERT. Yes, sir. I meant, I went 
to my room. 

INSPECTOR. Where is your room? 

ROBERT. On the ground floor, at 
the other end of the right wing, 
sir. 

WINSOR. It’s the extreme end of the 
house from this. Inspector. He’s 
with the other two footmen. 

INSPECTOR. Were you there alone? 

ROBERT. No, sir. Thomas and Fred- 
erick was there too. 

TREISURE. That’s right; I’ve seen 
them. 

INSPECTOR (holding up his hand 
for silence). Were you out of the 
room again after you went in? 

ROBERT. No, sir. 

INSPECTOR. What were you doing, 
if you didn’t go to bed? 
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ROBERT (to winsor). Bcggiii youl 
pardon, sir, we were playin' Bridge. 

INSPECTOR. Very good. You can go. 
I'll see them later on. 

ROBERT. Yes, sir. They’ll say the 
same as me. 

(He goes out, leaving a smile on 
the face of all except ^e inspector 
and DE LEVIS.) 

inspector (sharply). Call him 
back. 

(treisure calls ** Robert*^ and the 
footman re-enters.) 

ROBERT. Yes, sir? 

inspector. Did you notice any- 
thing particular about Mr. De 
Levis's clothesJ< 

ROBERT. Only that they were very 
good, sir. 

inspector. I mean— anything pe- 
culiar? 

ROBERT (after reflection). Yes, sir. 
inspector. Well? 

ROBERT. A pair of his boots this 
evenin' was reduced to one, sir. 

inspector. What did you make of 
that? 

ROBERT. I thought he might have 
thrown the other at a cat or some- 
thing. , 

inspector. Did you look for it? 

ROBERT. No, sir; I meant to draw 
his attention to it in the morning. 

INSPECTOR. Very good. 


ROBERT. Yes, sir. (He goes again.) 

INSPECTOR (looking at de levis). 
Well, sir, there's your story cor- 
roborated. 

DE LEVIS (stiffly). I don't know 
why it should need corroboration. 
Inspector. 

INSPECTOR. In my experience, you 
can never have too much of that. 
(To winsor) I understand there's 
a lady in the room on this side 
(pointing Left) and a gentleman 
on this (pointing Right). Were 
they in their rooms? 

WINSOR. Miss Orme was; Captain 
Dancy not. 

INSPECTOR. Do they know of the 
aflFair? 

WINSOR. Yes. 

INSPECTOR. Well, I'd just like the 
keys of their doors for a minute. 
My man will get them. 

(He goes to the door, opens it, 
and speaks to a constable in the 
corridor. ) 

(To treisure) You can go with 
him. 

(treisure goes out.) 

In the meantime 111 just examine 
the balcony. 

(He goes out on the balcony, fol- 
lowed by DE LEVIS.) 

WINSOR (to canynge). Damn De 
Levis and his money! It's deuced 
invidious, all this. General. 

CANYNGE. The Inspector’s no 
earthly. 

(There is a simultaneous re-entry 
of the INSPECTOR from the balcony 
and of TREISURE and the con^ 
STABLE from the corridor.) 
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CONSTABLE (handing kev). Room 
cn the left, sir. (Handing key) 
r.oom on the right, sir. 

{^Thc INSPECTOR tries the keys in 
. he door, watched with tension by 
the others. The keys fail.) 

INSPECTOR. Put them Lack. 

(Hands keys to constable, who 
^oes out, followed by treisure.) 

have to try every key in the 
house, sir. 

.-/iNSOR. Inspector, do you really 
think it necessary to disturb the 
wholo house and knock up all my 
quests? It’s most disagreeable, all 
fiiis, you know. The loss of the 
money is not such a great matter. 
Mr. De Lievis has a very large in- 
come. 

CANYNGE. You could get the num- 
bers of the notes from Kentman 
the bookmaker. Inspector; hell 
probably have the big ones, any- 
way. 

INSPECTOR (shaking his head). A 
bookie. I don’t suppose he will, sir. 
It’s come and go with them, all 
the time. 

wiNSOR. We don’t want a Meldon 
Court scandal. Inspector. 

INSPECTOR. Well, Mr. Winsor, I’ve 
formed my theory. 

(As he speaks, de levis comes in 
from the balcony.) 

And I don’t say to try the keys is 
necessary to it; but strictly, I ought 
to exhaust the possibilities. 

I^SOR. What do you say, De 
JUsvisP D’you want everybody in 
the bouse knocked up so that their 
cen be tried? 


DE LEVIS (whose face, since his 
return, expresses a curious excite^ 
ment). No, I don’t. 

INSPECTOR. Very well, gentlemen. 
In my opinion the thief walked in 
before the door was locked, prob- 
ably durin;^ dinner; and was under 
the bed. He escaped by dropping 
from the balcony— the creeper at 
that comer (he points itage Left) 
has been violently wrenched. In 
go down now, and eriamine tho 
grounds, and I’ll see you agai»^, 
sir. (He makes another rr.lrtj in 
his note-book) Good-night, Llien, 
gentlemen! 

CANYNGE. Good-night! 

WINSOR (with relief). I’ll come 
with you. Inspector. 

(He escorts him to the door, and 
they go out.) 

DE LEVIS (suddenly). General, I 
know who took them. 

CANYNGE. The deuce you do! Are 
you following the Inspector’s the- 
ory^ 

DE LEVIS (contemptuously). That 
ass! (Pulling the shaving papers 
out of the case) No! The man who 
put those there was clever and cool 
enough to wrench that creeper off 
the balcony, as a blind. Come and 
look here. General. (He goes to the 
window; the general follows, de 
LEVIS points stage Right) See the 
rail of my bajpony, and the rail 
of the next? (He holds up the cord 
of his dressing-gown, stretching 
his arms out) I’ve measured it with 
this. Just over seven feet, that’s alii 
If a man can take a standing jump 
on to a narrow bookcase four feet 
high and balance there, he’d make 
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nothing of that. And, look here! 
{He goes out on the balcony and 
returns with a bit of broken creeper 
in his hand, and holds it out into 
'he light) Someone’s stood on that 
—the ctalk s crushed— the inner 
corner too, where he’d naturally 
stand when he took his jump back. 

CANYNGE {after examining it— 
rtiffly). That other balcony is young 
Dancy’s, Mr. De Levis; a soldier 
and a gentleman. This is an ex- 
traordinary insinuation. 

DE LEVIS. Accusation. 

CANYNGE. What! 

DE LEVIS. I have intuitions, Gen- 
eral; it’s in my blood. I see the 
whole thing. Dancy came up, 
watched me into the bathroom, 
tried my door, slipped back into 
his dressing-room, saw my window 
was open, took that jump, sneaked 
the notes, filled the case up with 
these, wrenched the creeper there 
{he points stage Left) for a blind, 
jumped back, and slipped down- 
stairs again. It didn’t take him four 
minutes altogether. 

CANYNGE {very gravely). This is 
outrageous, De Levis. Dancy says 
he was downstairs all the time. 
You must either withdraw unre- 
servedly, or I mu^t confront you 
with him. 

DE LEVIS. If he’ll return the notes 
and apologise. I’ll do nothing— ex- 
cept cut him in future. He gave 
me that filly, you know, as a hope- 
less weed, and he’s been pretty 
sick ever since, that he was such 
a flat as not to see how good she 
was. Besides, he’s hard up, I know. 


CANYNGE {after a vexed turn up 
and down the room). It’s mad, sir, 
to jump to conclusions like this. 

DE LEVIS. Not so mad as the con- 
clusion Dancy jumped to when he 
lighted on my balcony. 

CANYNGE. Nobody could have taken 
this money who did not know you 
had it. 

DE LEVIS. How do you know that 
he didn’t? 

CANYNGE. Do you know that he 

did? 

DE LEVIS. I haven’t the least doubt 
of it. 

CANYNGE. Without any proof. This 
is very ugly, De Levis. I must tell 
Winsor. 

DE LEVIS {angrily). Tell the whole 
blooming lot. You think I’ve no 
feelers, but I’ve felt the atmos- 
phere here, I can tell you. Gen- 
eral. If I were in Dancy’s shoes 
and he in mine, your tone to me 
would be very different. 

CANYNGE {suavely frigid). I’m nof 
aware of using any tone, as you 
call it. But this is a private house, 
Mr. De Levis, and something is 
due to our host and to the esprit 
de corps that exists among gentle- 
men. 

DE i^EVis. Since when is a thief a 
gendeman? Thick as thieves— a 
good motto, isn’t it? 

CANYNGE. That’s enough! {He goes 
to the door, but stops before open- 
ing it) Now, look here! I have 
some knowledge of the world. 
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Once an accusation like this passes 
beyond these walls no one can fore- 
see the consequences. Captain 
Dancy is a gallant fellow, with a 
fine record as a soldier; and only 
just married. If he's as innocent as— 
Christ— mud will stick to him, un- 
less the real thief is found. In the 
old days of swords, either you or 
he would not have gone cut of this 
room aliv e. If you persist in this 
absurd accusation, you will hoili 
of you go out of this room dead 
in the eyes of Society: you for 
bringing it, he for being the object 
of it. 

Dfi LEVIS. Society! Do you think I 
don't know that I'm only tolerated 
for my money? Society can't add 
injury to insult and have my money 
as well, that's all. If the notes are 
restored I'll keep my mouth shut; 
if they're not, I shan't. I'm certain 
I'm right. I ask nothing better than 
to be confronted with Dancy; but, 
if you prefer it, deal with him in 
your own way— for the sake of 
your esprit de corps, 

CANYNGE. 'Pon my soul, Mr. De 
Levis, you go too far. 

PE LEVIS. Not so far as I shall go, 
General Canynge, if those notes 
aren't given back. 

(wiNSOR comes in,) 

wiNSOR. Well, De Levis, I'm afraid 
that's all we can do for the present. 
So very sorry this should have hap- 
pened in my house. 

CANYNGE {after a silence). There's 
a development, Winsor. Mr. De 
Levis accuses one of your guests. 

WINSOR. What? 


CANYNGE. Of jumping from his bal- 
cony to this, taking the notes, and 
jumping back. I've done my best 
to dissuade him from indulging the 
fancy— without success. Dancy must 
be told. 

DE LEVIS. You can deal with Dancy 
in your own way. All I want is the 
money back. 

CANYNGE (drily), Mr. De Levis 
feels that he is only valued for his 
money, so that it is essential for 
him to have it back. 

WINSOR. Damn it! This is mon- 
strous, De Levis. I've known Ron- 
ald Dancy since he was a boy. 

CANYNGE. You talk about adding 
injury to insult, De Levis. What do 
you call such treatment of a man 
who gave you the mare out of 
which you made this thousand 
pounds? 

DE LEVIS. I didn't want the mare; 
I took her as a favour. 

CANYNGE. With an eye to possibili- 
ties, I venture to think— the prin- 
ciple guides a good many trans- 
actions. 

DE LEVIS (as if flicked on a raw 
spot). In my race, do you mean? 

CANYNGE (coldly), I said nothing 
of the sort. 

DE LEVIS. No; ^ou don't say these 
things, any of you. 

CANYNGE. Nor did I think it. 

DE LEVIS. Dancy does. 

WINSOR. Really, De Levis, if this 
is the way you repay hospitality 
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DE LEVIS. Hospitality that skins my 
feelings and costs me a thousand 
poundsi 

CANYNGE. Go and get Dancy, Win- 
sor; but don’t say anything to him. 
(wiNSOR goes out.) 

CANYNGE. Perhaps you will kindly 
control yourself, and leave this to 
me. 

(de LEVIS turns to the window and 
lights a cigarette, winsor comes 
back, followed by dancy.) 

CANYNGE. For Winsor’s sake, 
Dancy, we don’t want any scandal 
or fuss about this affair. We’ve 
tried to make the police understand 
that. To my mind the whole thing 
turns on our finding who knew 
that De Levis had this money. It’s 
about that we want to consult you. 

WINSOR. Kentman paid De Levis 
round the corner in the further 
paddock, he says. 

(de LEVIS turns round from the 
window, so that he and dancy are 
staring at each other.) 

CANYNGE. Did you hear anything 
that throws light, Dancy? As it was 
your filly originally, we thought 
perhaps you might. 

DANCY. I? No. 

CAi^YNGE. Didn’t hear of the sale on 
the course at all? 

DANCY. No. I 

CANYNGE. Then you can’t suggest 
anyone who could have known? 
Nothing else was taken, you see. 

DANCY. De Levis is known to be 
rolling, as I am known to bo stony. 
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CANYNGE. There are a good many 
people still rolling, besides Mr. De 
Levis, but not many people with 
so large a sum in their pocket- 
books. 

DANCY. He won two races. 

DE LEVIS. Do you suggest that I bet 
in ready money? 

DANCY. I don’t know how you bet, 
and I don’t care. 

CANYNGE. You caii’t help us, then? 

DANCY. No, I can’t. Anything else? 
(He looks fixedly at de levis.) 

CANYNGE (putting his Iwid on 
dancy’s arm). Nothing else, thank 
you, Dancy. 

(dancy goes. CANYNGE puts his 
hand up to his face. A moments 
silence. ) 

WINSOR. You see, De Levis? He 
didn’t even know you’d got the 
money. 

DE LEVIS. Very conclusive. 

WINSOR. Weill You are ! 

( There is a knock on the door, and 
the INSPECTOR enters. ) 

INSPECTOR. I’m just going, gentle- 
men. The grounds. I’m sorry to say, 
have yielded nothing. It’s a bit of a 
puzzle. 

CANYNGE. You’ve Searched thor- 
oughly? 

INSPECTOR. We have. General. I 
can pick up nothing near the ter- 
race. 

WINSOR (after a look at de levis, 
whose face expresses too much). 
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Hml You’ll take it up from the 
other end, then. Inspector? 

INSPECTOR. Well, well see what 
we can do with the bookmakers 
about the numbers, sir. Before I 
go, gentlemen—you Ve had time to 
Slink it over—tfiere’s no one you 
suspect in the house, I suppose? 

(de levis’s face is alive and un- 
certain, CANYNGE is Staring at him 
very fixedly,) 

wiNSOR (emphatically). No. 

(de levk turns and goes out on to 
the balcony,) 

inspector. If you’re coming in to 
the racing tomorrow, sir, you 
might give us a call. Ill have seen 
Kentman by then. 

WINSOR. Right you are, Inspector. 
Good-night, and many thanks. 

INSPECTOR. You’re welcome, sir. 
(He goes out,) 

WINSOR. GoshI I thought that chap 
{with a nod towards the balcony) 
was going to— I Look here, Gen- 
eral, we must stop his tongue. 
Imagine it going the rounds. They 
may never find the real thief, you 
know. It’s the very devil for Dancy. 

CANYNGE. Winsorl Dancy’s sleeve 
was damp. 

WINSOR. How d’you mean? 

CANYNGE. Quito damp. It’s been 
raining. 

(The two look at each other,) 

.WINSOR. H don’t follow (His 

is hesitative and lower, show- 
, h^ that he does,) 


CANYNGE. It was coming down 
hard; a minute out in it would have 

been enough (He motions with 

his chin towards the balcony,) 

^vINSOR (hastily). He must have 
been out on his balcony since. 

CANYNGE. It stopped before I came 
up, half an hour ago. 

WINSOR. He’s been leaning on the 
wet stone, then. 

CANYNGE. With the outside of the 
upper part of the arm? 

WINSOR. Against the wall, perhaps. 
There may be a dozen explana- 
tions. (Very low and with great 
concentration) I entirely and ab- 
solutely refuse to believe anything 
of the sort against Ronald Dancy— 
in my house. Dash it. General, we 
must do as we’d be done by. It 
hits us all— it hits us all. The thing’s 
intolerable. 

CANYNGE. I agree. Intolerable. 
(Raising his voice) Mr. De Levis! 
(de LEVIS returns into view, in the 
centre of the open window,) 

CANYNGE (with cold decision). 
Young Dancy was an oflBcer and is 
a gentleman; this insinuation is 
pure supposition, and you must 
not make it. Do you understand 
me? 

DE LEVIS. My tongue is still mine. 
General, if m)* money isn’t! 

CANYNGE (unmoved). Must not. 
You’re a member of three Clubs, 
you want to be member of ja fourth. 
No one who makes such an insinua- 
tion against a, fellow-guest in a 
country house, , except on absolute 
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proof, can do so without complete 
ostracism. Have we your word to 
say nothing? 

DE LEVIS. Social blackmail? H ml 

CANYNGE. Not at all— simple warn- 
ing. If you consider it necessary in 
your interests to start this scandal- 
no matter how, we shall consider it 
necessary in ours to dissociate our- 
selves completely from one who 
so recklessly disregards the unwrit- 
ten code. 

DE LEVIS. Do you think your code 
applies to me? Do you, General? 

CANYNGE. To anyone who aspires 
to be a gentleman, sir. 

DE LEVIS. Ah! But you haven’t 
known me since I was a boy. 


CANYNGE. Make up your mind. 

(A pause.) 

DE LEVIS. I’m not a fool, General. I 
know perfectly well that you can 
get me outed. 

CANYNGE {icily). Well? 

DE LEVIS (sullenly). I’ll say nothing 
about it, unless I get more proof. 

CANYNGE. Good! We have implicit 
faith in Dancy. 

(There is a moments encounter of 
eyes; the general’s steady, shrewd, 
impassive; winsor’s angry and de~ 
fiant; DE LEvis’s mocking, a little 
triumphant, malicious. Then ca- 
NYNGE and wiNSOR go to the 
door, and pass out.) 

DE LEVIS (to himself). Rats! 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 


SCENE I 

Afternoon, three weeks later, in the card room of a London Club. A fire 
is burning. Left. A door. Right, leads to the billiard-room. Rather Left of 
Centre, at a card table, lord st, erth, an old John Bull, sits facing the 
audience; to his right is general canynge, to his left Augustus borring, 
an ess^tial Clubman, about thirty-five years old, with a very slight and 
rather becoming stammer dr click in his speech. The fourth Bridge player, 

CHARLES WINSOR, Stands with his back to the fire. 

• 

BOBBING. And the r-rub. patch on the old whist— this game. 

Don’t know why I play it— never 
WINSOR. By George! You do hold did. 
cards, Borring. 

CANYNGE. St. Erth, shall we raise 
ST. ERTn (who has lost). Not a the flag for whist again? 
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wmsoR. No go, General. You can’t 
go back on pace. No getting a man 
to walk when he knows he can fly. 
The young men won’t look at it, 

BORRiNG. Better develop it so that 
t-two can sit out, General. 

ST. ERTH. We ought to have stuck 
to the old game. Wish I’d gone to 
Newmarket, Canynge, in spite of 
the weather. 

CANYNGE (looking at his watch). 
Let’s hear what’s won the Cam- 
bridgeshire. Ring, won’t you, Win- 
sor? 

(wiNSOR rings.) 

ST. ERTH. By the way, Canynge, 
young De Levis was blackballed. 

CANYNGE. What! 

ST. ERTH. I looked in on my way 
down. 

(canynge sits very still, and win- 
SOR utters a disturbed sound.) 

SOrring. But of c-course he was. 
General. What did you expect? 

(A footman enters.) 

FOOTMAN. Yes, my lord? 

ST. ERTH. What won the Cam- 
bridgeshire? 

FOOTMAN. Rosemary, my lord. 
Sherbet second; Barbizon third. 
Nine to one the winner. 

WINSOR. Thank you. That’s all. 
(footman goes.) 

BORRING. Rosemary! And De Levis 
sold her! But he got a good p-price, 
I suppose. 

, (The other three at him.) 


ST. ERTH. Many a slip between 
price and pocket, young man. 

CANYNGE. Cut! (They cut.) 

BORRING. I say, is that the yarn 
that’s going round about his hav- 
ing had a lot of m-money stolen in 
a country house? By Jove! He’ll be 
pretty s-sick. 

WINSOR. You and I, Borring. 

(He sits down in canynge’s chair, 
and the general takes his place 
by the fire.) 

BORRING. Phew! Won’t Dancy be 
mad! He gave that filly away to 
save her keep. He was rather 
pleased to find somebody who’d 
take her. Kentman must have won 
a p-pot. She was at thirty-threes 
a fortnight ago. 

ST. ERTH. All the money goes to 
fellows who don’t know a horse 
from a haystack. 

CANYNGE (profoundly). And care 
less. Yes! We want men racing to 
whom a horse means something. 

BORRING. I thought the horse 
m-meant the same to everyone. 
General— chance to get the b-better 
of one’s neighbour. 

CANYNGE (with feeling). The horse 
is a noble anmal, sir, as you’d know 
if you’d owed your life to them 
as often as 1 have. 

BORRING. They always try to take 
mine, General. I shall never belong 
to the noble f-fellowship of the 
horse. 

CT. ERTH (drily). Evidently. Deal! 
{As BORRING begins to deal the 



LOYALTIES 


door is opened and major colford 
appears— a lean and moustached 
cavalryman, ) 

BORRiNG. Hallo, C-Colford. 

COLFORD. General! 

( Something in the tone of his voice 
brings them all to a standstill.) 

COLFORD. I want your advice. 
Young De Levis in there (he points 
to the billiard-room from which he 
has just come) has started a blas- 
phemous story 

CANYNGE. One moment. Mr. Bor- 
ring, d you mind 

COLFORD. It makes no odds, Gen- 
eral. Four of us in there heard him. 
He*s saying it was Ronald Dancy 
robbed him down at WinsoFs. The 
fellow’s mad over losing the price 
of that filly now she’s won the 
Cambridgeshire. 

BORRING (all ears). Dancy! Great 
S-Scott! 

COLFORD. Dancy’s in the Club. If 
he hadn’t been I’d have taken it on 
myself to wring the bounder’s neck. 
(wiNSOR and borring have risen. 
ST. ERTH alone remains seated.) 

CANYNGE (after consulting st. ertii 
with a look). Ask De Levis to be 
good enough to come in here. 
Borring, you might see that Dancy 
doesn’t leave the Club. We shall 
want him. Don’t say anything to 
him, and use yom tact to keep 
people oflF. 

(borring goes out, followed by 

COLFORD.) 

WINSOR. Result of hearing he was 
blackball^— pretty slippy. 
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CANYNGE. St. Erth, I told you there 
was good reason when I asked you 
to back young De Levis. Winsor 
and I knew of this insinuation; I 
wanted to keep his tongue quiet. 
It’s just wild assertion; to have it 
bandied about was unfair to Dancy. 
The duel used to keep people’s 
tongues in order. 

ST. ERTII. H’m! It never settled 
anything, except who could shoot 
straightest. 

COLFORD (reappearing). De Levis 
says he’s nothing to add to what 
he said to you before, on the sub- 
ject. 

CANYNGE. Kindly tell him that il 
he wishes to remain a member of 
this Club he must account to the 
Committee for such a charge 
against a fellow-member. Four of 
us are here, and form a quorum. 
(colford goes out again.) 

ST. ERTII. Did Kentman ever give 
the police the numbers of those 
notes, Winsor? 

WINSOR. He only had the numbers 
of two— the hundred, and one of 
the fifties. 

ST. ERTH. And they haven’t traced 
’em? 

WINSOR. Not yet. 

(As he speaks, de levis comes in. 
He is in a highly-coloured, not to 
say* excited state, colford follows 
him.) 

DS LEVIS. Well, General Canyngel 
It’s a little too strong all this— a 
little too strong. (Under emotion 
his voice is slightly more exotic.) 
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CANYNGE (cdmly). It is obvious, 
Mr. De Levis, that you and Cap- 
tain Dancy can’t both remain mem- 
bers of tto Club. We ask you for 
an explanation before requesting 
one resignation or the other. 

DE LEVIS. You’ve let me down. 

CANYNGE. What! 

DE LEVIS. Well, I shall tell people 
that you and Lord St. Erth backed 
me up for one Club, and asked me 
to resign from another. 

CANYNGE. It’s a matter of indiflFer- 
ence to me, sir, what you tell 
people. 

ST. ERTH (drily). You seem a ven- 
omous young man. 

DE LEVIS. Ill tell you what seems 
to me venomous, my lord-chasing 
a man like a pack of hounds be- 
cause he isn’t your breed. 

I 

CANYNGE. You appear to have your 
breed on the brain, sir. Nobody 
else does, so far as I know. 

DE LEVIS. Suppose I had robbed 
Dancy, would you chase him out 
for complaining of it? 

COLFOBD. My GodI If you repeat 
that 

CANYNGE. Steady, ColfordI 

wiNsoii. You make this accusation 
that Dancy stole your money in 
jny house on no proof— no proof; 
and you expect Dancy's friends to 
, treat you as if you were a gentle- 
mant That’s too strong if you likel 

t^.M!Vis. No proof? Kentman told, 
^^.at Newmarket yesterday that 


Dancy did know of the sale. He 
told Goole, and Goole says that he 
himself spoke of it to Dancy. 

wiNSOR. WeU— if he did? 

DE LEVIS. Dancy told you he didrit 
know of it in General Canynge’s 
presence, and mine. (To canynge) 
You can’t deny that, if you want 
to. 

CANYNGE. Choose youT expressions 
more nicely, please I 

DE LEVIS. Proof! Did they find any 
footmarks in the grounds below 
that torn creeper? Not a sign! You 
saw how he can jump; he won ten 
pounds from me that same evening 
betting on what he knew was a 
certainty. That’s your Dancy— a 
common sharper! 

CANYNGE ( nodding towards the 
billiard-room). Are those fellows 
still in there, Colford? 

coLFORD. Yes. 

CANYNGE. Then bring Dancy up, 
will you? But don’t say anything 
to him. 

COLFORD (to DE LEvis). You may 
think yourself damned lucky if he 
doesn’t break your neck. 

(He goes out. The three who are 
left with DE LEVIS avert their eyes 
from him,) 

< 

DE LEVIS (smouldering), I have a 
memory, and a sting too. Yes, my 
lord- since you are good enough to 
call me venomous. (To canynge) 
I quite understand— I’m marked for 
Coventty now, whatever happens. 
Wen, I’ll take Dancy with me. 
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ST. ERTH (to himself). This Club 
has always had a decent, quiet 
name. 

wiNSOR. Are you going to retract, 
and apologise in front of Dancy 
and the members who heard you? 

DE LEVIS. No fear! 

ST. ERTH. You must be a very rich 
man, sir. A jury is likely to take 
the view that money can hardly 
compensate for an accusation of 
that sort. 

(de LEVIS stands silent.) 

CANYNGE. Courts of law require 
proof. 

ST. ERTH. He can make it a criminal 
action. 

% 

WINSOR. Unless you stop this at 
once, you may find yourself in 
prison. If you can stop it, that is. 

ST. ERTH. If I were young Dancy, 
nothing should induce me. 

DE LEVIS. But you didn’t steal my 
money. Lord St. Erth. 

ST. ERTH. You’re deuced positive, 
sir. So far as I could understand it, 
there were a dozen ways you could 
have been robbed. It seems to me 
you value other men’s reputations 
very lightly. 

DE LEVIS. Confront me with Dancy 
and give me fair pl£^. 

'WINSOR (aside to canynge). Is it 
fair to Dancy not to let him know? 

can'stnge. CXir duty is to the Club 
now, Winsor, We must have this 
cleared up. 


(coLFORD comes in, followed bj* 
BORRING and DANCY.) 

ST. ERTH. Captain Dancy, a serious 
accusation has been made against 
you by this gentleman in the pres- 
ence of several members of the 
Club. 

DANCY. What is it? 

ST. ERTH. That you robbed him of 
that money at Winsor’s. 

DANCY (hard and tense). IndeedI 
On what grounds is he good 
enough to say that? 

DE LEVIS (tense too). You gave me 
that filly to save yourself her keep, 
and you’ve, been mad about it ever 
since; you knew from Goole that 
I had sold her to Kentman and 
been paid in cash, yet I heard you 
myself deny that you knew it. You 
had the next room to me, and you 
can jump like a cat, as we saw tliat 
evening; I foimd some creepers 
crushed by a weight on my bal- 
cony on that side. When I went to 
the bath your door was open, and 
when I came back it was shut. 

CANYNGE. That’s the first we have 
heard about the door. 

DE LEVIS. I remembered it after- 
wards. 

ST. ERTH. Well, Dancy? 

DANCY (with intense deliberation)^ 
I'll settle this matter with any 
weapons, when and where he likes. 

ST. ERTH (drtly). It can’t be settled 
that way— you know very well. You 
must take it to the Courts, unless 
he retracts. 
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DANCY. Will you retract? 

DE LEVIS. Why did you tell General 
Canynge you didn't know Kentman 
had paid me in cash? 

DANCY. Because I didn't. 

DE LEVIS. Then Kentman and Goole 
lied—for no reason? 

DANCY. That's nothing to do with 
me. 

DE LEVIS. If you were downstairs 
all the time, as you say, why was 
your door first open and then shut? 

DANCY. Being downstairs, how 
should I know? The wind probably. 

DE LEVIS. I should like to hear what 
your wife says about it. 

DANCY. Leave my wife alone, you 
damned Jewl 

ST. ERTH. Captain Dancyl 

DE LEVIS (white with rage). Thief! 

DANCY. Will you fight? 

DE LEVIS. You're very smart— dead 
men tell no tales. No! Bring your 
action, and we shall see. 

( DANCY takes a step towards him, 
but CANYNGE and winsor inter- 
pose,) 

ST. ERTH. That'll do, Mr. De Levis; 
we won't keep you. (He looks 
round) Kindly consider your mem- 
bership suspended till this matter 
has been threshed out. 

DE LEVIS (tremulous with anger). 
Don't trouble yourselves about my 


membership. I resign it. (To 
DANCY ) You called me a damned 
Jew. My race was old when you 
were all savages. I am proud to be 
a Jew. Au revoir, in the Courts. 
(He goes out, and silence follows 
his departure. ) 

ST. ERTH. Well, Captain Dancy? 

DANCY. If the brute won't fight, 
what am I to do, sir? 

ST. ERTH. We've told you— take ac- 
tion, to clear your name. 

DANCY. Colford, you saw me in the 
hall writing letters after our game. 

COLFORD. Certainly I did; you were 
there when I went to the smoking- 
room. 

CANYNGE. How long after you left 
the billiard-room? 

COLFORD. About five minutes. 

DANCY. It's impossible for me to 
prove that I was there all the time. 

CANYNGE. It's for De Levis to prove 
what he asserts. You heard what he 
said about Goole? 

DANCY. If he told me, I didn't take 
it in. 

ST. ERTH. This concerns the honour 
of the Club. Are you going to take 
action? 

DANCY (slowly). That is a very 
expensive business, Lord St. Erth, 
and I'm hard up. I must think it 
over. (He looks round from face 
to face) Am I to take it that there 
is a doubt in your minds, gentle- 
men? 
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coLFORD {emphatically). No. 

CANYNGE. That’s not the question, 
Dancy. This accusation was over- 
heard by various members, and 
we represent the Club. If you don’t 
take action, judgment will naturally 
go by default. 

DANCY. I might prefer to look on 
the whole thing as beneath con- 
tempt. 

{He turns and goes out. When he 
is gone there is an even longer si- 
lence than after de levis’s de- 
parture. ) 

ST. ERTH (abruptly). I don’t like it. 

wiNSOR. Tve known him all his life. 

COLFORD. You may have my head 
if he did it. Lord St. Erth. He and 
I have been in too many holes to- 
gether. By Gad! My toe itches for 
that fellow’s butt end. 

BORRiNG. I’m sorry; but has he 
t-taken it in quite the right way? 
I should have thought— hearing it 
s-suddenly 

COLFORD. Bosh! 

WINSOR. It’s perfectly damnable for 
him. 

ST. ERTH. More damnable if he did 
it, Winsor. 

BORRING. The Courts are b-beastly 
distrustful, don’t you^know. 

COLFORD. His word’s good enough 
for me. 

CANYNGE. We’re as anxious to be- 
lieve Dancy as you, Colford, for 
the honour of the Army and the 
Club. 
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WINSOR. Of course, he’ll bring a 
case, when he’s thought it over. 

ST. ERTH. What are we to do in the 
meantime? 

COLFORD. If Dancy’s asked to re- 
sign, you may take my resignation 
too. 

BORRING. I thought his wanting to 
f-fight him a bit screeny. 

COLFORD. Wouldn’t you have 
wanted a shot at the brute? A law 
court? Pah! 

WINSOR. Yes. What’ll be his posi- 
tion even if he wins? 

BORRING. Damages, and a stain on 
his c-character. 

WINSOR. Quite so, unless they find 
the real thief. People always be- 
lieve the worst. 

COLFORD (glaring at borring). 
They do. 

CANYNGE. There is no decent way 
out of a thing of this sort. 

ST. ERTH. No. (Rising) It leaves 
a bad taste. I’m sorry for young 
Mrs. Dancy— poor woman! 

BORRING. Are you going to play 
any more? 

ST. ERTH (abruptly). No, sir. Good 
night to you. Canynge, can I give 
you a lift? 

(He goes out, followed by ca- 
nynge.) 

BORRING (after a slight pause). 
Well, I shall go and take the t-tem- 
perature of the Club. 

(He goes out.) 
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COLFOBD. Damn that e£Feminate 
stammering chap! What can we do 
for Dancy, Winsor? 

wiNSOR. ColfordI (A slight pause) 
The General felt his coat sleeve 
that night, and it was wet. 

COLFORD. Well! What proof s that? 
No, by Georgel An old school- 
fellow, a brother oflBcer, and a pal. 


WINSOR. If he did do it 

COLFORD. He didn't. But if he did, 
Td stick to him, and see him 
through it, if I could. 

(winsor walks over to the fire, 
stares into it, turns round and stares 
at COLFORD, who is standing mo* 
tionless. ) 

COLFORD. Yes, by God! 


CURTAIN 


SCENE II* 


Morning of the following day. The dancys' flat. In the sitting-room of 
this small abode mabel dancy and Margaret orme are sitting full face 
to the audience, on a couch in the centre of the room, in front of the 
imaginary window. There is a fireplace. Left, with fire burning; a door 
below it, Left; and a door on the Right, facing the audience, leads to a 
corridor and the outer door of the flat, which is visible. Their voices are 
heard in rapid exchange; then as the curtain rises, so does mabel. 


MABEL. But it’s monstrousi 

MARGARET. Of coursel (She lights 
a cigarette and hands the case to 
MABEL, who, however, sees noth- 
ing but her own thoughts) De 
Levis might just as well have 
pitched on me, except that I can’t 
jump more than six inches in these 
Skirts. 

MABEL. It’s wickedl Yesterday af- 
lemoon at the Club, did you say? 
Roxmy hasn’t said a word to me. 
Whyr 

MARGARET (with a long puff of 
^moke). Doesn’t want you ^both- 
ered. 


MABEL. But Good heavensi 

Mel 

MARGARET. Haven’t you found out, 
Mabel, that he isn’t exactly com- 
mimicative? No desperate character 
is. 

MABEL. Ronny? 

MARGARET. GraciousI Wives are at 
a disadvantage, especially early on. 
You’ve never hunted with him, my 
dear. I have. He takes more sud- 
den decisions cthan any man I ever 
knew. He’s taking one now. I’ll bet. 

MABEL. That beast, De LevisI I 
was in our room next door all the 
time. 


* Note.— T his dunild be a small set capable of being set quickly within that 
c£ the previous scene. 
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MARGARET. Was the door into 
Ronny’s dressing-room open? 

MABEL. I don’t know; I— I think it 
was. 

MARGARET. Well, you Can say so in 
Court anyway. Not that it matters. 
Wives are liars by law. 

MABEL (staring down at her). 
What do you mean— Court? 

MARGARET. My dear, he’ll have to 
bring an action for defamation of 
character, or whatever they call it. 

MABEL. Were they talking of this 
last night at the Winsors’? 

MARGARET. Well, you loiow a din- 
ner-table, Mabel— Scandal is heav- 
en-sent at this time of year. 

MABEL. It’s terrible, such a thing— 
terriblel 

MARGARET (gloomily) , If only 
Ronny weren’t known to be so 
broke. 

MABEL (with her hands to her fore- 
head), I can’t realise— I simply 
can’t. If there’s a case would it be 
all right afterwards? 

MARGARET. Do you remember St. 
OflFert— cards? No, you wouldn’t— 
you were in high frocks. Well, St. 
Offert got damages, but he also got 
the hoof, underneath. He lives in 
Ireland. There isn’t the slightest 
connection, so far as I can see, 
Mabel, between innocence and 
reputation. Look at mel 

MABEL. WelV fight it tooth and 
nafil 


MARGARET. Mabel, you’re pure 
wool, right throu^; everybody’s 
sorry for you. 

MABEL. It's for him they ought 

MARGARET (again handing the cigar 
rette-case). Do smoke, old thing. 

( MABEL takes a cigarette this time, 
but does not light it.) 

It isn’t altogether simple. General 
Canynge was there last night. You 
don’t mind my being beastly frankf 
do you? 

MABEL. No. I want it. 

MARGARET. Well, he’s all for esprit 
de corps and that. But he was aw- 
fully silent. 

MABEL. I hate half-hearted friends. 
Loyalty comes before everything. 

MARGARET. Ye-es; but loyalties cut 
up against each other sometimes, 
you know. 

MABEL. I must see Ronny. D’you 
mind if I go and try to get him on 
the telephone? 

MARGARET. Rather not. (mabel 
oes out by the door left) Poor 
idl (She curls herself into a corner 
of the sofa, as if trying to get away 
from life. The bell rings, Margaret 
stirs, gets up, and goes out into the 
corri£)r, where she opens the door 
to LADY ADELA wiNSOR, ’ i(;hom she 
precedes into the sitting-room) En- 
ter the second murdererl D’you 
know that child knew nothing? 

LADY A. Where is she? 

MARGiUEiET. Telephoning. Adela, ii 
fliere’s going to be an action, we 
sh$dl be witnesses. I shall wear 
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black georgette with an 4cru hat. 
Have you ever given evidence? 

LADY A. Never. 

MARGARET. It must be too fright- 
fully thrilling. 

LADY A. Ohl Why did I ever ask 
that wretch De Levis? I used to 
think him pathetic. Meg— did you 

know Ronald Dancy’s coat was 

wet? The General happened to feel 
it. 

MARGARET. So that’s why he was 
so silent. 

LADY A. Yes; and after the scene in 
the Club yesterday he went to see 
those bookmakers, and Goole— 
what a namel— is sure he told 
Dancy about the sale. 

MARGARET (suddenly), I don’t 
care. He’s my third cousin. Don’t 
you feel you couldnt, Adela? 

LADY A. Couldn’t— what? 

MARGARET. Stand for De Levis 
against one of ourselves? 

I.ADY A. That’s very narrow, Meg. 

MARGARET. Oh! I loiOW lotS of 
splendid Tews, and I rather liked 
little Feray; but when it comes to 
the point 1 They all stick to- 

gether; why shouldn’t we? It’s in 
3ie blood. Open your jugular, and 
see if you haven’t got it. 

LADY A. My dear, my great-grand- 
mother was a Jewess. I’m very 
proud of her. 

MARGARET. Inoculated. (StretcR- 
ing herself) Prejudices, Adela— or 


are they loyalties— I don’t know— 
criss-cross— we all cut each other’s 
throats from the best of motives. 

LADY A. Ohl I shall remember that. 
Delightful! (Holding up a finger) 
You got it from Bergson, Meg. 
Isn’t he wonderful? 

MARGARET. Yes; have you ever read 
him? 

LADY A. Well— no. (Looking at the 
bedroom door) That poor child! I 
quite agree. I shall tell everybody 
it’s ridiculous. You don’t really 
think Ronald Dancy ? 

MARGARET. I don’t know, Adela. 
There are people who simply can’t 
live without danger. I’m rather like 
that myself. They’re all right when 
they’re getting the D.S.O. or shoot- 
ing man-eaters; but if there’s no 
excitement going, they’ll make it— 
out of sheer craving. I’ve seen 
Ronny Dancy do the maddest 
things for no mortal reason except 
the risk. He’s had a past, you know. 

LADY A. Oh! Do tell! 

MARGARET. He did splendidly in 
the war, of course, because it suited 
him; but— just before— don’t you re- 
member— a very queer bit of rid- 
ing? 

LADY A. No. 

MARGARET. Most dare-devil thing 
—but not quife. You must remem- 
ber— it was awfully talked about, 
and then, of course, right up to his 
marriage (She lights a ciga- 

rette,) 

LADY A. Meg, you’re very tantalis- 
ingl 
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MARGARET. A foteign-looking girl- 
most plummy. Oh! Ronny’s got 
charm— this Mabel child doesn’t 
know in the least what she’s got 
hold of! 

LADY A. But they’re so fond of earh 
other! 

MARGARET. That’s the mistake. The 
General isn’t mentioning the coat, 
is he? 

LADY A. Oh, no! It was only to 
Charles. 

( MABEL returns.) 

MARGARET. Did you get him? 

MABEL. No; he’s not at Tattersall’s, 
nor at the Club. 

(lady ADEL a rises and greets her 
with an air which suggests be- 
reavement. ) 

LADY A. Nobody’s going to believe 
this, my dear. 

MABEL (looking straight at her). 
Nobody who does need come here, 
or trouble to speak to us again. 

LADY A. That’s what I was afraid 
of; you’re going to be defiant. Now 
don’t! Just be perfectly natural. 

MABEL. So easy, isn’t it? I could 
kill anybody who believes such a 
thing. 

MARGARET. You’U want a solicitor, 
Mabel. Go to old Mik Jacob Twis- 
den. 

LADY A. Yes; he’s so comforting. 

MARGARET. He got my pearls back 
once— without loss of life. A fright- 
fully good fireside manner. Do get 


him here, Mabel, and have a heart 
to-heart talk, all three of you! 

MABEL (suddenly). Listen! There’s 
Ronny! 

( DANCY comes in.) 

DANCY (with a smile). Very good 
of you to have come. 

MARGARET. Yes. We’re just going. 

Oh! Ronny, this is quite too 

(But his face dries her up; and 
sidling past, she goes.) 

LADY A. Charles sent his— love 

(Her voice dwindles on the word, 
and she, too, goes.) 

DANCY (crossing to his wife). What 
have they been saying? 

MABEL. Ronny! Why didn’t you 
tell me? 

DANCY. I wanted to see De Levi< 
again first. 

MABEL. That wretch! How dare he? 
Darling! (She suddenly clasps and 
kisses him. He does not return the 
kiss, but remains rigid in her arms, 
so that she draws away and looks 
at him) It’s hurt you awfully, I 
know. 

DANCY. Look here, Mabel! Apart 
from that muck— this is a ghastly 
tame-cat sort of life. Let’s cut it 
and get out to Nairobi. I can scare 
up the money for that. 

MABEL (aghast). But how can we? 
Everybody would say 

DANCY. Let them! We shan’t be 
here. 

MABEL. I couldn’t bear people to 
think 
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DANCY* I don’t care a damn what 
people think—monkeys and cats. I 
never could stand their rotten me- 
nagerie. Besides, what does it mat- 
ter how I act; if I bring an action 
and get damages—if I pound him 
to a jelly—it’s all no good! I can’t 
prooc it. There’ll be plenty of 
people unconvinced. 

MABEL. But they’ll find the real 
thief. 

DANCY (with a queer little smile). 
Will staying here help them to do 
that? 

MABEL (in a sort of agony). Oh! I 
couldn’t— it looks like running 
away. We must stay and fight it! 

DANCY. Suppose I didn’t get a ver- 
dict— you never can tell. 

Mabel. But you must— I was there 
all the time, with the door open. 

Dancy. Was it? 

Mabel. I’m almost sure. 

DANCY. Yes. But you’re my wife. 

MABEL (betvildered) , Ronny, I 
don’t understand— suppose I’d been 
accused of stealing pearls! 

Dancy (wincing), I can’t. 

MABEL. But I might— just as easily. 
What would you think of me if I 
jran away from it? 

DANCY. I see. (A pause) All right! 
You shall have a run for your 
money. I’ll go and see old Twisden. 

MABEL. Let me come! (dancy 
his head) Why not? I can’t 


be happy a moment unless I’m 
fighting this. 

(dancy puts out his hand suddenly 
and grips hers,) 

dancy. You are a little brick! 

MABEL (pressing his hand to her 
breast arid looking into his face). 
Do you know what Margaret called 
you? 

RONNY. No. 

MABEL. A desperate character. 

DANCY. Ha! I’m not a tame cat, any 
more than she. 

(The bell rings, mabel goes out to 
the door and her voice is heard 
saying coldly,) 

MABEL. Will you wait a minute, 
please? (Returning) It’s De Levis 
—to see you. (In a low voice) Let 
me see him alone first. Just for a 
minute! Do! 

DANCY (after a momervt*8>^ silence). 
Go ahead! (He goes out into the 
bedroom, ) 

MABEL (gQing to the door. Right). 
Come in. (de levis comes in, and 
stands embarrassed) Yes? 

de levis (with a slight bow). Your 
husband, Mrs. Dancy? 

MABEL. He is in. Why do you want 
to see him? 

DE LEVIS. He came roimd to my 
rooms just now, when I was out. 
He threatened me yesterday. I 
don’t choose him to suppose I’m 
afraid of him. 

i^BEL (with a great and manifest 
effort at self-control}. Mr. De 
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Jjcvis, you are robbing my husband 
of his good name. 

DE LEVIS (sincerely), I admire your 
trustfulness, Mrs. Dancy. 

MABEL (staring at him). How can 
you do it? What do you want? 
What s your motive? You can’t pos- 
sibly believe that my husband is a 
thief! 

DE LEVIS. Unfortunately. 

MABEL. How dare you? How dare 
you? Don’t you know that I was in 
our bedroom all the time with the 
door open? Do you accuse me too? 

DE LEVIS. No, Mrs. Dancy. 

MABEL. But you do. I must have 
seen, I must have heard. 

DE LEVIS. A wife’s memory is not 
very good when her husband is in 
danger. 

MABEL. In other words. I’m lying. 

DE LEVIS. No. Your wish is mother 
to your thought, that's all. 

MABEL (after staring again with a 
sort of hon^pr, turns to get control 
of herselfr^hen turning back to 
him). Mr. De Levis, I appeal to 
you as a gentleman to behave to 
us as you would we should behave 
to you. Withdraw this wicked 
charge, and write an apology that 
Ronald can show. * 

DE LEVIS. Mrs. Dancy, I am not a 
gentleman, I am only a—damned 
Tew. Yesterday I might possibly 
have withdrawn to spare you. But 
when my race is insulted I have 
nothing to say to your husband. 
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but as he wishes to see me. I’ve 
come. Please let him know. 

MABEL (regarding him again with 
that look of horrorslowly) , I think 
what you are doing is too horrible 
for words. 

(de LEVIS gives her a slight bow, 
and as he does so dancy comes 
quickly in, Left, The two men 
stand with the length of the sofa 
between them, mabel, behind the 
sofa, turns her eyes on her hus- 
band, who has a paper in his right 
hand.) 

de LEVIS. You came to see me. 

DANCY. Yes. I want you to sign this. 

DE LEVIS. I will sign nothing. 

DANCY. Let me read it: “I apologise 
to Captain Dancy for the reckless 
and monstrous charge I made 
against him, and I retract every 
word of it.” 

DE LEVIS. Not muchl 

DANCY. You will sign. 

DE LEVIS. I tell you this is useless. 
I will sign nothing. The charge is 
true; you wouldn’t be playing this 
game if it weren’t. I’m going, 
You’ll hardly try violence in tho 
presence of your wife; and if you 

try it anywhere else look out foi 

yourself. 

DANCY. Mabel, I want to speak ta 
him alone. 

MABEL. No, no! 

DE LEVIS. Quite right, Mrs. Dancy. 
Black and tan swashbuckling will 
only make things worse for him. 
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DANCY. So you shelter behind a 
woman, do you, you skulking cur! 
(de LEVIS takes a step, with fists 
clenched and eyes blazing, dancy, 
too, stands ready to spring— the 
moment is cut short by mabel 
going quickly to her husband.) 

MABEL. Don’t, Ronny. It’s undig- 
nified! He isn’t worth it. 

(dancy suddenly tears the paper 
in two, and flings it into the fire,) 

DANCY. Get out of here, you swine! 
(de LEVIS stands a moment irreso- 
lute, then, turning to the door, he 
opens it, stands again for a mo- 
ment with a smile on his face, then 
goes. MABEL crosses swiftly to the 
door, and shuts it as the outer door 
closes. Then she stands quite still, 
looking at her husband— her face 
expressing a sort of startled sus- 
pense. ) 

DANCY (turning and looking at 
her). Well! Do you agree with 
him? 

MABEL. What do you mean? 

DANCY. That I wouldn’t be playing 
this game unless 

MABEL. Don’t! You hurt me! 

DANCY. Yes. You don’t know much 
of me, Mabel. 

MABEL. Ronny! 

DANCY. What did you say to that 
Bwine? 


MABEL (her face averted). That he 
was robbing us. (Turning to him 
suddenly) Ronny— you~didn’t? I’d 
rather know. 

DANCY. Ha! I thought that was 
coming. 

MABEL (covering her face). Oh! 
How horrible of me— how horrible! 

DANCY. Not at all. The thing looks 
bad. 

MABEL (dropping her hands). If 1 
can’t believe in you, who can? (Go- 
ing to him, throwing her arms 
round him, and looking up into his 
face) Ronny! If all the world— I’d 
believe in you. You know I would. 

DANCY. That’s all right, Mabs! 
That’s all right! (His face, above 
her head, is contorted for a mo- 
ment, then hardens into a mask) 
Well, what shall we do? 

MABEL. Oh! Let’s go to that lawyer 
—let’s go at once! 

DANCY. All right. Get your hat on. 
(mabel passes him, and goes into 
the ; bedroom. Left, dancy, left 
alone, stands quite still, staring be- 
fore him. With a sudden shrug of 
his shoulders he moves quickly to 
his hat and takes it up just as 
mabel returns, ready to go out. 
He opens the door; and crossing 
him, she stops in the doorway, 
looking up with a clear and trust 
ful gaze as) 


the curtain falls 
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ACT THREE 


SCENE I 

Three months later. Old mr. Jacob twisden s Room, at the offices of 
Twisden b- Graviter, in Lincolns Inn Fields, is spacious, with two large 
windows at back, a fine old fireplace. Right, a door below it, and two 
doors. Left. Between the windows is a large table sideways to the window 
wall, with a chair in the middle on the right-hand side, a chair against 
the wall, and a client* s chair on the left-hand side. 

GRAVITER, TwisDENS much tjounger partner, is standing in front of 
the right-hand window looking out on to the Fields, where the lamps ate 
being lighted, and a taxis engine is running down below. He turns his 
sanguine, shrewd face from the window towards a grandfather clock, 
between the doors. Left, which is striking **four.** The door. Left For- 
ward, is opened. 


YOUNG CLERK (entering). A Mr. 
Gilman, sir, to see Mr, Twisden. 

GRAVITER. By appointment? 

YOUNG CLERK. No, sir. But impor- 
tant, he says. 

GRAVITER. ril see him. 

(The CLERK goes, graviter sits 
right of table. The clerk returns, 
ushering in an oldish man, who 
looks what he is, the proprietor of 
a large modern grocery store. He 
wears a dark overcoat and carries a 
pot hat. His gingery -grey mous- 
tache and mutton-chop whiskers 
give him the expression of a cat.) 

graviter (sizing u)) his social 
standing). Mr. Gilman? Yes. 

GILMAN (doubtfully). Mr. Jacob 
Twisden? 

graviter (smiling). His partner. 
Graviter my name is. 


GILMAN. Mr. Twisden's not in, 
then? 

GRAVITER. No. Hes at the Courts. 
They're just up; he should be in 
directly. But hell be busy. 

GILMAN. Old Mr. Jacob Twisden— 
IVe heard of him. 

GRAVITER. Most people have. 

(A pause.) 

GILMAN. It's this Dancy-De Levis 
case that's keepin' him at the 
Courts, I suppose? (graviter 
nods) Won't be finished- for a day 
or two? (graviter shakes his 
head) No. Astonishin' the interest 
taken in it. 

graviter. As you say. 

GILMAN. The Smart Set, eh? This 
Captain Dancy got the D.S.O., 
didn't he? (graviter nods) Sad to 
have a thing like that said about 
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you. 1 thought he gave his evidence 
v^ell; and his wife too. Looks as if 
this De Levis had got some private 
spite. Searchy la femme, 1 said to 
Mrs. Gilman only this morning, be- 
fore I 

^RAViTER. By the way, sir, what is 
your business? 

GILMAN. Well, my business here 

No, if you 11 excuse me, Td rather 
wait and see old Mr. Jacob Twis- 
den. It’s delicate, and I’d like his 
experience. 

GRAVITER (with a shrug). Very 
well; then, perhaps, you’ll go in 
there. (He moves towards the door. 
Left Back.) 

GILMAN. Thank you. (Following) 
You see. I’ve never been mixed up 
with the law 

GRAVITER (opening the door). No? 

GILMAN. And I don’t want to begin. 
When you do, you don’t know 
where youll stop, do you? You see, 
IVe only come from a sense of 
duty; and— other reasons. 

GRAVITER. Not uncommon. 

GILMAN (producing card). This 
is my card. Gilman’s — several 
branches, but this is the ’ead. 

GRAVITER (scrutinising card). Ex- 
actly. 

GILMAN. Grocery— I daresay you 
know me; or your wife does. They 
say old Mr. Jacob Twisden refused 
a knighthood. If it’s not a rude 
question, why was that? 

GRAVITER. Ask him, sir; ask him. 


GILMAN. I said to my wife at the 
time, "He’s holdin’ out for a baron- 
etcy.” 

(GRAVITER closes the door with an 
exasperated smile.) 

YOUNG CLERK (opening the door. 
Left Forward). Mr. Winsor, sir, 
and Miss Orme. 

(They enter, and the clerk with- 
draws. ) 

GRAVITER. How d’you do. Miss 
Orme? How do you do, Winsor? 

WINSOR. Twisden not back, Gravi- 
ter? 

GRAVITER. Not yet. 

WINSOR. Well, they’ve got through 
De Levis's witnesses. Sir Frederic 
was at the very top of his form. It’s 
looking quite well. But I hear 
they’ve just subpoenaed Canynge 
after all. His evidence is to be 
taken tomorrow. 

GRAVITER. Oho! 

WINSOR. I said Dancy ought to have 
called him. 

GRAVITER. We considered it. Sir 
Frederic decided that he could use 
him better in cross-examination. 

WINSOR. Weill I don’t know that. 
Can I go and see him before he 
gives evidence tomorrow? 

GRAVITER. I should like to hear Mr. 
Jacob on that, Winsor. He’ll be in 
diractly. 

WINSOR. They had Kentman, and 
Goole, the Inspector, the other 
bobby, my footman, Dancy’s 
banker, and his tailor. 
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GRAVITF.R. Did we shake Kentman 
or Goole? 

wiNSOR. Very little. OhI by the 
way, the numbers of those two 
notes were given, and I see they’re 
published in the evening papers. I 
suppose the police wanted that. I 
tell you what I find, Graviter— a 
general feeling that there’s some- 
thing behind it all that doesn’t 
come out. 

GRAVITER. The public wants its 
money’s worth— always does in 
these Society cases; they brew so 
long beforehand, you see. 

WINSOR. They’re looking for some- 
thing lurid. 

MARGARET. When I was in the box, 
I thought they were looking for 
me. (Taking out her cigarette 
case) I suppose I mustn’t smoke, 
Mr. Graviter? 

GRAVITER. Do I 

MARGARET. Won’t Mr. Jacob have 
a fit? 

GRAVITER. Yes, but not till you’ve 
gone. 

MARGARET. Just a whiff. ( She lights 
a cigarette.) 

WINSOR (sudden^. ItC becoming 
a sort of Dreyfus case— people tak- 
ing sides quite outside the evi- 
dence. , 

MARGARET. There are more of the 
chosen in Court every day. Mr. 
Graviter, have you noticed the two 
on the jury? 

GRAVITER (vMh a Smile). No; I 
can’t say — 
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MARGARET. Oh! but quite dis- 
tinctly. Don’t you think they ought 
to have been challenged? 

GRAVITER. De Levis might have 
challenged the other ten. Miss 
Orme. 

MARGARET. Dear me, now! I never 
thought of that. (As she speaks, 
the door Left Forward is opened 
and old mr. Jacob twisden comes 
in. lie is tallLsh and narrow, sixty- 
eight years old, grey, with narrow 
little whiskers curling round his 
narrow ears, and a narrow bow 
ribbon curling round his collar. He 
wears a long, narrow-tailed coat, 
and strapped trousers on his nar- 
row legs. His nose and face are 
narrow, shrewd, and kindly. He has 
a way of narrowing his shrewd and 
kindly eyes. His nose is seen to 
twitch and sniff.) 

twisden. Ah! How are vou, 
Charles? How do you do, my 
dear? 

MARGARET. Dear Mr. Jacob, I’m 
smoking. Isn’t it disgusting? But 
they don’t allow it in Court, you 
know. Such a pity! The Judge 
might have a hookah. Oh! wouldn’t 
he look sweet— the darling! 

twisden (with a little, old-fash- 
ioned bow). It does not become 
everybody as it becomes you, Mar- 
garet. 

MARGARET. Mr. Jacob, how charm- 
ingl (With a slight grimace she 
puts out her cigarette.) 

GRAVITER. Man called Gilman wait- 
ing in there to see you specially. 

twisden. Directly. Turn up the 
light, would you, Graviter? 
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GR A VITER (turning up the light). 
Excuse me. (He goes.) 

wiNSOR. Look here, Mr. Twis- 
den 

TWisDEN. Sit down; sit down, my 
dear. (And he himself sits behind 
the table, as a cup of tea is brought 
in to him by the young clerk, 
with two Marie biscuits in the 
saucer) Will you have some, Mar- 
garet? 

MARGARET. No, dear Mr. Jacob. 

TWISDEN. Charles? 

WINSOR. No, thanks. 

(The door is closed.) 

TWISDEN (dipping a biscuit in the 
tea). Now, then? 

WINSOR. The General knows some- 
thing which on the face of it looks 
rather queer. Now that he s going 
to be called, oughtn't Dancy to be 
told of it, so that he may be ready 
with his explanation, in case it 
comes out? 

TWISDEN (pouring some tea into 
the saucer). Without knowing, I 
can't tell you. 

( WINSOR and Margaret exchange 
looks, and twisden drinks from the 
saucer.) 

MARGARET. Tell him, Charles.^ 

WINSOR. Well! It rained that eve- 
ning at Meldon. The General hap- 
pened to put his hand on Dancy’s 
shoulder, and it was damp. 
(twisden puts the saucer down 
and replaces the cup in it. They 
both look intently at him.) 


twisden. I take it that General 
Canynge won't say anything hes 
not compelled to say. 

MARGARET. No, of couTse; but, Mr. 
Jacob, they might ask; they know 
it rained. And he is such a George 
Washington. 

twisden (toying with a pair of 
tortoise-shell glasses). They didn't 
ask either of you. Still— no harm in 
your telling Dancy. 

WINSOR. I'd rather you did it, Mar- 
garet. 

MARGARET. I daresay. (She me- 
chanically takes out her cigarette- 
case, catches the lift of twisden's 
eyebrows, and puts it back.) 

WINSOR. Well, we'll go together. I 
don't want Mrs. Dancy to hear. 

MARGARET. Do tell me, Mr. Jacob; 
is he going to win? 

TWISDEN. I think so, Margaret; I 
think so. 

MARGARET. It'll be too frightful if 
he doesn't get a verdict, after all 
this. But I don't know what we 
shall do when it's over. I've been 
sitting in that Court all these three 
days, watching, and it's made me 
feel there's nothing we like better 
than seeing people skinned. Well, 
bye-bye, bless you! 

(twisden rises and pats her hand.) 

9 

WINSOR. Half a second, Margaret. 
Wait for me. (She nods and goes 
out) Mr. Twisden, what do you 
really think? 

twisden. I am Dancy’s lawyer, my 
dear Charles, as well as yours. 
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wiNSOR. Well, can I go and see 
Canynge? 

TwiSDEN. Better not. 

WINSOR. If they get that out of him, 
and recall me, am I to say he told 
me of it at the time? 

TWISDEN. You didn’t feel the coat 
yourself? And Dancy wasn’t pres- 
ent? Then what Canynge told you 
is not evidence. Well stop your 
being asked. 

WINSOR. Thank Goodness. Good- 
bye! ( WINSOR goes out,) 

( TWISDEN, behind his table, mo- 
tionless, taps his teeth with the 
eyeglasses in his narrow, well-kept 
hand. After a long shake of his 
head and a shrug of his rather high 
shoulders he sniffs, goes to the win- 
dow and opens it. Then crossing 
to the door. Left Back, he throws 
it open and says:) 

TWISDEN. At your service, sir. (oil- 
man comes forth, nursing his pot 
hat) Be seated, (twisden closes 
the window behind him, and takes 
his seat.) 

GILMAN (taking the clients chair, 
to the left of the table). Mr. Twis- 
den, I believe? My name’s Gilman, 
head of Gilman’s Department 
Stores. You have my card. 

TWISDEN (looking at the card) . Yes. 
What can we do for you? 

f 

GILMAN. Well, I’ve come to you 
from a sense of duty, sir, and also 
a feelin’ of embarrassment. (He 
takes from his breast pocket an 
evening paper) You see, I Ve been 
followin’ this Dancy case—it’s a 
good deal talked of in Putney—and 
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I read this at half-past two this 
afternoon. To be precise, at 2.25. 
(He rises and hands the paper to 
TWISDEN, and with a thick gloved 
forefinger indicates a passage) 
When I read these numbers, I ’ap- 
pened to remember givin’ change 
for a fifty-pound note— don’t often 
’ave one in, you know— so I went 
to the cash-box out of curiosity, to 
see that I ’adn’t got it. Well, I ’ad; 
and here it is. (He draws out from 
his breast pocket and lays before 
TWISDEN a fifty-pound banknote) 
It was brought in to change by a 
customer of mine three days ago, 
and he got value for it. Now, that’s 
a stolen note, it seems, and you’d 
like to know what I did. Mind you, 
that customer of mine I’ve known 
’im— well— eight or nine years; an 
Italian he is— wine salesman, and 
so far’s I know, a respectable man 
-foreign-lookin’, but nothin’ more. 
Now, this was at ’alf-past two, and 
I was at my head branch at Put- 
ney, where I live. I want you to 
mark the time, so as you’ll see I 
’aven’t wasted a minute. I took a 
cab and I drove straight to my cuS' 
tomer’s private residence in Put- 
ney, where he lives with his daugh- 
ter— Ricardos his name is, Paolio 
Ricardos. They tell me there he’s 
at his business shop in the City. So 
oflF I go in the cab again, and there 
I find him. Well, sir, I showed this 
paper to him and I produced the 
note. “Here,” I said, “you brought 
this to me and you got value for 
it.” Well, that man was taken 
aback. If I’m a judge, Mr. Twis- 
den, he was taken aback, not to 
speak in a guilty way, but he was, 
as you might say, flummoxed. 
“NoNv,” I said to him, “where did 
you get it— that’s the point?” He 
took his time to answer, and then 
he said; “Well, Mr. Gilman,” he 
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know me; I am an hon- 
ourable man. I can’t tell you ofiF- 
hand, but I am above the board." 
He’s foreign, you know, in his ex- 
pressions. ‘Tes,’’ I said, “that’s all 
very well,’’ I said, “but here I’ve 

§ ot a stolen note and you’ve got 
ie value for it. Now I tell you,^’ I 
said, “what I’m going to do; I’m 
going straight with this note to Mr. 
jfacob Twisden, who’s got this 
Dancy-De Levis case in ’and. He’s 
a well-known Society lawyer,’’ I 
said, “of great experience.’’ “Ohl" 
he said, “that is what you do?’’— 
funny the way he speaks! “Then I 
come with you!’’— And I’ve got him 
in the cab below. I want to tell you 
everything before he comes up. On 
the way I tried to get something 
out of him, but I couldn’t— I could 
not “This is very awkward,” I said 
at. last. “It is, Mr. Gilman,” was his 
reply; and he began to talk about 
his Sicilian claret— a very good 
wine, mind you; but imder the cir- 
cumstances it seemed to me un- 
called for. Have I made it clear 
to you? 


rwiSDEN (who has listened with 
extreme attention). Perfectly, Mr. 
Gilman. I’ll send down for him. 
(He touches a hand-bell. The 
YOUNG CLERK appears at the door. 
Left Forward) A gentleman in a 
taxi— waiting. Ask him to be so 
good as to step up. Oh! and send 
Mr. Graviter here again. 

(The YOUNG CLERK goes out) 


GILMAN. As I told you, sir, I’ve 
been followin’ this case. It’s what 
you might call piquant. And I 
should he very glad if it came 
about that this helped Captain 
X)mcy> I take an interest, because, 
you the truth, (confden- 
t) 1 don’t like— well, not to put 



too fine a point upon it— ’Ebrews. 
They work harder; they’re more 
sober; they’re honest; and they’re 
everywhere. I’ve nothing against 
them, but the fact is— they get on 
so. 

TWISDEN (cocking an eye ) . A thorn 
in the flesh, Mr. Gilman. 

GILMAN. Well, I prefer my owe 
countrymen, and that’s the tmth 
of it. (As he speaks, graviter 
comes in by the door Left For- 
ward, ) 

TWISDEN (pointing to the news- 
paper and the note), Mr. Gilman 
has brought this, of which he is 
holder for value. His customer, who 
changed it three days ago, is com- 
ing up. 

GRAVITER. The fifty-pounder! I see. 
(His face is long and reflective), 

YOUNG CLERK (entering), Mr. Ri- 
cardos, sir. (He goes out,) 

( RICARDOS is a personable, Italian- 
looking man in a frock coat, with 
a dark moustachioed face and dark 
hair a little grizzled. He looks anx- 
ious, and bows,) 

TWISDEN. Mr. Ricardos? My name 
is Jacob Twisden. My partner. 
(Holding up a finger, as ricardos 
would speak) Mr. Gilman has told 
us about this note. You took it to 
him, he says, three days ago; that 
is, on Monday, and received cash 
for it? . 

RICARDOS. Yes, sare. 

TWISDEN. You were not aware that 
it was stolen? 

RICARDOS (uHth his hand to his 
breast). Oh! no, sare. 
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TwiSDEN. You received it from 

RICARDOS. A minute, sare; I would 
weesh to explain (with an ex- 

pressive shrug) in private. 

TWISDEN (nodding), Mr. Gilman, 
your conduct has been most 
prompt. You may safely leave the 
matter in our hands, now. Kindly 
let us retain this note; and ask for 
my cashier as you go out and give 
him (He writes) this. He will re- 
imburse you. We will take any nec- 
essary steps ourselves. 

GILMAN (in slight surprise, with 
modest pride). Well, sir, Fm in 
your ’ands. I must be guided by 
you, with your experience. I’m glad 
you think I acted rightly. 

TWISDEN. Very rightly, Mr. Gilman 
—very rightly. (Rising) Good-after- 
noonl 

GILMAN. Good-aftemoon, sir. Good- 
afternoon, gentlemeni (To twis- 
den) I’m sure I’m very ’appy to 
have made your acquaintance, sir. 
It’s a well-known name. 

rwiSDEN. Thank you. 

(GILMAN retreats, glances at ri- 
CARDOS, and turns again,) 

GILMAN. I suppose there’s nothing 
else I ought to do, in the interests 
of the law? I’m a careful man. 

TWISDEN. If there is, Mr. Gilman, 
we will let you know. We have 
your address. You may make your 
mind easy; but don’t speak of this. 
It might interfere with Justice. 

GILMAN. OhI 1 shouldn’t dream of 
it. I’ve no wish to be mixed up in 
an^hing conspicuous. That’s not 
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my principle at all. Good-day, gen 
tlemen. (He goes,) 

TWISDEN (seating himself). Now, 
sir, will you sit down. (But Ri- 
cardos does not sit; he stands look* 
ing uneasily across the table (A* 
graviter) You may spejik out. 

RICARDOS. Well, Mr. Tweesden and 
sare, this matter is very serious for 
me, and very delicate— it concaims 
my honour. I am in a great dif- 
ficulty. 

TWISDEN. When in diflBculty— com- 
plete frankness, sir. 

RICARDOS. It is a family matter, 
sare, I 

TWISDEN. Let me be frank with 
you. (Telling his points off with 
fingers) We have your admission 
that you changed this stopped note 
for value. It will be our duty to 
inform the Bank of England that 
it has been traced to you. You will 
have to account to them for yoiuT 
possession of it. I suggest to you 
that it will be far better to account 
frankly to us. 

RICARDOS (taking out a handker* 
chief and quite openly wiping his 
hands and forehead), I received 
this note, sare, with others, from a 
gentleman, sare, in settlement of a 
debt of honour, and I know noth- 
ing of where he got theiil. 

TWISDEN. Hml that is very vague. 
If that is all you can tell us. I’m 
afraid 

RICARDOS. Gentlemen, this is ver^ 
painful for me. It is my daughters 

good name (He again wipes his 

mow). 
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TWiSDEN. Come, sir, speak outi 

RICARDOS {desperately). The notes 
were a settlement to her from this 
gentleman, of whom she was a 
great friend. 

TWISDEN (suddenly), I am afraid 
we must press you for the name of 
the gentleman. 

RICARDOS. Sare, if I give it to you, 
and it does ’im ’arm, what will my 
daughter say? This is a bad matter 
for me. He behaved well to her; 
and she is attached to him still; 
sometimes she is crying yet because 
she lost him. And now we betray 
him, perhaps, who knows? This is 
Very unpleasant for me. (Taking 
up the paper) Here it gives the 
number of another note— a ’undred- 
pound note. I ’ave that too. (He 
takes a note from his breast 
pocket,) 

GRAViTER. How much did he give 
you in all? 

RICARDOS. For my daughter s set- 
tlement one thousand pounds. I 
understand he did not wish to give 
a cheque because of his marriage. 
So I did not think anything about 
it being in notes, you see. 

TWISDEN. When did he give you 
this money? 

RICARDOS. The middle of Octobare 
last. 

TWISDEN (suddenly looking up), 
Mr. Ricardos, was it Captain 
Dancy? 

RICARDOS (again wiping his fore- 
head). Gentlemen, I am so fond of 
my daughter. I have only the one, 
and no wife. 


TWISDEN (with an effort). Yes, yes; 
but I must know. 

RICARDOS. Sare, if I tell you, will 
you give me your good word that 
my daughter shall not hear of it? 

TWISDEN. So far as we are able to 
prevent it— certainly. 

RICARDOS. Sare, I trust you.— It was 
Captain Dancy. 

(A long pause.) 

GRAVITER (suddenly). Were you 
blackmailing him? 

TWISDEN (holding up his hand). 
My partner means, did you press 
him for this settlement? 

RICARDOS. I did think it my duty 
to my daughter to ask that he make 
compensation to her. 

TWISDEN. With threats that you 
would tell his wife? 

RICARDOS (with a shrug). Captain 
Dancy was a man of honour. He 
said: “Of course I will do this.” I 
trusted him. And a month later I 
did remind him, and he gave me 
this money for her. I do not know 
where he got it— I do not know. 
Gentlemen, I have invested it all on 
her— every penny— except this note, 
for which I had the purpose to buy 
her a necklace. That is the swear6d 
truth. 

TWISDEN. I must keep this note. 
(He touches the hundred-pound 
note) You will not speak of this to 
anyone. I may recognise that you 
were a holder for value received- 
others might take a difiFerent view. 
Good-day, sir. Graviter, see Mr. 
Ricardos out, and take his address. 
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RICARDOS (pressing his hands over 
the breast of his frock coat-<vith 
a sigh). Gentlemen, I beg you— 
remember what I said. (With a 
roll of his eyes) My daughter— I 
am not happee. Good-day. (He 
turns and goes out slowly. Left 
Forward, followed by graviter.) 

TwiSDEN (to himself). Young 
Dancy! (He pins the two notes 
together and places them in an 
envelope, then stands motionless 
except for his eyes and hands, 
which restlessly express the dis- 
turbance within him. graviter re- 
turns, carefully shuts the door, and 
going up to him, hands him Ri- 
cardos’ card. Looking at the card) 
Villa Benvenuto. This will have to 
be verified, but Tm afraid it’s true. 
That man was not acting. 

GRAVITER. What’s to be done about 
Dancy? 

TWISDEN. Can you understand a 
gentleman 

GRAVITER. I don’t loiow, sir. The 
war loosened ‘‘form” all over the 
place. I saw plenty of that myself. 
And some men have no moral 
sense. From the first I’ve had 
doubts. 

TWISDEN. We can’t go on with the 
case. 

GRAVITER. Phew! ... (A mo- 
menfs silence) Gosh! It’s an awful 
thing for his wife. 

TWISDEN. Yes. 

GRAVITER (touching the envelope). 
Chance brought this here, sir. That 
man won’t talk— he’s too scared. 

•rwisDEN. Gilman. 
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GRAVITER. Too respectablc. If De 
Levis sot those notes back, and the 
rest ot the money, anonymously? 

TWISDEN. But the case, Graviter; 
the case. 

GRAVITER. I don’t bclicve this alters 
what I’ve been thinking. 

TWISDEN. Thought is one thing— 
knowledge another. There’s duty 
to our profession. Ours is a fine 
calling. On the good faith of solici- 
tors a very great deal hangs. (He 
crosses to the hearth as if warmth 
would help him.) 

GRAVITER. It’ll let him in for a 
prosecution. He came to us in con* 
fidence. 

TWISDEN. Not as against the law. 

GRAVITER. No. I suppose not. (A 
pause) By Jove, I don’t like losing 
this case. I don’t like the admission 
we backed such a wrong ’un. 

TWISDEN. Impossible to go on 
Apart from ourselves, there’s Sh 
Frederic. We must disclose to him 
—can’t let him go on in the dark. 
Complete confidence between so- 
licitor and counsel is the essence of 
professional honour. 

GRAVITER. What are you going te 
do then, sir? 

TWISDEN. See Dancy at once. Gei 
him on the ’phone. 

GRAVITER (taking up the tele^ 
phone). Get me Captain Dancy’s 
flat. . . . What? . . . (To TWis- 
den) Mrs. Dancy is here. That’s 
d propos with a vengeance. Are 
you going to see her, sir? 
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TWisDEN {after a moments painful mabfx. You must be awfully fed 
hesitation). 1 must. up with us. 


GRAVTTER ( telephoning ) . Bring 
Mrs. Dancy up. {He turns to the 
window. MABEL DANCY is shown in, 
looking very pale, twisden ad- 
vances from the fire, and takes her 
hand.) 

MABEL. Major Colfords taken 
Ronny off in his car for the night. 
I thought it would do him good. 
I said rd come round in case there 
was anything you wanted to say 
before tomorrow. 

YwiSDEN {taken aback). Where 
have they gone? 

MABEL. I don't know, but he'll be 
home before ten o'clock tomorrow. 
Is there anything? 

TWISDEN. Well, I'd like to see him 
before the Court sits. Send him on 
here as soon as he comes. 

MABEL {with her hand to her fore- 
head). Oh! Mr. Twisden, when 
will it be over? My head's getting 
awful sitting in that Court. 

TWISDEN. My dear Mrs. Dancy, 
there's no need at all for you to 
come down tomorrow; take a rest 
and nurse your head. 

MABEL. Really and truly? 

TWISDEN. Yes; it's the very best 
thing you can do. 

(graviter turns his head, and 
looks at them unobserved.) 

MABEL. How do you think it’s go- 
ing? 

tWXSDEN. It went very well today; 
very well indeed. 


twisden. My. dear young lady, 
that's our business. {He takes her 
hand, mabel's face suddenly quiv- 
ers. She draws her hand away, 
and covers her lips with it) There, 
therel You want a day off badly. 

MABEL. I'm so tired of 1 Thank 

you so much for all you're doing. 
Good night! Good night, Mr. Grav- 
iterl 

GRAVITER. Good night, Mrs. Dancy. 

( MABEL goes.) 

GRAVITER. D'you know, I believe 
she knows. 

TWISDEN. No, no! She believes in 
him implicitly. A staunch little 
woman. Poor thing! 

GRAVITER. Hasn't that shaken you, 
sir? It has me. 

twisden. No, no! I— I can't go on 
with the case. It's breaking faith. 
Get Sir Frederic's chambers. 

GRAVITER {telephoning, and getting 
a reply, looks round at twisden). 
Yes? 

TWISDEN. Ask if I can come round 
and see him. 

GRAVITER {telephoning). Can Sir 
Frederic spare Mr. Twisden a few 
minutes now if he comes aiound? 
{Receiving reply) He's gone down 
to Brighton for the night. 

TWISDEN. H'm! What hotel? 

GRAVITER {telephoning ) . What's 
his address? What . . . ? {To 
twisden) The Bedford. 
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TWISDEN. ni go down. 

GRAViTER (telephoning). Thank 
you. All right. (He rings off,) 

TWISDEN. Just look out the trains 
down and up early to-morrow. 

( GRAVITER takes an A B C, and 
TWISDEN takes up the Ricardos 
card . ) 

TWISDEN. Send to this address in 
Putney, verify the fact that Pii- 
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cardos has a daughter, and give 
me a trunk call to Brighton. Bettei 
go yourself, Graviter. If you see 
her, don’t say anything, of course 
—invent some excuse, (graviter 
nods) ril be up in time to see 
Dancy. 

GRAVITER. By George! I feel bad 
about this. 

TWISDEN. Yes. But professional hon- 
our comes first. What time is that 
train? (He bends over the ABC,) 


CURTAIN 


SCENE II 


The same room on the following morning at tendwenttj-five, by the 
Grandfather clock. 

The YOUNG CLERK is ushering in dancy, whose face is perceptibly 
harder than it was three months ago, like that of a man who has lived 
under great restraint. 


DANCY. He wanted to see me be- 
fore the Court sat. 

YOUNG CLERK. Yes, sir. Mr. Twis- 
den will see you in one minute. He 
had to go out of town last night. 
(He prepares to open the waiting- 
room door,) 

DANCY. Were you in the war? 

YOUNC CLERK. YeS. 

DANCY. How can you stick this? 

YOUNG CLERK (with a smtle) . My 
trouble was to stick that, sir. 

DANCY. But you get no excitement 
from year's end to year's end. It'd 
drive me mad. 


YOUNG CLERK (shyly) , A case like 
this is pretty exciting. I’d give a 
lot to see us win it. 

DANCY (staring at him). Why? 
What is it to you? 

YOUNG CLERK. I don’t know, sir. 
It’s— it’s like football— you want 
your side to win. (He opens the 
waiting-room door. Expanding) 
You see some rum starts, too, in a 
lawyer’s oflBce in a quiet way. 
(dancy enters the waiting-room, 
and the young clerk, shutting the 
door, meets twisden as he comes 
in. Left Forward, and takes from 
him overcoat, top hat, and a small 
bag.) 
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YOtJNG CLEBX. Captain Dancy s 
waiting, sir. (He indicates the 
waiting-room,) 

TwiSDEN (narrowing his lips). Very 
well. Mr. Graviter gone to the 
Courts? 

YOUNG CLERK. Yes, sir. 

TWISDEN. Did he leave anything 
for me? 

YOUNG CLERK. On the table, sir. 

TWISDEN (taking up an envelope)^ 
Thank you. 

(The CLERK goes.) 

TWISDEN ( opening the envelope 
and reading). ‘‘All corroborates.” 
Hml (He puts it in his pocket and 
takes out of an envelope the two 
notes, lays them on the table, and 
covers them with a sheet of blot- 
ting-paper; stands a moment pre- 
paring himself, then goes to the 
door of the waiting-room, opens it, 
and says:) Now, Captain Dancy. 
Sorry to have kept you waiting. 

DANCY (entering). Winsor came to 
me yesterday about General Ca- 
nynge’s evidence. Is that what you 
wanted to speak to me about? 

TWISDEN. No. It isn’t that. 

DANCY (looking at his wrist 
watch). By me its just on the half- 
hour, sir. 

TWISDEN. Yes. I don’t want you to 
go to the Court. 


DANCY (wincing and collecting 
himself). Ohl 

TWISDEN. These two notes. (He 
uncovers the notes) After the Court 
rose yesterday we had a man called 
Ricardos here. (A pause) Is there 
any need for me to say more? 

DANCY (unflinching). No. What 
now? 

TWISDEN. Our duty was plain; we 
could not go on with the case. I 
have consulted Sir Frederic. He 
felt— he felt that he must throw up 
his brief, and he will do that the 
moment Court sits. Now I want to 
talk to you about what you’re going 
to do. 

DANCY. That’s very good of you, 
considering. 

TWISDEN. I don’t pretend to under- 
stand, but I imagine you may have 
done this in a moment of reckless 
bravado, feeling, perhaps, that as 
you gave the mare to De Levis, the 
money was by rights as much yours 
as his. (Stopping dancy, who is 
about to speak, with a gesture) 
To satisfy a debt of honour to this 
—lady; and, no doubt, to save your 
wife from hearing of it from the 
man Ricardos. Is that so? 

DANCY. To the life. 

TWISDEN. It was mad. Captain 

Dancy, madl But the question 

now is: What do you owe to your 
wife? She doesn’t dream— I sup- 


DANCY. Not? DANCY (with a twitching face) . No. 

TWISDEN. I have very serious news twisden. We can’t tell what the 
for you. result of this collapse will be. The 
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police have the theft in hand. They 
may issue a warrant. The money 
could be refunded, and the costs 
paid— somehow that can all be 
managed. But it may not help. In 
any case, what end is served by 
your staying in the country? You 
can't save your honour— that's gone. 
You can't save your wife's peace of 
mind. If she sticks to you— do you 
think she will? 

DANCY. Not if she’s wise. 

TwiSDEN. Better go! There's a war 
in Morocco. 

DANCY (with a bitter smile). Good 
old Morocco! 

TWISDEN. Will you go, then, at 
once, and leave me to break it to 
your wife? 

DANCY. I don't know yet. 

TWISDEN. You must decide quickly, 
to catch a boat train. Many a man 
has made good. You're a fine sol- 
dier. 

DANCY. There are alternatives. 

TWISDEN. Now, go straight from 
this office. You've a passport, I sup- 
pose; you won't need a visa for 
France, and from there you can 
find means to slip over. Have you 
got money on you? (dancy nods) 
We will see what we can do to stop 
or delay proceedings. 

DANCY. It's all damned kind of 
you. (With difficulty) But I must 
think of my wife. Give me a few 
minutes. 

TWISDEN. Yes, yes; go in there and 
think it out. 
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(He goes to the door. Right, and 
opens it, dancy passes him and 
goes out. TWISDEN rings a bell and 
stands waiting.) 

CLERK (entering). Yes, sir? 

TWISDEN. Tell them to call a taxi. 

CLERK (who has a startled look). 
Yes, sir. Mr. Graviter has come in, 
sir, with General Canynge. Are you 
disengaged? 

TWISDEN. Yes. 

(The CLERK goes out, and almost 
immediately graviter and ca- 
nynge enter.) 

Good-morning, General. (To grav- 
iter) Well? 

graviter. Sir Frederic got up at 
once and said that since the pub- 
lication of the numbers of those 
notes, information had reached him 
which forced him to withdraw from 
the case. Great sensation, of course. 
I left Bromley in charge. Therell 
be a formal verdict for the defend- 
ant, with costs. Have you told 
Dancy? . 

TWISDEN. Yes. He’s in there decid- 
ing what he'll do. 

canynge (grave and vexed). This 
is a dreadful thing, Twisden. I've 
been afraid of it all along. A sol- 
dier! A gallant fellow, too. What 
on earth got into him? 

TWISDEN. There’s no end to human 
nature. General. 

GRAVITER. You can see queerer 
things in the papers, any day. 

canynge. That poor young wife ot 
his! Winsor gave me a message for 
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you, Twisden. If money’s wanted 
quickly to save proceedings, draw 
on him. Is there anything I can do? 

TWISDEN. IVe advised him to go 
straight off to Morocco. 

CANYNGE. I don’t know that an 
asylum isn’t the place for him. He 
must be off his head at moments. 
That jump— crazyl He’d have got a 
verdict on that alone— if they’d seen 
those balconies. I was looking at 
them when I was down there last 
Sunday. Daring thing, Twisden. 

Very few men, on a dark night 

He risked his life twice. That’s a 
shrewd fellow— young De Levis. He 
spotted Dancy’s nature. 

(The YOUNG CLERK enters,) 

CLERK. The taxi’s here, sir. Will 
you see Major Colford and Miss 
Orme? 

TWISDEN. Graviter No; show 

them in. 

(The YOUNG CLERK goes,) 

CANYNGE. Colford’s badly cut up. 
(MARGARET ORME and COLFORD 

enter.) 

COLFORD (striding forward). There 
must be some mistake about this, 
Mr. Twisden. 

TWISDEN. HsshI Dancy’s in there. 
He’s admitted it. 

(Voices are subdued at once,) 

COLFORD. What? (With emotion) 
If it were my own brother, I 
couldn’t feel it more. But— damn it! 
What right had that fellow to chuck 
up the case— without letting him 
krow, too, I came down with Dan- 
cy litis morning, and he knew noth- 
ing hbout it. 


TWISDEN (coldly). That was un- 
fortunately unavoidable. 

COLFORD. Guilty or not, you ought 
to have stuck to him— it’s not play- 
ing the game, Mr. Twisden. 

TWISDEN. You must allow me to 
judge where my duty lay, in a very 
hard case. 

COLFORD. I thought a man was safe 
with his solicitor. 

CANYNGE. Colford, you don’t un- 
derstand professional etiquette. 

COLFORD. No, thank God! 

TWISDEN. When you have been as 
long in your profession as I have 
been in mine. Major Colford, you 
will know that duty to your calling 
outweighs duty to friend or client. 

COLFORD. But I serve the Country. 

TWISDEN. And I serve the Law, sir. 

CANYNGE. Graviter, give me a sheet 
of paper. I’ll write a letter for him, 

MARGARET (going Up tO TWISDEN ). 

Dear Mr. Jacob— pay De Levis. 
You know my pearls— put them up 
the spout again. Don’t let Ronny 

TWISDEN. Money isn’t the point, 
Margaret. 

MARGARET. It«5 ghastly! It really is. 

COLFORD. I’m going in to shake 
hands with him. (He starts to cross 
the room,) 

TWISDEN. Wait! We want him to 
go straight off to Mo^Oo, Don’t 
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upset him, (To colford and Mar- 
garet) I think you had better go. 
If, a little later, Margaret, you 
could go round to Mrs. Dancy 

COLFORD Poor little Mabel Dancy! 
It s perfect hell for her. 

(They have not seen that dancy 
has opened the door behind them.) 


TwiSDEN. What is it? 

GRAViTER. De Levis is here. 

TWISDEN. De Levis? Can’t see him. 

DANCY. Let him in! 

(After a moment's hesitation twis- 
DEN nods, and graviter goes out 
The three wait in silence with their 


DANCY. It is! 

(They all turn round in consterna- 
tion. ) 

COLFORD (with a convulsive move- 
ment). Old boy! 

DANCY. No good, Colford. (Gazing 
round at them) Oh! clear out. I 
can’t stand commiseration— and let 
me have some air. 

( TWISDEN motions to colford and 
MARGARET to go; and as he turns 
to DANCY, they go out. graviter 
also moves towards the door. The 
GENERAL sits motionUss. graviter 
goes out.) 

TWISDEN. Well? 


eyes fixed on the door, the general 
sitting at the table, twisden by his 
chair, dancy between him and the 
door Right, de levis comes in and 
shuts the door. He is advancing 
towards twisden when his eyes 
fall on DANCY, and he stops.) 

TWISDEN. You wanted to see me? 

de LEVIS (moistening his lips). 
Yes. I came to say that— that I over- 
heard— I am afraid a warrant is to 
be issued. I wanted you to realise 
—it’s not my doing. I’ll give it no 
support. I’m content. I don’t want 
my money. I don’t even want costs. 
Dancy, do you understand? 

(dancy does not answer, but looks 
at him with nothing alive in his 


DANCY. I’m going home, to clear 
up things with my wife. General 
Canynge, I don’t quite know why 
I did the damned thing. But I did. 


face but his eyes.) 

TWISDEN. We are obliged to you, 
sir. It was good of you to come. 


and there’s an end of it. 

CANYNGE. Dancy, for the honour 
of the Army, avoid further scandal 
if you can. I’ve written a letter to 
a friend of mine in the Spanish 
War OflBce. It will get you a job 
in their war. (canynge closes the 
envelope.) • 


DE LEVIS (with a sort of darting 
pride). Don’t mistake me. I didn’t 
come because I feel Christian; I 
am a Jew. I will take no money— 
not even that which was stolen. 
Give it to a charity. Ym proved 
right. And now I’m done with the 
damned thing. Good-moming! 

(He makes a little bow to canynge 


DANCY. Very good of you. I don’t and twisden, and turns to face 
know if I can make use of it. dancy, who has never moved. The 


(canynge stretches out the letter, two stand motionless, looking at 
which TWISDEN hands to dancy, each other, then de levis shrugs 
who takes it. graviter reopens the his shoulders and walks out. When 
door.) he is gone there is a silence.) 
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CANYNGE (suddenly). You heard 
what he said, Dancy. You have no 
time to lose. 

(But DANCY does not stir.) 


TWiSDEN. Captain Dancy? 

(Slowly, without turning his head, 
like a man in a dream, dancy walks 
across the room, and goes out.) 


CURTAIN 


SCENE III 


The DANCYs’ sitting-room, a few minutes later. 

MABEL DANCY is sitting olone on the sofa with a newspaper on her 
lap; she is only just up, and has a bottle of smelling-salts in her hand. 
Two or three other newspapers are dumped on the arm of the sofa. She 
topples the one off her lap and takes up another as if she couldnt keep 
away from them; drops it in turn, and sits staring before her, sniffing at 
the salts. The door, Right, is opened and dancy comes in. 


MABEL (utterly surprised). Ronnyl dancy. Pity you wouldn’t come to 
Do they want me in Court? Africa three months ago. 


dancy. No. 

MABEL. What is it, then? Why are 
you back? 

DANCY. Spun. 

MABEL (blank). Spun? What do 
you mean? What’s spun? 

DANCY. The case. They’ve foimd 
out through those notes. 

MABEL. Ohl (Staring at his face) 
Who? 


MABEL. Why didn’t you tell me 
then? I would have gone. 

DANCY. You wanted this case. Well, 
it’s fallen down. 

MABEL. Oh! Why didn’t I face it? 
But I couldn’t— I had to believe. 

DANCY. And now you can’t. It’s the 
end, Mabel. 

MABEL (looking up at him). No. 
(dancy goes suddenly on his knees 
and seizes her hand.) 


DANCY. Me! 

MABEL (after a moment of horrified 
stillness). Don’t, Ronnyl Ohl Nol 
Don’t! (She buries her face in the 
pillows of the sofa.) 

(dancy stands looking down at 
her.) 


DANCY. Forgive me! 


MABEL (putting her hand on his 
head). Yes; oh, yes! I think I’ve 
known a long time, really. Only- 
why? What made you? 


DANCY (getting up and speaking in 
jerks) . It was a crazy thing to do; 
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but, damn it, I was only looting a 
looter. The money was as much 
mine as his. A decent chap would 
have offered me half. You didn't 
see the brute look at me that night 
at dinner as much as to say: “You 
blasted fool!” It made me mad. 
That wasn't a bad jump— twice 
over. Nothing in the war took quite 
such nerve. {Grimly) I rather en- 
joyed that evening. 

MABEL. But— money! To keep it! 

DANCY (sullenly). Yes, but I had 
a debt to pay. 

MABEL. To a woman? 

DANCY. A debt of honour— it would- 
n't wait. 

MABEL. It was— it was to a woman. 
Ronny, don't lie any more. 

DANCY (grimly). Well! I wanted to 
save your knowing. I'd promised a 
thousand. I had a letter from her 
father that morning, threatening to 
tell you. All the same, if that tyke 
hadn't jeered at me for parlour 
tricks!— But what's the good of all 
this now? (Sullenly) Well— it may 
cure you of loving me. Get over 
that, Mab; I never was worth it— 
and I'm done for! 

MABEL. The woman— have you— 
since ? 

DANCY (energetically). No! You 
supplanted her. But if you'd known 
I was leaving a woman for you, 
you'd never have married me. (He 
walks over to the hearth,) 

( MABEL too gets up. She presses 
her hands to her forehead, then 
walks blindly round to behind the 
sofa and stands looking straight in 
front of her.) 
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MABEL (coldly). What has hap- 
pened, exactly? 

DANCY. Sir Frederic chucked up the 
case. I've seen Twisden; they want 
me to run for it to Morocco. 

MABEL. To the war there? 

DANCY. Yes. There's to be a war- 
rant out. 

MABEL. A prosecution? Prison? Oh, 
go! Don't wait a minute! Go! 

DANCY. Blast them! 

MABEL. Oh, Ronny! Please' Please! 
Think what you'll want. I'll pack. 
Quick! No! Don't wait to take 
things. Have you got money? 

DANCY (nodding). This'll be good- 
bye, then! 

MABEL (after a moment* s struggle) . 
Oh! No! No, no! I'll follow— I'll 
come out to you there. 

DANCY. D'you mean you'll stick to 
me? 

MABEL. Of course I'll stick to you. 
( DANCY seizes her hand and puts U 
to his lips. The bell rings.) 

MABEL (in terror). Who's that? 
(The bell rings again, dancy moves 
towards the door.) 

No! Let me! 

(She passes him and steals out to 
the outer door of the flat, where 
she stands listening. The bell rings 
again. She looks through the sUt 
of the letter-box. While she is gone 
DANCY stands quite still, till she 
comes back.) 

MABEL. Through the letter-box— I 

can see It's— it's police. Oh! 

God! . . . Ronny! I can't bear it. 
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DANCY. Heads up, MabI Don^t 
show the brutes! 

MABEL. Whatever happens, 111 go 
on loving ,you. If its prison— Hi 
ivait. Do you understand? I don’t 
care what you did— I don’t care! 
I m just the same. I will be just the 
same when you come back to me. 

DANCY (slowly). That’s not in hu- 
man nature. 

MABEL. It is. It’s in me. 

PANCY. I’ve crocked up your life. 

MABEL. No, no! Kiss me! 

(A long kiss, till the bell again 
startles them apart, and there is a 
loud knock.) 

DANCY. They’ll break the door in. 
It’s no good— we must open. Hold 
them in check a little. I want a 
minute or two. 

MABEL (clasping him). Ronnyl Oh, 
Ronny! It won’t be for long— I’ll be 
waiting! I’ll be waiting— I swear it. 

DANCY. Steady, Mab! (Tutting her 
back from him) Now! 

(He opens the bedroom door. Left, 
and stands waiting for her to go. 
Summoning up her courage, she 
goes to open the outer door. A sud- 
den change comes over dancy’s 
face; from being stony it grows 
almost maniacal.) 

DANCY (under his breath). No! No! 
By God! No! 

(He goes out into the bedroom, 

. closing the door behind him.) 

(MABEL has now opened the outer 
i 'mpr, and disclosed inspector 
^ and the yoxtng constable 
who ,u>ere summoned to Meldon 


Court on the night of the theft, 
and have been witnesses in the 
case. Their voices are heard.) 

MABEL. Yes? 

inspector. Captain Dancy in, 
madam? 

MABEL. I am not quite sure— I don’t 
think so. 

inspector. I wish to speak to him 
a minute. Stay here, Grover. Now, 
madam! 

MABEL. Will you come in while I 
see? 

(She comes in, followed by the 

INSPECTOR.) 

inspector. I should think you must 
be sure, madam. This is not a big 
place. 

MABEL. He was changing his 
clothes to go out. I think he has 
gone. 

INSPECTOR. What’s that door? 

MABEL. To our bedroom. 

INSPECTOR (moving towards it). 
He’ll be in there, then. 

MABEL. What do you want. In- 
spector? 

INSPECTOR (melting). Well, mad- 
am, it’s no use disguising it. I’m 
exceedingly sorry, but I’ve a war- 
rant for his arrest. 

MABEL. Inspector! 

INSPECTOR. I’m sure I’ve every sym- 
pathy for you, madam; but 1 must 
carry out my instructions. 
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MABEL. And break my heart? 

INSPECTOR. Well, madam, were— 
we re not allowed to take that into 

consideration. The Law’s the Law. 

* 

MABEL. Are you married? 

INSPECTOR. I am. 

MABEL. If you— your wife 

(The INSPECTOR raises his hand, 
deprecating . ) 

(Speaking low) Just half an hour! 
Couldn’t you? It’s two lives— two 
whole lives! We’ve only been mar- 
ried four months. Come back in 
half an hour. It’s such a little thing 
—nobody will know. Nobody. Won’t 
you? 

INSPECTOR. Now, madam— you must 
know my duty. 

MABEL. Inspector, I beseech you— 
just half an hour. 

INSPECTOR. No, no— don’t you try 
to undermine me— I’m sorry for 
you; but don’t you try it! (He tries 
the handle, then knocks at the 
door.) 

dancy’s voice. One minute! 

INSPECTOR. It’s locked. (Sharply) 
Is there another door to that room? 
Come, now! (The bell rings.) 
(Moving towards the door. Left; to 

the CONSTABLE.) 

Who’s that out there? 

CONSTABLE. A lady tod gentleman, 
sir. 

INSPECTOR. What lady and 

Stand by, Grover! 

dancy’s VOICE. All right! You can 
come in now* 
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(There is the noise of a lock being 
turned. And almost immediately 
the sound of a pistol shot in the 
bedroom, mabel rushes to the door, 
tears it open, and disappears with- 
in, followed by the inspector, just 

as MARGARET ORME and COLFORB 

come in from the passage, pursued 
by the constable. They, too, all 
hurry to the bedroom door and 
disappear for a moment; then col- 
ford and MARGARET reappear, sup- 
porting MABEL, who faints as they 
lay her on the sofa, colford takes 
from her hand an envelope, and 
tears it open.) 

colford. It’s addressed to me. (He 
reads it aloud to Margaret in a 
low voice.) 

“dear colford,— This is the only 
decent thing I can do. It’s too 
damned unfair to her. It’s only an- 
other jump. A pistol keeps faith. 
Look after her. Colford— my love 
to her, and you.” 

(MARGARET givcs a sort of choking 
sob, then, seeing the smelling 
bottle, she snatches it up, and turns 
to revive mabel.) 

COLFORD. Leave her! The longer 
she’s unconscious, the better. 

INSPECTOR (re-entering). This is a 
very serious business, sir. 

COLFORD (sternly). Yes, Inspector; 
you’ve done for my best friend. 

INSPECTOR. I, sir? He shot himself. 

COLFORD. Hari-kari. 

INSPECTOR. Beg pardon? 

COLFORD (he points with the letter 
to mabel). For her sake, and his 
own. 



472 JOHN GALSWORTHY 

INSPECTOR (putting out his hand), ing beside mabel. colford comes 
111 want that, sir. quickly back, Margaret looks up 

at him. He stands very still,) 

COLFORD (grimly). You shall have 

it read at the inquest. Till then— colford. Neatly— through the 
it s addressed to me, and I stick heart, 
to it. 

MARGARET (wUdltj) , Keeps faith! 
INSPECTOR. Very well, sir. Do you We Ve all done that. Its not 
want to have a look at him? enough. 

(colford passes quickly into the 

bedroom, followed by the in- colford (looking down at 
SPECTOR. MARGARET remains kneel- mabel). All right, old boy! 

THE CURTAIN FALLS 
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ACT ONE 


The curtain rises on a room which suggests rather than represents the 
lounge smoke-room of a small ocean liner. There is a bar on the right 
with the usual array of glasses and bottles on the counter and on the 
shelves behind it. On the extreme left is a small writing table, and the 
rest of the furniture consists of the usual small round tables and swivel 
arm-chairs that are found in the smoke-room on most liners. Around the 
room at the back is a red cushioned wall-seat. The carpet is of warm 
neutral tone. There are three doors: one behind the bar, another leading 
ofi left and a third, centre, opening on to the deck. This centre door is 
wide open, and behind it can be seen the liner railings. The colour of 
the sky at the back arrests the attention at once. It is a curious colour- 
vague and almost nondescript. There are four portholes in the back wall, 
fitted up with small curtains which are now drawn. Three large lights 
hang from the ceiling, and some small lamp brackets on the walls. 

The sun is shining, and it is a clear still morning. Behind the bar 
stands scrubby, busy polishing the glasses— preparatory to the boat sail- 
ing. He is dressed in the usual uniform of a ship's steward. His manner 
is always calm and reposeful, and his voice gentle and kindly. He is an 
elderly man, typically English. 

ANN is seen to pass along the deck, and she comes through the centre 
door into the room. She is wearing a hat and coat, underneath which is 
a simple but very smart clinging frock of green. She is young, but one 
sees at once that she is terribly nervous. She pauses and looks round in 
a frightened manner. Then scrubby clinks a glass and she turns and 
sees him. 


ANN. Oh, I beg your pardon— good 
morning. 

SCRUBBY. Good morning, madam. 

ANN. Fm sorry to bother you, but 
Fm afraid we ve lost our way. 

SCRUBBY. Where do you want to 
get to, madam? 

ANN. The cabins, of course. 

SCRUBBY. Cabins? 


ANN. Yes! Where we sleep. Fm 
afraid Fm awfully stupid. Fve 
never been on the sea before. 

SCRUBBY. The old ship will be 
higlily flattered. You'll find all the 
berths right forward (points to the 
left) down there. 

ANN. Thank you very much. (She 
goes up to the centre and speaks 
to someone outside.) Henry, come 
along, dear, I was quite right, this 
is tlie way. (henry enters from 

il'7'7 
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the deck. He is wearing a well-cut 
lounge suit and a dark soft hat. 
He is an ardent young man, about 
thirty years old. He is good looking, 
quietly emotional, serious and sin- 
cere. He is rather mystic in man- 
ner, and behaves like a dazed man 
who has recently received a severe 
shock.) 

HENRY. Sorry, I was looking at the 
sea. What did you say? 

ANN. This is the way, dear. 

HENRY. Oh, good! Well probably 
find all our stuff in the cabin al- 
ready. How did you find out? 

ANN. He told me. (Indicating 
SCRUBBY. ) 

HENRY. Ohl— good morningl 

SCRUBBY. Good morning, sir. 

(ann moves down to left.) 

HENRY. Bit confusing these boats, 
aren't they? 

SCRUBBY. Yes, sir, to begin with. 

ANN. Come along, dear. 

HENRY. I say, I m feeling awfully 
tired. 

ANN. Do you wonder?--after what 
you've been through? 

HENRY. No, I suppose I don't. I 
can't quite focus it all even now, 
you know. By Jove, we'll have a 
gorgeous trip though, won't we? 

ANN. Yes, dear. 

liENHY.- The rest—the peace and— 
and— 


ANN. Don't worry so, dear. 

HENRY. And the forgetfulness- 

ANN. Of course, dear, don't worry. 

HENRY. No, I won't, I won't! (To 
scrubby) Thanks for telling my— 
my wife the way. 

ANN. Give me your hand. 

HENRY. What's that? 

ANN. Give me your hand, dear. 

HENRY. Oh! You treat me like a 
child! I'm quite all right really. 

ANN. Give me your hand. (He goes 
to her, takes her hand) There! 

HENRY. Thanks for the hand. 

ANN. Come along. 

(They go off together, left, and a 
moment later tom prior enters by 
the centre door, prior is a slight 
young man, highly strung. He is 
not specifically drunk at the mo- 
ment, but rather more displays the 
mellow and bland cock-sureness of 
a youth who for some time has 
kept himself going with constant 
stimulants. He is wearing a lounge 
suit, and is very cheerful and smil- 
ing.) 

TOM. Oh!— er— good morning, stew- 
ard. 

SCRUBBY. Good morning, sir. 

TOM. This is the smoke-room, I 
suppose? 

SCRUBBY. Yes, sir. 

TOM. Look here, then— er— how 
long before we sail? 
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SCRUBBY. About a quarter of an 
hour— sir—or more— or less. 

TOM. Then I say, could I— er— I get 
a drink? 

SCRUBBY. Certainly, sir. 

TOM. Bravo! (He crosses to the 
bar) I want it. 

SCRUBBY. What shall I get you, sir? 

TOM. A Scotch. 

SCRUBBY. Any soda-water, sir? 

TOM. No, thank you. 

SCRUBBY. All Scotch! 

TOM. As a matter of fact, steward, 
you’ll probably see a lot of me 
during this trip. Yes, you’ll get to 
know me quite well, so I thought 
I’d warn you to begin with. 

SCRUBBY (serves drink). The warn- 
ing is an honour, sir. 

TOM. Yes, thanks. How much is it? 

SCRUBBY. Oh, you needn’t pay, sir. 

TOM. What! 

SCRUBBY. If you’ll just Sign this. 
(Presents chit book.) 

TOM. Oh, yes, of course. I’d for- 
gotten that catch. Have one your- 
telt? 

SCRUBBY, No thank you, sir. 

TOM (drinks). Ah, that’s better. As 
a matter of fact, steward, I’d a 
rather thick night last night— 

SCRUBBY. Indeed, sir. 
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TOM. Yes— yes— and I want pulling 
together. By Jove— it must have 
been a jolly thick night because I 
can’t remember anything about it 
now. But never mind. (Drinks 
again) It’s a gorgeous morning, 
anyway. 

SCRUBBY. It is, sir. A pity some 
people should be alive to spoil it. 

TOM. What’s that? 

SCRUBBY. I was talking to myself, 
sir. 

TOM. I say, steward, how many 
passengers have we got? 

SCRUBBY. Not many, sir, it’s our 
slack time of year. 

TOM. The last time I came out- 
why— it must be over ten years ago 
—I was going tea planting, and— 
and— I was only about nineteen— 
and— (Pause) Phew, how time 
flies! Get me some cigarettes. 

SCRUBBY. Yes, sir! Egyptians, Turk 
ish or Virginian? 

TOM. Gold Flake. What’s the old 
Captain like? 

SCRUBBY. Very decent sort I’ve 
heard say, sir. Very respected, I 
know. 

TOM. Oh, I don’t like that sort— 
not on these small ships. Now when 
I went out before— 

SCRUBBY. Your cigarettes, sir. 

TOM. Thank you. And get me an- 
other drink. The same. 

(MRS. CLiVEDEN-BANKS enters from 
the centre and goes down to tom. 
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She is a withered old harridan of 
fifty odd— probably once beautiful. 
Smartly frocked in travelling cos- 
tume. She carries an armful of 
magazines. ) 

MRS. c-BANKs. Ahal I thought I 
knew that voice I 

TOM. What! (Rises, turns) Oh, 
really! Good gracious! Mrs. Clive- 
den-Banks! How are you? What a 
surprise! (Shakes hands.) 

MRS. c-BANKS. I saw your name on 
the passenger list, so I asked for 
the bar at once, and here you are! 
(Sits left of table.) 

TOM. Delighted. Come and sit 
down. What are you doing here? 
(Sits above table.) 

MRS. C-BANKS. Joining my dear hus- 
band. And Fm afraid we re in for 
a very dull trip. There is nobody 
on board— at least nobody who is 
anybody. Though, of course, the 
poor creatures can’t help that. You 
follow me. What I say I mean in 
the most kindly manner— but still, 
there it is. 

TOM. We must try and cheer each 
other up, then, Mrs. Banks. 

MRS. C-BANKS. Yes, all friends at 
sea, of course. By the way, my 
name is CZioeden-Banks. You know, 
of course, but it s such a long while 
since we met. There was a plain 
Mrs. Banks in the divorce court 
lately— so silly of her— and so plain, 

S ing from the Daily Mirror— a 
stranger, of course. Still its 
made me very particular about my 
hyphen. Not that I am ever likely 
to appear in a divorce court. 


TOM. No, most unlikely. (With a 
significant appraisal of her.) 

MRS. c-BANKS. Still you see what I 
mean. 

(scrubby puts drink on table.) 

TOM. Of course. Thank you. Mrs. 
Cliveden-BsLuks, will you have a 
drink? 

MRS. C-BANKS. Thank you— what are 
you drinking— ginger ale? 

TOM. No— er— whiskey. 

MRS. C-BANKS. At this time in the 
morning? 

TOM. Whiskey at any dme in the 
morning, afternoon or evening. 

MRS. c-banks. Fm afraid you’re still 
a naughty boy. Fll have a ginger 
ale. (scrubby proceeds to fetch her 
the drink) When I said there was 
nobody on board, dear Mr. Prior, 
between you and me, there is one 
person on board to whom I shall 
take a strong objection. He’s a cler- 
gyman. 

TOM. Poor blighter! I should pity 
rather than blame him. 

MRS. C-BANKS. Oh, don’t you know? 
Clergymen at sea are dreadfully 
unlucky. We shall probably all go 
to the bottom. If we do I shall 
blame the clergyman entirely. In 
my opinion steamship companies 
have no right to let clergymen 
travel at all. ‘The clergy ought to 
stay at home in their own parishes 
and do good, not go gadding about 
all over the world putting other 
people’s lives in danger. 

SCRUBBY. Your ginger ale, madam! 
(Puts drink on table.) 
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MRS. c-BANKS. Thank you, steward. 
(Takes drink.) Isn't that so? 

SCRUBBY. Isn't what so, madam? 

MRS. c-BANKS. Oh, you must have 
been listening to what I was saying. 

SCRUBBY. I assure you, madam, I 
was not. 

MRS. c-BANKS. HoW oddI (tOM 
signs for drink) I was remarking 
that the sea-faring men regard the 
presence of a clergyman on board 
your ship as highly unlucky. 

SCRUBBY. I believe there is a super- 
stition to that effect, madam, yes. 
(Returns behind bar.) 

MRS. C-BANKS. Therel I told you so. 
Well, the best thing we can do is 
to cut the fellow dead. Nicely, of 
course, but firmly. 

TOM. Just as you like. But will wo 
save the boat by doing it? 

MRS. c-BANKS. How droll you arel 

TOM. Look outi Talk of the— 

(the rev. WILLIAM DUKE enters 
left, crosses to desk and looks for 
writing paper and envelope. As he 
does so he speaks to tom. duke is 
a very sincere, earnest young cler- 
gyman.) 

DUKE. Good morning, sir. 

TOM (in a loud voi&e to mrs. c- 
BANKs). How is the Colonel? 

MRS. c-BANKS. Dear. Benjamin, I 
regret to say, is feeling the heat 
dreadfully. I should have joined 
him last year, but somehow I never 
got time. The penalty of popular- 
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ity. My great friend, Mabel, the 
Duchess of Middleford— j/ow dont 
know her, of course, she was only 
saying to me at the Palace the 
other day— 

DUKE (as he sits at writing desk 
with paper, etc., turns to tom). 
Good morning. 

TOM. Eh— oh, good morning. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Who is that man? 

TOM. Really, Mrs. Cliveden-Banks, 
I dunno— I— 

MRS. c-BANKS. How Strange! Pecu- 
liar people one must meet, mustn'l 
one, in public places? Never mind. 
Let me see, where was I? 

TOM. With your great friend whom 
I don't know. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Oh, ycs, of course. 
(rev. william duke sits left and 
writes) And then tliat strange man 
whom we neither of us know inter- 
rupted by wishing you good morn- 
ing. Never mind. Mabel pointed 
out to me very clearly that I was 
in danger of neglecting my duty. 
She said to me quite plainly, al 
most brutally, and she can be very 
brutal sometimes— ‘My dear Gene 
vieve," she said, “you must remem- 
ber you are a daughter cf the Em- 
pire, a soldier's daughter— o. sol- 
dier's wife. Your place is by your 
husband's side in far, far India.” 
In fact she was so insistent on my 
leaving England tliat if I didn't 
know her really well, I should have 
felt she wanted to get rid of me. 
Still I have taken her advice, I have 
abandoned London's gaieties and 
go to help poor dear Benjamin rule 
a lot of black men. Frankly I hate 
the idea. 
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DUKE sitting at table, turns), 
Im awfully sorry to bother you, 
madam, but could you tell me what 
the date is? 

MRS. c-BANKS. What was that? 

DUKE. I ought to know, of course, 
seeing that it’s the date we sail, 
but my memory’s so— 

MRS. c-BANKS. Did you say the 
date? 

DUKE. Yes, if you please. 

MRS. c-BANKS. The dateP 

DUKE. If you would— 

MRS. C-BANKS. You’re trying to start 
a conversation with me, aren’t you? 

DUKE (laughs). Well, frankly, as 
we’re all to be shipmates, the 
sooner we get to know each other 
the better, don’t you think? 

MRS. c-BANKS. That, young man, is 
a matter of opinion. 

DUKE. Oh, I’m awfully sorry if— I 
didn’t think introductions were 
necessary on board ship. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Possibly they may 
not have been in the days of Walter 
Raleigh. Not having been there 
myself at the time, I cannot say 
for certain. But customs change at 
sea, young man, even though the 
Church remains exactly where it 
always was. Under the circum- 
stances, therefore, there can be no 
question of me giving you a date. 

DUKE. I beg your pardon— I’ll find 
it out for nyself. 


MRS. c-BANKS. Was that cutting 
enough, dear Mr. Prior? 

TOM. Oh yes, most; but what did 
it mean? 

MRS. c-BANKS. I don’t know. 

(mrs. MIDGET wanders on from the 
deck, A poor charwoman in black 
little bonnet, black shawl and dress 
--her best. Very humble, simple 
and obviously out of place in these 
strange surroundings. But sweet 
and motherly.) 

MRS. MIDGET. You’ll cxcusc me, 
mum, but— 

MRS. c-BANKS (looking up and see- 
ing her). Good gracious! 

MRS. MIDGET. Youll excuse me 
speaking up as it were, but I must 
say something to someone. And as 
you’re the only other lady I’ve seen 
about, bar myself, I must ask you 
to give me a— 

MRS. c-BANKS. Mr. Prior, am I to 
be attacked from all sides? 

MRS. MIDGET (starts Suddenly on 
hearing name). Mr. Prior? 

TOM. Any objection? 

MRS. MIDGET. No, Very pleased to 
meet you. You see, mum, I ’ad to 
follow yer because yer see, mum, 
I’ve been struck all of a ’eap. 

MRS. c-BANKS. You’ve been what? 

MRS. MIDGET. Struck all of a ’eap. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Mr. Prior, rescue me. 
And you had better do something 
for this good woman, too. It ap- 

E ears she has been struck all of a 
eap— whatever that may mean. 
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TOM. Well— what s the trouble? 

MRS. MIDGET. Well, sir, thanking 
you, it s like this, as it were— 

MRS. c-BANKS. "As it Were.” How 
quaint! “As it was” is correct, of 
course— we all know that from our 
Prayer Book. Go on. 

MRS. MIDGET. Well, sir, it were 
like this, as it was; only last Sat- 
urday, Mrs. Roberts and I were 
talking about the sheets being 
damp, and I says— 

MRS. c-BANKS. Ah! Sheets— damp. 
The good woman is, of course, a 
stewardess. 

TOM. Are you? 

MRS. MIDGET. Am I what? 

TOM. A stewardess on this boat? 

MRS. MIDGET. No, Tm a passenger. 

MRS. c-BANKS. She’s a passenger! 
Oh, I see it, she’s a passenger! I 
see it all! The whole thing has 
come to me in a flash! She’s a pas- 
senger. Don't worry yourself any 
more, Mr. Prior, I have solved the 
good woman’s trouble. She’s a pas- 
senger and she’s lost her way; 
haven’t you, good woman? 

MRS. MIDGET. Exactly, mum. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Mr. Prior, tell that 
steward fellow to tell somebody to 
take the good woman back to her 
roper place immediately. She’s 
een wandering. She’s on tlie 
wrong deck, she’s in the wrong 
class. Goodbye, good woman, good- 
bye. So glad to have been so help- 
ful. 


483 

MRS. MIDGET. Thank you, mum. 

TOM (going to her). Oh, steward, 
just get someone to show this 
woman steerage — er — third class 
deck— or something, will you? 

SCRUBBY (turns to tom). The third 
class, sir? 

TOM. Yes, please. 

SCRUBBY. I think you’ve made some 
mistake, sir. There is only one class 
on the boat. 

(rev. william DUKE finishes his 
letter and goes out left.) 

MRS. c-BANKS (faintly). What was 
that? 

TOM. Only one class? 

SCRUBBY. Yes, sir. It’s the same on 
all this line. 

MRS. c-BANKS. What was that? 

TOM. Oh, sorry- 1 didn’t know. 
(Returning) Er— Mrs. Gliveden- 
Banks— 

MRS. c-BANKS. Mr. Prior, did I, or 
did I not hear that fellow say there 
is only one class on this boat? 

TOM. He said so, certainly. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Mr. Prior, the thing s 
impossible. 

TOM. Well, he ought to know. 

MRS. c-BANKS. How dare she— how 
dare my secretary book me a pas- 
sage on a vessel with only one 
class? How am I to know who are 
the ladies and gentlemen, and who 
are not? 
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TOM. Now, now, don't get excited. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Excitedl Mr. Prior, 
a terrible thought has struck me. 
That woman there— 

roM. Well, what about her? 

MRS. c-BANKs. She probably eats. 

TOM. Extremely likely, I should 
say. 

MRS. C-BANKS. Well then— if she 
eats— and if there's only one class— 
she will eat in the same place as 
we shall. It can’t be done, I shall 
disembark immediately. 

roM. Now look here, Mrs. Banks— 
Mrs. Cliveden-Banks— she’s prob- 
ably only a lady’s maid or some- 
thing. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Who would have a 
maid like that— outside a theatrical 
boarding house? 

TOM. The idea of your landing is 
absurd. Don’t get nervy about 
nothing. We can easily avoid her. 
If you’re really upset— 

MRS. C-BANKS. And I am, I ami 

TOM. Then I’ll question her. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Yes. Do, do, quickly. 
It would be quite impossible for me 
to lunch at the same table with a 
woman who has been struck all of 
a heap. 

tOM. Come here, will you? I— er— 
we want to help you if we possibly 
can. (Drinks.) 

MRS. MIDGET. Thank you, sir. 


TOM. Excuse me. (Finishes drink) 
Thanks. Now, what is— your name? 

MRS. MIDGET. Midget. 

TOM. What? 

MRS. MIDGET. Midget. 

MRS. C-BANKS. That, to begin with, 
is an alibi. No one could possibly 
be called Midget. 

MRS. MIDGET (warming in quick 
resentment). Oh, couldn’t they? 
Well, I’ll show you whether they 
could or not all right. Midget’s as 
good a name as any other name, 
Midget is. And don’t you forget it, 
old Mrs. ’Igh and Mighty. My 
name’s Midget all right. Midget 
married me all right, and I can 
prove it, and I’ve got my lines, 
which was a job to get as I admit. 

MRS. C-BANKS. How dreadfully sor- 

didl 

MRS. MIDGET. But when it comes to 
utter strangers tellin’ me as I don’t 
know what my own name is, then 
I speaks up and unabashed, as I 
would do in front of the ’ole street. 
I’ve nothing to ’ide, I’ve not, I’m 
not one of these— 

MRS. C-BANKS. That will do, that 
will do. The world is full of trou- 
bles, we know. Doubtless you have 
had yours, my good— er— my 
woman. 

MRS. MIDGET. 1 ’ave ’ad trouble, I 
confess. 

TOM. But what’s your present one 
—that’s what— what we want to 
know? 

MRS MIDGET. Where am I? 
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TO]v: board— on board this ship. 

MRS. MIDGET. Y^es, but what forr 

TOM. How should 1 know? Aie 
your tickets and luggage all fight? 

MRS. MIDGET. I SUppOSe SO. Im HOC 
one to worry over little things. 

TOM. Have you been to your cabin 
yet? 

MRS. MIDGET. No. 

TOM. What’s the number? 

MRS. MIDGET. ’Ow do I (cnow if I 
ain’t been there? 

TOM. I say— you’re not tight, are 
you? 

MRS. MIDGET. Tight? 

TOM. Blotto— squiffy— gone away. 

MRS, MIDGET. Not me. “To T,,” I 
am. 

TOM. How wise of you. (Drinks) 
Well, are you ill? 

MRS. MIDGET. Now, that’s what I’m 
a-wondering. Am I ill? I don’t 
think so. I don’t feel ill. And yet I 
said to Mrs. Roberts last Thursday 
-or was it Wednesday?— never 
mind, I said to ’er anyway I says— 
“What I want” says I— or did she 
say it to me? Nevei* mind, it don’t 
make no difference, one of us says 
to the other, “What I or you want,” 
according to whichever of us did 
say it, “is a thorough ’oliday.” And 
tlien— wait a minute— I remember 
now— it’s all coming back— I’ve 
come on ’ere to meet somebody. 


TOM. Oh, that’s it, is it? 

MRS. MIDGET. Yes, at the other end. 
It was our parson’s idea. “A thor^ 
ough ’oliday” of course! 'Ow silly 
of me to forget. But of course I 
ain’t ’ad much to eat today and 
what with the excitement and one 
thing ana mother, and Mrs Rob- 

tjrts— 

T«3M. Damn Mi> Roberts! 

MRS MIDGET. Oh, 1 do, sir— oftcp. 

TOM. Look here, what you want’s a 
.sandwich and a drink, and i good 
sleep. Ihen you’ll remember every- 
thing. Someone should hav« 
brought you here, )f course. But if 
you’re being met at the other end, 
there’s nothing to worry about. 

MRS. MIDGET. Thank you, sir. 

MRS. c-BANKS. The woman is ob- 
viously light-headed. Have her re- 
moved. 

TOM. Steward, can you find out 
this passenger’s stewardess for me 
—for her? Have her put in her 
charge, see she gets everything she 
should have. Nervous you know, 
never been to sea. 

SCRUBBY. Certainly, sir. (Crosses 
left from behind bar.) 

MRS. c-BANKs. I should Certainly 
suggest a sleep for her. A long, 
long sleep— in fact, if I were in her 
place I should take a complete rest, 
have all my meals in my own 
cabin, and never come on deck at 
all. I’m sure she would feel better 
if she did that. 

MRS. MIDGET. Much obliged. But I 
’ope to be ’opping about like a 
cricket in an ’our or two. 
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6CRX7BBY. This way, madam. 

MRS. MIDGET (flattered by the at- 
tention). Thank you, Captain. 
(scrubby and mrs. midget go off 
together left.) 

SCRUBBY. Straight ahead. 

MRS. c-BANKS. I should like to burn 
Miss Longton. Miss Longton is my 
secretary. 

TOM (looking after them). Do you 
think that woman was speaking the 
truth? 

MRS. c-BANKS. No. She*s probably 
one of a gang of international 
crooks. Look at the way she 
scraped acquaintance with me. 
Personally I shall be on my guard 
against her. (Low muffled siren 
heard) What do you think that is? 

TOM. Sailing shortly, I suppose. 

MRS. c-BANKs. Then I shall go on 
deck and wave farewell to the dear 
old white cliflFs. (Rises) By the 
way, Tm told on many parts of the 
coast they’re crumbling fast. Still, 
England, England, there is no 
country like her. 

TOM. Thank goodness. 

MRS. c-BANKs. Why do you say 
that? 

TOM. I don’t. That’s what other 
countries say. 

MRS. C-BANKS. How naughty you 
are. Well, come along and protect 
me from the mob. 

TOM. No, thanks, if youll excuse 
me. I’d far rather remain here and 
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slip away from my native land ob^ 
livious of her disregard for me. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Which means—? 

TOM. That I’m going to have an- 
other drink. 

MRS. c-BANKS. You’re a bad lad. 
Still, ril see you later. 

(She passes through the centre 
door and goes left along the deck. ) 

TOM. I suppose so. Confound the 
woman. (Drinks and lights cig- 
arette. ) 

(rev. william duke reappears 
from the left.) 

Oh, I say. Padre! 

duke. How is the Colonel? 

TOM. Padre. 

duke. Were you speaking to me. 
sir? 

TOM. Yes. I want to— to apologise. 

duke (centre). What for? 

TOM. Cutting you stone dead like 
the silly old woman I was with. 

DUKE. Oh, that’s all right. 

TOM, Sure? 

DUKE. Sure! 

TOM. Positive? 

« 

DUKE. Positive! 

TOM. Good. Have a drink? (Lead- 
ing him to bar.) 


DUKE. Thanks. 
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TOM. The fellow will be back in a tom. You re not going to preach a 
second. sermon, are you? 


DUKE. Good. 

TOM. Cigarette? 

DUKE. Thanks. 

TOM. Hot, isn’t it? 

DUKE. Yes. Hot. 

TOM. Yes— er— -do you think we shall 
have— er— smooth passage? 

DUKE. Quite. I mean— I hope so. 

TOM. So do I. 

DUKE. I suppose we all do. 

TOM. Er— yes. I suppose we all do. 
I say, I must tell you, of course, 
that I should never have behaved 
as I did just now, pretending not 
to see you and all that, but of 
course I’m a very weak character. 

DUKE. Strong of you to admit it. 

TOM. Yes, I’m easily swayed. No 
stamina. (Drinks) I can’t think 
why. And the old cat was drivel- 
ling along, and she persuaded me 
not to see you. Told me you were 
unlucky. 

DUKE. Hal 

TOM. So I agreed not to. I always 
agree with anyone I’m with. She 
was to blame entirely. 

DUKE. I have always found it an 
unwise habit to run down other 
people. They have a nasty way of 
getting to hear about it and re- 
taliating— with interest. 


DUKE. Good Lor’, nol I say, do you 
know the slums? 

TOM. Good heavens, nol 

DUKE. Take my advice then and 
don’t; I do. I’ve known them fot 
the last eight years. And I’m sick 
of the slums and people I was try- 
ing to keep straight with sermons— 
official and otherwise— and the driz- 
zle, and the smell of tea in urns 
with the Vicar— oh yes, the Vicar 
more than anything. No, no, no 
more sermons from me for a bit. 
But I beg your pardon, I must be 
boring you. 

TOM. Not at all so far. You must 
have had a pretty rotten timel 
(scrubby re-enters from the left 
and goes to bar,) 

DUKE. Oh, I don’t know, I’m aw- 
fully keen on my job. I want a rest, 
that’s all. 

TOM. "A thorough ’oliday,” in fact. 
Hello, here’s our man. This will do 
you good. What’s it to be? 

DUKE. Beer, please. 

TOM. Er— steward— er— what is your 
name? 

SCRUBBY. Scrubby. 

TOM. Midget and Scrubby. Good 
Lor’l Oh, well, it can’t be helped, 
I suppose. A Bass please, and a— 
the same. 

SCRUBBY. Yes, sir. 

DUKE. I think everybody ought to 
be awfully keen, don’t you? 
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TOM. What do you mean? Sort of 
getting up in the morning before 
breakfast and having a cold bath? 
Because if you do, I don’t. 

DUKE. No, no, not necessarily that, 
of course. But keen every moment 
of the day, keen on something— 
never wasting a moment— at it, al- 
ways at it, as it were. Now there’s 
the trip for instance, that we’re go- 
ing on. We must arrange to enjoy 
every moment of it. 

TOM. Why? 

DUKE. Because we’re meant to. 

TOM. OhI 

DUKE. We must organise amongst 
ourselves. I’ve thought out lots of 
jolly little ideas. 

TOM. Such as—? 

DUKE. Well— for instance— we’ll get 
up a concert. 

TOM. OhI that will be jolly. Must 
we get up a concert? 

DUKE. Of course. 

TOM. How awfull Why must we? 

DUKE. Just to amuse the other pas- 
sengers. 

TOM. Would it amuse the other 
passengers? 

Dxnos. And ourselves, too. 

TOM. Oh, I see. 

DUKE. It always is done, you know. 
TOM. Some habits want breaking— 


DUKE. Do you sing? 

TOM. No. 

DUKE. That’s a pity. 

TOM. Do you recite? 

DUKE. Er— no— 

TOM. That’s excellent! 

(scrubby serves drinks.) 

SCRUBBY. Your drinks, sir, and it’s 
quite all right. 

TOM. What’s quite all right? 

SCRUBBY. The lady, sir. 

TOM. Which lady? 

SCRUBBY. The lady you wanted put 
in charge of her stewardess. 

TOM. Oh yes, of course. That lady. 
Thanks very much. 

SCRUBBY. Thank you, sir. 

DUKE. I say, I really oughtn’t to 
know, but I’d always understood 
you couldn’t get a drink on board 
a ship until she sailed? 

TOM. Neither you can as a rule. 
That never struck me— don’t say 
anything. 

DUKE. It’s very queer. 

TOM. It’s very, lucky. Cheerol 
DUKE. Cheerol 

TOM. Got any other gadget on you 
for the passengers* amusement? 
Perhaps you’d like me to walk the 
plank or something? 
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DUKE. We ought to have some 
sports, of course. 

TOM. Why did I put the idea into 
your head? 

DUKE. You can help with the or- 
ganisation. You need not partici- 
pate. 

TOM. Right. I’ll organise anything 
you like— from here. Cheery spot 
this. 

(Through the centre door enters 
MR. LiNGLEY. He is a hard and 
unpleasant business man, aged 
fifty-five or sixty. He is loud and 
officious, and is obviously self- 
rnade. He has on a travelling cap 
and a heavy overcoat, and he is 
carrying an attache case, contain- 
ing business papers. He is evi- 
dently in a great hurry.) 

LINGLEY. Ah, good moming, gentle- 
men. My names Lingley. 

TOM. Hurrayl 

LINGLEY. I Ve had a narrow shave— 
nearly missed her. 

DUKE. Duke s my name. Very warm 
today, sir. 

LINGLEY. Damn warm— I beg your 
pardon, I didn’t notice your collar 
—very warm. Steward, get me a 
drink. (Sits at table left.) 

SCRUBBY. Whiskey and soda, sir? 

LINGLEY. No, confouhd you, ginger 
ale with some ice. Yes, I left it a 
bit too late, another five minutes 
and I’d have missed her. 

DUKE. Well soon be ofiF then? 

LINGLEY. We’re sailing now. 


TOM. Land of hope and glory— au 
revoir! (Drinks.) 

DUKE. You motored here? 

LINGLEY. No, flew— in my office two 
hours ago. Now I must get on with 
things. (Opens attache case and 
lays out papers.) 

(scrubby brings him his drink.) 

DUKE (to tom). There you are, you 
see, the man’s keen. 

tom. I know the blighter. 

LINGLEY (to scrubby) . HoW mucll? 

SCRUBBY. You needn’t pay, sir. 

LINGLEY. I always pay. How much? 

scrubby. One shilling, sir. 

LINGLEY. Damn— er— uery expensive 
still— here is one shilling. 

SCRUBBY. Thank you, sir. 

LINGLEY. What for? (scrubby re- 
turns behind bar) I haven’t tipped 
you. 

DUKE. I hope you won’t be so busy, 
sir, that we shan’t see you on the 
trip. 

LINGLEY. Once in my state-room I 
don’t suppose I’ll leave it— till we 
touch— er—er— Marseilles. 

DUKE. I hope it’s interesting work, 
sir. 

LINGLEY. No, it isn’t, but it keeps 
me busy— I am an M.P. you know, 
(scrubby disappears through the 
door right.) 

duke. Oh! Pleased to meet you. 
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LINGLEY. Not at all Tm on the 
London County Council as well, 
incidentally I own twenty-one 
music-halls, a chain of cinemas, 
two gold mines and a Methodist 
chapel. Naturally they want look- 
ing after. 

DXXKE. Naturally. What are you do- 
ing with the chapel? 

t-iNGLEY. Having it pulled down. 

roM. Sportsman! 

LINGLEY. You— you there! 

TOM. Me? 

lingley! Yes! I know your face, 
don’t I? I never forget a face. 

TOM. How that must sadden your 
sweet life at times. 

LINGLEY. Where have I seen it be- 
fore? 

TOM. Oh, in your oflBce. You gave 
me a job once. It lasted two days. 

LINGLEY. What was the matter? 

TOM. Your oflBce! I couldn’t stand 
the atmosphere, so I drowned it in 
drink. 

LINGLEY. I remember. I remember. 
Yop were sacked mechanically. 

TOM. Yes. You wouldn’t give me 
a second chance. 

LINGLEY. No one has ever given me 
a second chance. 1 shall never ex- 
pect one. I shall certainly never 
ask for one. 

TOM. As you said when you sacked 
me mechanically. In my opinion, 


Mr. Lingley, L.C.C., M.P., you’re 
a pompous old idiot. 

LINGLEY (rising). How dare you! 
How— you must be crazy. 

TOM. I’m not in your ghastly oflBce 
now. I can say what I like. 
(Shouts) You’re a blue-nosed ba- 
boon! There! I’ve dreamt I said 
that to you for weeks, and now 
I’ve said it. 

LINGLEY. If you’re not careful, Mr. 
— Mr.— er—er— I’ll— I’ll— 

TOM. If youre not careful, Mr. 
Lingley, I’ll make you walk the 
plank at the sports. 

LINGLEY. Mr. Prior, you are ob- 
viously drunk now. 

TOM. I am drunk, I admit— but I 
had trusted not obviously. 

DUKE. Dear, dear, dear, dear! 

TOM. Yes, that remark helps mat- 
ters such a lot, doesn’t it? 

LINGLEY. I shall go on deck. Where 
are my papers? I’ve been irritated. 
The doctors said I must not be 
irritated. I’ve too much to do to 
be irritated. 

DUKE. Oh, I’m sure Mr. Prior didn’t 
mean— 

TOM. I did. Every word of it. Shut 
up! He’s a pinlr-eyed rabbit. He’s a 
rotter, he’s a grasper— 

LINGLEY. Silence, sir! For goodness’ 
sake, silence! I shan’t be able to 
concentrate after this interruption. 
I came here for peace, damn you. 
I’ve been thinking too hard as it is 
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—and now this little gnat— he s de- 
stroyed what rd nearly completed 
in my mind. Damn you, sir, Im 
sick of opposition. Damn you— 
you— ( The long low siren is heard 
again) Oh, my God! (Falls into 
chair . ) 

DUKE. Mr. Lingley, what is it? 
(Goes to Lingletj.) 

(tom goes to LINGLEY gUiss in 
hand . ) 

LINGLEY. Wait— wait! 

DUKE. You’re looking ill. 

LINGLEY. Yes, I am ill. I’m feeling 
ill, I am. Suddenly. I must have 
help, I was warned about this. An 
arm, please— and some of that stuff 
you’re drinking, (tom gives him 
drink and supports him) Thank 
you. I shall be all right in a minute. 

DUKE. I’ll get the doctor. 

LINGLEY. No. He’ll only irritate me. 
I know what to do. I’ve been told 
what to do. Absolute quiet and 
fresh air. I’ll go on deck. (Feels in 
pocket) Oh yes. I’d forgotten. I’m 
to take one of these, (tom takes 
phial from his pocket and gives him 
a tabloid) Thank you. I must keep 
quiet, calm and not think. I shall 
be all right in a minute, and I’ll see 
another man the moment I get to— 
get to— (Looks from one to the 
other) Where am I going to? 

• 

DUKE. Marseilles you said, sir. 

LINGLEY. Oh, yes, of course, Mar- 
seilles. (Pause) What am 1 going 
to Marseilles for? 

DUKE. Don’t worry now. 
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LINGLEY. No, don’t worry, that’s 
right. I felt quite faint for the mo- 
ment, Mr. Duke; your drink has 
done me good. I’ll go on deck and 
sit down. 

DUKE. I’ll see you there. 

LINGLEY. Thank you. I prefer to be 
alone. I’m quite all right. I shall 
soon remember everything. I know 
what I’m doing. Oh, I’ve forgotten 
my papers. 

(duke supports him towards th^ 
centre door.) 

DUKE. Leave them— they can wait- 
I’ll look after them. 

LINGLEY. No, no, give them to me 
(tom gives them.) 

DUKE. I wish you’d let me come 
and— 

LINGLEY. Please don’t worry me! 
It’s all right this time, I know it is, 
if I’m not worried. Thank you. I 
know what I’m doing, of course— 1 
know— already I’m better. I’m going 
to meet someone, that’s all. But was 
it Aaronson or was it Bantock? 

DUKE. Remember what your doctor 
said, don’t worry! 

LINGLEY (going towards the door). 
Of course not— no. That was the 
worst attack I’ve had so far. But 
I’m better now— yes— and the quiet 
and sea air will soon clear my mind 
completely. Thank you. I wish I 
could remember if it was Aaronson 
or Bantock! Thank you, Mr. Duke, 
for your very kind assistance. 

(He goes out slowly on to the deck 
and passes out of sight to the right. 
DUKE follows up after him.) 
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DUKE (stopping). Well? 

TOM. What was it? 

DUKE. I don't know-some sudden 
sort of attack— I'm going to stop by 
him. (Starting to follow lingley.) 

TOM. Padrel 

DUKE. Well? (Returning.) 

TOM. It was my fault, I suppose. 

DUKE. Oh no, I— 

TOM. Are you angry with me? 

DUKE. Why should I be? 

TOM. You know. 

DUKE. Drink is a terrible— 

TOM. It seemec co do nim good. 

DUKE. That's different. 

TOM. You promised no sermons, 
anyway. 

DUKE. What made you start it? 

TOM. You said everyone should be 
keen on something. Drink’s my 
hobby. Let's leave it at that. 

DUKE. Please don't joke about it. 

T0M* All right. If you won’t be 
angry with me— I hate people to be 
angry with me. But I wasnT joking. 

DUKE. I'll see you later. In fact I 
hope to see a lot of you on the 
voyage. (Starting out centre.) 


TOM. Thanks. That's what I said to 
the steward. (Stopping him again) 
Padrel 

DUKE (returning). Well— welll 

TOM. One moment. 

DUKE. What is it? 

TOM. In strict confidence— now 
we’re friends again— has it struck 
you by any chance that there's 
anything queer about this boat? 
Strictly between ourselves. 

DUKE. No, it hasn’t. 

TOM. It has ine. 

DUKE. How do you mean? 

TOM. * think there's something 
jolly queer about her. By Jove, if 
I were right it would be a joke! 

DUKE. I don't follow you. 

TOM. It's difficult to explain. But 
Mr. Lingley— and— and— oh. I'm not 
quite sure myself. It may be only 
my— 

DUKE. Imagination? 

TOM. Exactly. Only somehow I 
don't think it is. 

DUKE. Go on. I must hurry. 

TOM. Yes, Well (turns to duke), 
there was a ,sort of charwoman 
here just now— you didn't see her— 
a very decent sort of soul, of 
course, but— well— hardly the kind 
of person you'd expect to find 
here. And she couldn't remember 
where she was going. Excepting 
she was going to meet someone. 
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(Turns to him) Now this Lingley 
fellow s just told us the same thing 
in diflFerent words. He couldn’t re- 
member where he was going either, 
at least not clearly. And I Ve no- 
ticed lots of other little things. For 
instance, its absurd sailing with 
our passenger list—there are so few 
of us. I tell you it’s queer— and— 

DUKE. Really I can’t follow you. 

TOM. Then there’s old Mrs. Banks 
drivelling on about joining her hus- 
band— Good Lor’l It’s just struck 
me. 

DUKE. What has? 

TOM. Colonel Cliveden-Banks 
kicked the bucket over a month 
ago. Surely she can’t have forgotten 
that. Or— or would that be her 
father? 

DUKE. Mr. Prior, if you take my 
advice, you’ll follow Mr. Lingley’s 
example and get some fresh air on 
deck. 

TOM. Yes, I think I will. All the 
same it is queer. (Rises to above 
table) Certain you’re not angry 
with me? 

DUKE. Oh yes, certain. Shipmates, 
oh? (Shakes hands.) 

TOM. Oh, yes, shipmates. But I 
bet you cut me the moment we 
land. , 

DUKE. Rot! 

(He follows LINGLEY on to the 
deck. HENRY has entered and is 
lighting his pipe from a match 
which he has taken from the table 
up left.) 
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TOM. Excuse me, sir, after you. 
(Coming up to him, takes his 
match and lights his cigarette from 
it) Thanks. I say, do you mind if 
I ask you a question? 

HENRY. Of course not. 

TOM. It’s rather a queer question* 

HENRY. Go on. 

TOM. Do— you— know— where— you— 
are— going— to? 

HENRY. Are you a Salvation Army 
man or what? 

TOM. No, I’m quite serious. 

HENRY. Of course I know where 
I’m going to. 

TOM. On this boat? 

HENRY. Certainly. 

TOM. Thank goodness! I’m going 
to get some fresh air! 

(He goes out on to the deck. 
HENRY goes up towards the deck, 
looks out. ANN enters left.) 

ANN. Why did you run away? 

HENRY. Wanted a match. 

ANN. I had some. 

HENRY. A bit nervy, too. (Coming 
down centre.) 

ANN. You’ve no need to be now- 
we’ve sailed. 

HENRY. Really! 

ANN. Yes. I saw the water moving 
by the porthole. 
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HENRY (runs up centre and looks 
out). You re right. Why, we’re well 
out. Almost open water. 

ANN. Yes, dear. 

HENRY. Give me your hand. 

ANN. Hold tight to it. 

HENRY. Queer. It’s just like an 
ordinary sailing. 

ANN. Is it? ^Vause.) 

HENRY. A man just now asked me 
if I knew where I was going. I said 
I did. 

ANN. That was right. 

HENRY. Funny question though, 
wasn’t it? 

ANN. Oh, I don’t know. 

HENRY. He said it was queer. You 
don’t think he— 

ANN. Of course not, dear. Can you 
smell the sea? (Crosses below set- 
tee.) 

HENRY. Yes, fine, isn’t it? 

ANN. I hope it will be terribly rough 
with lots of spray and wind, 

HENRY. Why? 

ANN. You can hold me closer. 

HENRY. Ann! Ann! I’ve been worry- 
ing, I’ve been thinking just now— 
these modem inventions that doc- 
tors have— and things hke that, you 
know. 

ANN. You prosaic old thing— aren’t 
you? 


HENRY. They couldn't possibly call 
us back even now, could they? 

ANN. Of course not, dear. How 
could they? We’re safe enough as 
long as we hold tight. 

HENRY. It was a risk, though, 
wasn’t it? 

ANN. Yes, dear. 

HENRY. If— supposing— if it hadn’t 
happened. 

ANN. My dear, we always knew it 
would. 

HENRY. Yes, but if it hadn’t. 

ANN. But we knew. 

HENRY. I think you were always 
more certain than I was. 

ANN (sits). Well then, I knew for 
both of us. 

HENRY (sits). Yes, that’s right. You 
knew, Ann, I trust you so in things 
I can’t quite understand. Of course 
I trust you in things I can under- 
stand, too. But you seem to know 
so much more about the big things 
than I do. 

ANN. Perhaps I only pretend to. 

HENRY. Oh, no, you know all right. 
Give me another light, will you? 
(Bus,) Thank^. It’s nice being able 
to smoke. Ann? 

ANN. Well, dear. 

HENRY. You’re quite.., quite sure? 

ANN. Quite sure, dear. 
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HENRY. Isn’t ours a terribly big 
secret? 

ANN. Isn’t it? 

HENRY. Yes, Ann, I love you. 

ANN. I love you, Henry. 

HENRY. Always? 

ANN. Always. 

HENRY. Ann, I wonder how the dog 
is? 

ANN. You baby— poor old Jock! Oh, 
they’ll look after him all right. 

HENRY. I hope so. I say, Ann, when 
dogs die, what do you think hap- 
pens to them? 

ANN. I dunno. There must be a 
heaven for dogs— at least there 
ought to be. 

HENRY. What a jolly place it must 
be! No cats in it, of course. 

ANN. Of course not. Just lots of 
bones and meat and water. And 
hot fires to lie in front of in the 
winter. 

HENRY. What about the kind mas- 
ters? 

ANN. I’d forgotten them. Oh, I ex- 
pect there’s some arrangement so 
that the good dogs can’t remember 
the kind masters. 

HENRY. We remembfer, though. 

ANN. Yes. You were a very kind 
master. 

HENRY (rises). It’s queer. (Over 
to centre) Poor old Jock. (Turns) 
I say, Aim, you don’t think— 


ANN. What? 

HENRY. Any of these other people 
can possibly know. 

ANN. Our secret? Of • course they 
can’t. 

HENRY. It is a wonderful secret. 

ANN (rises). I told you, Henry, 
how it would be as long as we 
believed. 

HENRY. And yet? (Over to her) I 
wonder if it’s safe— even now. 

ANN. What makes you say that? 

HENRY. I can’t quite remember, 
Ann, not clearly, not yet— it’s com- 
ing back gradually of course, but— 
but— 

ANN. Yes, dear? 

HENRY. Ann, haven’t you and I 
sinned in some way? 

ANN. WeVe been true to each 
other. How can we have sinned? 

HENRY. If we had, Ann, could they 
separate us? 

ANN. Hold my hand tightly. 

HENRY. I’m trying so hard to re-* 
member. 

ANN. What, dear? 

HENRY. What it is we’ve done that 
isn’t right. 

ANN. We’ve done nothing that isn’t 
right. 

HENRY. No. Not in our light, of 
course. But have we from other— 
from the world’s— 
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ANN. We Ve never cared for the 
world. We re not going to care for 
it now. 

HENRY. If we were wrong and if 
it were something very, very 
wrong, they couldn’t separate us, 
could they? 

ANN. That sort of thing’s all over 
now, Henry. You’ve forgotten our 
secret. 

HENRY. No, I haven’t, it’s all per- 
fect, of course— excepting this one 
thing, (tom enters from the deck 
and unobserved by them stands 
quietly at the back leaning against 
doorway) Don’t laugh— don’t laugh 
at me, Ann, I’m only trying to 
remember, and asking for your 
help. But it seems (sits) to me this 
thing— this crime, if it is one— that 
we’ve committed, is something big, 
and yet that it’s— now don’t laugh 
—that it’s only something to do with 
gas, 

ANN {sits beside him). Gas? 
HENRY. Yes. 

ANN. You silly. 

HENRY. It seems to me that before 
we left the flat— 

ANN. Our sad little flatl 

HENRY. I forgot— to turn off— the 
gas. 

ANN. You terrible silly! Of course 
you did. We— agreed— that. That’s 
what we agreed. 

HENRY. There’s nothing very wrong 
in not turning off gas! 


ANN. Don’t worry, dear. Take my 
hand. 

HENRY. Nothing so bad that they 
could separate us for it. You can’t 
blame people for not turning off 
gas! And yet, I’d have sworn— Ann, 
you’re quite certain that there isn’t 
something else we’ve done? Some- 
thing big? 

ANN. There’s nothing else, dear, 
I’m certain. You’ve nothing to be 
ashamed of. 

HENRY. I love you so. 

ANN. Thank you, Henry. Don’t 
worry, dear. 

HENRY. I wish I could remember 
how we got here. We wanted to so 
long. Anyway, now we have. 

ANN, Let’s go out on to the deck. 

HENRY. Yes, let’s— bless you. {Both 
turn and see tom) Hello, sir. 

TOM {quietly). Hello! 

HENRY. We didn’t notice you— 

TOM. It’s all right. I just came back 
to— 

HENRY. May I introduce my wife? 
Ann, this is the gentleman who 
asked me if I knew where I was 
going. 

ANN. How do you do? 

TOM. How do you do? (tom is a 
changed man. His tone is quiet and 
sad, and he stands perfectly rigid. 
The awful truth which has dawned 
upon him has completely sobered 
him. There is a pause. Then ann 
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goes out on to the deck, and henry 
fellows her.) 

henry {as he exits). We’ll sec you 
later. We Ve sailed, you know. 
(scrubby appears behind the bar.) 

TOM. Yes, I am right. (Comes to 
bar) Scrubby! 

scrubby. Yes, sir? 

TOM. I am right, aren’t I, Scrubby? 

scrubby. Right, sir, in the head, 
do you mean? 

TOM. You know what I mean. 

scrubby. Right about what, sir? 

TOM. You— I— all of us on this boat. 

SCRUBBY. What about all of us on 
this boat, sir? 

TOM (trembling with apprehen- 
sion). We are— now answer me 
truthfully— we are all dead, arent 
we? 

SCRUBBY (after a pause. Very 
quietly with firm conviction). Yes, 
sir, we are all dead. Quite dead. 
They don’t find out so soon as you 
have as a rule. 


497 

TOM (pause). Queer! (Sits left of 
table.) 

SCRUBBY. Not when you get used 
to it, sir. 

TOM. How long have you been— 
you been— oh, you know? 

SCRUBBY. Me, sir? Oh, I was lost 
young. 

TOM. You were what? 

SCRUBBY. Lost young, sir. 

TOM. I don’t understand. 

SCRUBBY. No, sir, you wouldn’t, not 
yet. But you’ll get to know lots 
of things as the voyage goes on. 

TOM. Tell me— tell me one thing— 
now. 

SCRUBBY. Anything I can, sir. 

TOM (terrified). Where— where are 
we sailing for? 

SCRUBBY. Heaven, sir. (Pause) And 
hell, too. (Pause) It’s the same 
place, you see. 

(The curtain falls, with tom, in 
a state of apprehension, gazing 
blankly at scrubby.) 


ACT TWO 


The scene is unchanged, but it is evening. The curtains are drawn over 
the portholes, and the electric lights are on. The centre door is open from 
time to time, and it is pitch black outside. 

On the left is seated mrs. cliveden-banks in evening frock, mr. ling- 
ley is with her, seated at the table on the right. 

lingley. Well, I’m feeling very lingley. I didn’t quite catch your 
much better. name at dinner. Being introduced 

during the soup has its disadvan- 
mrs. c-banks. I am so glad. tages. The lady sitting next to us 
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made it a little di£Bcult to hear 
concisely. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Mrs. Cliveden- 
Banks. Yes, I foresaw trouble with 
her this morning. Er— Mrs. Midget. 

LiNGLEY. Thank you. I say, Mrs. 
Midget. 

MRS. c-BANKS. No, nol No. I am 
Cliveden-Banks. 

LINGLEY. I apologise. What strikes 
me is that this line can’t be paying 
any dividends— Why, there’s no- 
body on board. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Bother dividends as 
long as I’m comfortable 1 

LINGLEY. This I think is the best 
place. 

MRS. C-BANKS. Quite a jolly little 
snuggery, (the reverend wil- 
liam DUKE enters and comes down 
centre) At least it was, 

LINGLEY. Join me in a cigar, Duke? 

REVEREND w. DUKE. Thank you. 

MRS. C-BANKS {after a glance at 
duke). And I was so comfortable. 
Where on earth can I go to now, I 
wonder? (Rises,) 

LINGLEY. OhI don’t go. 

duke. I hope you are not leaving 
on my account? 

MRS. c-BANKS. Your hope is shat- 
tered, young man, 1 am. 

DUKE. Mrs. Cliveden-Banks. I don’t 
.know what I’ve done to offend you. 
I can't help being a parson. But 1 


do know that you’ll make it very 
uncomfortable for the others if you 
go on like this. So come, look over 
my shortcomings just for the trip. 
Remember that “to err is human, 
to forgive divine.” 

MRS. c-BANKS. Are you suggesting 
I have ever erred? 

DUKE. In your case, I am certain 
such a thing would be impossible. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Olil Very well. I sac- 
rifice myself for the others’ sake, 
I am a generous woman. How do 
you do? (Shaking hands) But re- 
member, Mr. Duke, if you do 
drown us all, I’ll never speak to 
you again. (Sits on settee,) 

DUKE. SplendidI (Sits right of table 
right) Now, where are those other 
two? We might get up some 
bridge. We must all do something 
our first night out. 

MRS. c-BANKS. What other two do 
you mean? 

DUKE. They— er— at dinner. They sat 
by themselves. Seemed awfully 
nice— quiet. I don’t know their 
names— I think the girl’s called 
Ann. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Oh! that couple! OhI 
dear! Did you like the look of 
them? 

DUKE. Yes, didn’t you? 

MRS. c-BANKS. No, I thought there 
was sometliing funny about them. 

LINGLEY. “Funny”? 

DUKE. Wbat do you mean by that? 
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MRS. c-BANKS. I don't know. It just 
struck me they were funny. Not 
nice. I may be wrong. I hope I am. 
But that is my opinion. Not nice. 
Funny. 

(MRS. MrocET wanders in from the 
deck, ^ow hatless.) 

MRS. MIDGET. May I come in? 

MRS. c-BANKS. Now I shall go. 

DUKE (rises). Yes, come in, Mrs. 
Midget, come in. 

MRS. MIDGET (entering). Its a bit 
lonely in the street. 

DUKE. "Street”? 

MRS. MIDGET. Out there. 

MRS. C-BANKS. She means the deck 
—how quaint. 

DUKE. Its more cheerful in here, 
isn't it? 

MRS. MIDGET. Oh, much. 

DUKE. Sit down. You're not nervous, 
now, are you? 

MRS. MmcET (sits at table, right 
centre). Not of you, sir. You wear 
just the same sort of collar as our 
parson does. I wish I was back in 
the Lambeth Road. 

MRS. c-BANKS (tO LINGLEy). I Cau't 
stand the creature. I really can't— 
she's too impossible. J shall squash 
her. Good evening, Mrs. Midget. 
VVe heard you at dinner. Very 
warm, this evening, isn't it? 

MRS. MIDGET. Yes, dearie. 'Ellish 
'ot. Beggin' your Reverence's par- 
don. I've come out all of a sweat. 
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(Wiping her neck with handker^ 
chief. ) 

MRS. c-BANKS. Dear mel Have you 
really? How embarrassing. What a 
day you have had, haven't you? 
First of all you're struck into a heap 
and now you've come out all of a 
—yes, exactly. Yet, I suppose you 
travel a great deal? 

MRS. MIDGET. Every day. Lambeth 
to the Bank and from the Bank 
back to Lambeth. Workin' in the 
City as I did— do. 

MRS. c-BANKS. The City! How en- 
thralling! Big financial interests, I 
presume? 

MRS. MIDGET. No— charrin’. And in 
the old times we always managed 
Margate in the summer. Nice spot, 
Margate, ain't it? 

MRS. c-BANKS. I know nothing 
against it. I have never been there, 
of course. 

MRS. MIDGET. Never been to Mar- 
gate! (To duke) Would you be- 
lieve it? 

DUKE. Yes. 

MBS. MIDGET. Oh! you'd love Mar- 
gate a treat, mum. What with the 
•paddling and everything. Do you 
like cocoanuts? 

MRS. c-BANKS. Cocoanuts? Oh, 
good Lord no! 

MRS. MIDGET. Ah! Then you 
mightn't like Margate. They grow 
veiy good ones there though. At 
least they used to. Cors I ain't been 
there since I lost all my money. Do 
you know, all of yer, believe me or 
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believe me not, I once had a house 
of my very own. 

MRS. c-BANKS. How magnificent! 

MRS. MrocET. Yes, wasn’t it? 
Though of course it wasn’t all my 
own. No. Semi-detached, and 
lodgers yer know. Payin’ guests 
and very well it did pay for don- 
key’s years. Well enough for me to 
make my son a gentleman anyway, 
and send him to college to prove it. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Quite romantic. Per- 
haps I have met your dear boy? 
Where is he now? Cambridge or 
Cologne? 

MRS. MIDGET. Well, ’avin’ become 
a gentleman ’e naturally lost all ’is 
money. And ’is money was my 
money. And I ain’t seen him since. 
’E hasn’t seen me, not to know me, 
since ’e was a little boy. I got my 
brother-in-law, ’e’s rich, to taJce him 
over and manage things for me. 
You see I didn’t want to disgrace 
’im. ’E’s been a good boy. 

LINGLEY. Sounds it. 

MRS. MIDGET (resentfully), ’E was, 
I tell yer. But you know what it is 
yerself, sir. 

LINGLEY. I do not— I have never lost 
a penny in my life. 

MRS. MIDGET. Ah! then you can’t 
be a gentleman. 

LINGLEY. What? 

MRS. MIDGET. Now the gentlemen 
my— my boy mixed with were 
gents. Always broke, bless ’em, and 
men ’avin’ ‘^another one” just ^o 
make ’em forget about it. And my 


boy the life and soul of the ’ole 
crowd. At least so the letter told 
me from the brother-in-law. And 
you can’t ’ave your cake and eat it, 
as the sayin’ goes, nor your gin and 
drink it as you well know, sir. 

LINGLEY. Confound it, madam, I do 
not know. 

DUKE. Sorrow’s sent to try us, Mrs. 
Midget. 

MRS. MIDGET. Cors it’s scnt to try 
us. What else could it be sent for? 
And it does try us very much. 

DUKE. Yes— but sometimes as in 
your case— 

MRS. c-BANKS. Mr. Duke means you 
would never have the steady poise, 
you would not be the woman of 
the world you so obviously are 
unless— 

MRS. MIDGET. You’re trying to pull 
my leg, aren’t you? 

DUKE. I’m afraid Mrs. Cliveden- 
Banks was trying to. I certainly 
didn’t mean that. 

MRS. MIDGET. Thank you, sir. 
(Rises and crosses centre to mrs. 
CLivEDEN-BANKs) Mum, I may not 
know the manners of Society, and 
if them is such as yours I do not 
want to. With which terse remark 
I shuts up, being sorry for any- 
thing I’ve said. ( Moves up centre , ) 
• 

DUKE. Yes, yes, quite, quite. Well, 
we must all do something, you 
know, time is getting on. What 
about those cards? 

MRS. MIDGET (coming down right). 
Oh! I’d love a game o’ cards, (sits) 
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Mr. Prior was only telling me this 
afternoon before 'e— well, e was 
telling me that 'e played cards. 

LINGLEY. Prior— poohl 

MRS. MIDGET. I like ’im anyway. 

DUKE. Very unfortunate— Prior- 
Yes, yes, dear, dear, dear. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Poor Mr. Prior! But 
I hear he’s always like that now- 
adays. A thoroughly bad lot in fact. 
Not that I would say so in public 
of course— but just between our- 
selves I mean. Oh! (Laughs) What 
a sight he was and what an exhibi- 
tion he made of himself. I shall 
never forget it. Never! (Laughs 
again) Mr. Lingley, he called you 
a— dear, dear me— I can’t help smil- 
ing but he called you a-- (laughs) 
didn’t he? 

LINGLEY. Never mind what he 
called me, madam. 

MRS. c-BANKs. Well, you are rather 
like one, you know, if you don’t 
mind my saying so. Where is he 
now, I wonder? 

LINGLEY. Sleeping it off if he’s a 
wise man. 

DUKE. Which he isn’t. 

MRS. C-BANKS. He Wasn’t at dinner 
naturally. I expect you all noticed 
it. 

DUKE. Of course, of course. It’s a 
great shame, a great pity, (tom 
enters; he is very pale, tense and 
very quiet) Ah! Prior! 

MRS. C-BANKS. Mr. Prior! Why, we 
were just talking about you— 


TOM. Indeed. 

MRS. C-BANKS. Yes, I was only say- 
ing what a steady hand— 

TOM. Don’t waste any more of your 
breath than is absolutely necessary, 
Mrs. Cliveden-Banks. Nor any of 
you, either. 

MRS. C-BANKS. I beg your pardon. 

DUKE. What’s the matter now? 

TOM. We’re trapped, that’s all. 

DUKE (rises). Trapped! 

TOM. Yes, trapped. Every one of 
us— all of us on this boat, we’re 
done for. 

MRS. c-BANKS. What, alreadyl 
(Threateningly pointing to duke) 
Mr. Duke ! I— 

TOM. I mean it. You needn’t be- 
lieve me if you don’t want to. It’s 
true all the same. We’re dead 
people! 

LINGLEY. Oh, run away, run away, 
young man, and sleep it oflF. 

TOM. I’m sober enough now. And 
the boat’s not sinking. I don’t mean 
that either. 

LINGLEY. What in blazes do you 
mean, sir? 

TOM. Duke, come here. Feel my 

S ulse. Draw a chalk line on the 
oor and make me walk it if you 
want to. (duke moves up to him) 
Look at my eyes. Now— I am sober, 
aren’t I? 

duke. Yes, I think so. 
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TOM. The last time I heard a 
clergyman say "Yes, I think so” 
was on the music halls. Funny I 
shall never go to a music hall 
again. 

MRS. MIDGET (rises) . Why doesn't 
someone put the poor young man 
to bed? It would be much kinder. 

TOM. Quiet, please. I don't want 
to frighten you— any of you— but I 
feel— I ought to try and convince 
you. You admit I'm sober. You'll 
have to take my word I’m not mad. 

LINGLEY. I should Want more than 
your word for that. 

TOM. You shall have it. You shall 
have the word of the— the man who 
calls himself a steward, and the 
words of two of our fellow passen- 

f ers. The two who I see are not 
ere. 

LINGLEY. But what about, sir? 
What are you driving at? 

TOM (comes down left centre), I 
began to suspect this morning be- 
fore lunch. Nobody seemed to 
know where they were going to. 
f'd forgotten myself, though I 
didn't admit it. I didn't want to. 
I didn't dare to. I daren't now. 
When I was quite convinced, I got 
drunk. That was only natural. All 
my life I've started to face facts by 
getting drunk. Well— when— when 
I woke up again— about an hour 
ago, you were all in the saloon. I 
was frightened, terribly frightened. 
At last I got out of my cabin and 
went over the ship. I made myself. 
Yes, over her, all over her. Into the 
oncers’ quarters and everything. 
No one said a word to me for a 
veiy simple reason. There's no one 


on board to say anything. No cap- 
tain, no crew, no nothing. 

MRS. c-BANXs. If there's no crew 
on board this ship, Mr. Prior, may 
I ask who waited on me at dinner? 

TOM. There's no one at all on board 
this ship, excepting we five— and 
those two -and the steward. He 
waited on you at dinner. He's in 
charge of the ship. I made myself 
find out. Do you know where that 
steward is now? He's in the rig- 
ging-sitting cross-legged— high up 
in the rigging. I've just seen him. 

MRS. MIDGET. It's takin' 'im in a 
funny way, ain't it? 

DUKE (advancing on tom). Really, 
Prior, I think that— 

TOM (turning to duke). I don't 
know what I'm talking about? Very 
well, then, answer me this. Who 
have you, any of you, seen on 
board this ship since she sailed? 
Excepting ourselves? Mrs. Midget, 
perhaps you can help. (Going to 
MRS. midget) When I sent you to 
your stewardess this morning, did 
you see her? 

2^s. MIDGET. See who? I saw no 
one except the fellow I went with. 
And first rate he looked after me. 
Got me a cup of tea and— 

TOM. I tell you I— (Turns to duke) 
Padre— Padre, think carefully, who 
exactly have ^ou spoken to? 

DUKE. I— really, I— I have seen men 
about of course. 

TOM. Have you? Have you indeed? 
What sort of men, sailors? 

DUKE. Yes, I think so. 
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TOM. In the same way that you 
thought I was sober. 

MRS. c-BANKs. You don’t expect us 
to talk to sailors, do you, Mr. Prior, 
able bodied though they may be? 

TOM. Have any of you met any- 
body else then? A purser, an oflBcer 
of any sort, even a stoker? 

LiNGLEY. That reminds me. In your 
gigantic tour of this vessel did you 
by any chance strike the engine 
room? 

TOM. No, I couldn’t find it. 

LINGLEY. A pity! rd hoped you 
were going to say the ship was 
worked by elastic— ha, ha, ha. 

( MRS. CLIVEDEN-BANKS hughs 

also. ) 

TOM. Joke if you want to. If that 
is a joke. Well, Padre, speak up. 

DUKE. Well, I— I must have met 
someone of course. 

TOM. You should have met some- 
one, you mean. But you’ve not. 
Padre, where are xjou landing? 

DUKE. Landing? I’m going to— of 
course I’m going to— mind your 
own business. 

TOM. Where are you landing? 

DUKE. I’m taking a little holiday, 
that’s all. I’m going first to— to— 

• 

TOM. You see you can’t remember. 
I’m right! I knew I was. Why, look 
at the quiet way we sailed. Was 
anybody here to see any of us off? 
No, yoy know they weren’t. Be- 
cause you can’t see people off— not 
right off— to where we’re going. 
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LINGLEY. I wish you’d get out, sir; 
we want to play cards. 

TOM. Cards— pah! Lingley, Lingley 
{down to lingley), you’re impos- 
sible! Why I should try to warn 
you, I don’t know. Still, can you 
really, honestly, tell me you’ve seen 
nothing queer about this boat? 

LINGLEY. Nothing whatever— ex- 
cepting you. She’s exactly the same 
as any other boat— go away. 

TOM. Is she? Is she indeed? 

(henry and ann appear at the 
center door and cross down left. 
They are, as ever, close together 
and almost always hand in hand, 
and aloof from the others.) 

TOM. Well, I’ll tell you one little 
thing I noticed about her that 
struck me as slightly different. This 
boat doesn’t carry a port light— no 
—and she doesn’t carry a starboard 
one either! Now is she the same as 
any other? Now can you settle 
down to your cards? 

LINGLEY. You are mad? 

TOM. Go and look then! Get or 
deck. You can find out if you go 
forward for yourself, and if you can 
see ’em— you’re mad. 

LINGLEY. I shouldn’t make such a 
fool of myself. 

TOM {seeing ann and henry). 
Ah!— you’re just in time. 

HENRY. What for? 

TOM. To give these people their 
chance— to stop them Hom making 
fools of themselves— to back me up. 

HENRY. I don’t quite follow. 
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TOM. You know— you knew this 
morning. 

HENRY. Knew what? 

TOM. You Ve been on deck? 

HENRY. Just now. 

TOM. Notice anything wrong? 

(A pause.) 

HENRY. With what? 

TOM. Oh! don’t pretend— don’t lie 
to me. 

HENRY. Really, I dont understand. 

TOM. Then you don’t understand 
how you got here, either, I sup- 
pose? How either of you got here. 
(Up to them) Gas, my dear sir, 
sheer gas. 

ANN. Henry, don’t speak to himi 
(Moves down a step) He frightens 
me. 

TOM. Yes, I suppose I do. I know 
as well, you see. 

MRS. c-BANKS. He’s trying to 
frighten us, that’s all. 

LiNGLEY. Madam, I must apologise 
for our fellow passenger. He— he is 
not— ahem— well. 

TOM (moves down a step). Of 
course I’m not well. Under the cir- 
cumstances I should have thought 
that would have been obvious. 

LINGLEY (rises). Mr. Duke, I see 
an unpleasant duty will have to be 
performed. As a clergyman you 
must be more used to unpleasant- 
ness than any of us. Will you please 
perform it. 


DUKE. What do you want me to do? 

LINGLEY. Get him to the doctor— 
or lock him up. 

(duke moves slightly to centre 
door. ) 

TOM (up to centre door). The doc- 
tor! I tell you there is no doctor. 
No one! and if you try any of that 
sort of thing on. I’ll make trouble. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Oh, dear, how 
selfish. 

TOM. But I tell you what you can 
do if you like— 

LINGLEY. Well? 

TOM. I’ll make a bargain with you. 

LINGLEY. What is it? 

TOM. Go out there— one of you 
men and convince yourselves about 
those lights. Then if I’m wrong- 
well, I’ll go quietly. 

MRS. MIDGET. That seems fair, poor 
fellow. 

TOM. Well? What do you say? Mr. 
Lingley, will you oblige? 

LINGLEY. I should never dream of 
interfering with the ship’s disci- 
pline. 

TOM (to henry). It’s no good ask- 
ing you, of course? 

c 

henry. No. 

TOM. Padre— you’re the only one 
left— what do you say? 

DUKE. If I do it— just to satisfy you 
—you’ll keep your word? 
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TOM. Yes. 

DUKE. Very well then. 

LiNGLEY. Preposterous! (Sits on 
settee,) 

TOM. Thank you. (duke goes 
slowly to doorway) Oh! Duke, the 
truth. 

DUKE. Of course, (duke goes 
quietly out on to the deck.) 

LINGLEY. Weak, weak. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Ah! the Church was 
always like that! 

TOM. Don’t you run the Church 
down so. Take my advice, you may 
want her help very badly before 
long. Wait until Tm proved right. 

MRS. c-BANKs. I simply ignore you, 
Mr. Prior. You won’t be right. That 
is why I ignore you. 

(drake’s drum is faintly heard, a 
heavily muffled and mysterious and 
irregular beating.) 

LINGLEY. Childish weak foolishness 
giving in to you. Vve never given 
in to anyone. No one’s ever given 
in to me. I should never expect 
them to. You’re drunk, sir, and 
you’re in the wrong, sir, and— 
(The drum stops.) 

TOM. Quiet. (Rises) I can hear 
something— out there. 

HENRY. What is it?* 

TOM. Wait a minute— it’s stopped 
now. 

T.iNGLEY. I didn’t hear anything. 
TOM. I did. It sounded like a drum. 
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LINGLEY. A drum? 

TOM. Yes. A muffled drum. 

MRS. c-banks. Very possibly it was 
a muffled drum. 

LINGLEY. Very possibly it was im- 
agination. 

MRS c-BANKS. What’s the good of 
talking about things out there in 
the cold, anyway? Let’s concen- 
trate on making it nice and com- 
fortable in here for our cards, (to 
tom) which we hope to start the 
moment you’ve gone. 

TOM (moving towards her). Mrs. 
Cliveden-Banks, you’re an ostrich! 
I’m sorry, but you are. You’re in 
danger, great danger of something 
out there— something, I don’t know 
what it is— but it may affect your 
very soul— yet all you can think 
about is light and warmth and 
cards in here. So the only word for 
you is ostrich. 

LINGLEY (to MRS. C-BANKs). Dear 

me, dear me, I can’t help smiling, 
but he called you a— didn’t he? 

ANN (looking out on to the deck). 
Oh! why doesn’t he come back? 
(In terrified impatience.) 

HENRY. Steady, steady. (To others) 
My wife is easily upset. (Draws 
her away from door.) 

MISS MIDGET. Poor dear. 

LINGLEY. It’s too bad of you, Prio7'. 

TOM. Is it? 

ANN. What has happened to him? 
TOM. To whom? 
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ANN. The clergyman— of course. 

TOM. OhI Duke! Who knows? Per- 
haps he can’t get back. He’s only 
been a second away. 

ANN. You don’t think— 

(Drum starts again, beating irregu- 
larly and a trifle more loudly.) 

TOM. I don’t think, because I don’t 
know any more than you do. Harkl 
{a pause) Listen, there it is again. 
The drum! 

liNGLEY. Uml I must be getting 
deaf! 

(duke appears as if breathless— a 
pause. He is pale and agitated, ter- 
rified-^but tries to conceal it.) 

TOM {tensely anxious). Well— well? 

tiNGLEY. Well— speak, Mr. Duke. 
(A pause.) 

ANN (with a great effort at dis- 
sembling). It’s— all right, of course. 

LINGLEY. Duke? (Another pause) 
It is all right? 

DUKE. Of course. 

LINGLEY. Everytliing? 

DUKE. Everything. 

(Drum stops.) 

MRS. c-BANKS. I knew it would be 
all the time. 

TOM (rushing up and throwing 
himself on duke). You liar! You 
liar! Come with me— I’ll show you. 
(Grabs him by throat.) 

(LINGLEY rises.) 

Dun (struggling with him). Priori 
(mbs. MIDGET rises. LINGLEY seizes 


tom’s neck, ann and henry up left 
huddled together in alarm) You 
promised to go quietly. 

TOM. You swore to tell the truth! 
You clergyman, you dirty liar! 

DUKE. Got him, Lingley? 

TOM (struggling violently). I’ll 
show you! No more lies! Now 
we’re dead, you bloody liar! I won’t 
be cheated! I will make you under- 
stand! I’m trying to help, I tell you 
—I’m only trying to help- 

lingley. Be quiet, sir. 

(They bring tom to chair left of 
table right. He sinks to chair and 
with head buried in arms on table 
sobs hysterically but quietly— ex- 
hausted. ) 

MRS. C-BANKS. Well, if I’m wanted. 
I’ll be in the ladies’ waiting room. 
(Going left) A long letter, you 
know, while the details are still 
fresh. (Turns) Coming, dear? 
(Sees she is speaking to mrs. 
MIDGET— f urns at door) Oh, no! 
(She goes out with her nose in the 
air. MRS. MIDGET crosses and exits 
left following mrs. cliveden- 
banks. All stand quietly for a mo- 
ment* s pause.) 

HENRY (to ann). Dear? 

ANN (as she goes). I’ll wait on 
deck. (Exit centre.) 

LINGLEY (to henry). Shut those 
doors. 

(hei«iy doses centre door.) 

LINGLEY. And now, sir. 

DUKE (coming down to prior). 
Prior, 1 apologise. 
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LiNGLEY. What do you mean? 

DUKE. That Mr. Prior was perfectly 
right. 

LINGLEY. What? 

DUKE. There is no— there's no star- 
board— no— 

LINGLEY. There’s not! 

DUKE. No. There’s no light on the 
boat at all. She’s black as pitch. 

LINGLEY. Impossible. 

DUKE. Look for yourself. 

LINGLEY {alarmed now, crosses to 
centre door, opens it and glances 
out into the dark, then shuts it. 
Then hesitates and turns). But— the 
bridge? 

DUKE. As far as I could see there’s 
nothing— nothing anywhere. 

LINGLEY. Nothing— nobody? 

DUKE. I’m not even certain that 
we’re moving. 

LINGLEY {coming back). Good 
heavens, man, why didn’t you tell 
us this at once? 

DUKE. I didn’t want to alarm the 
ladies, 

LINGLEY. Women drpwn as easily 
as men. 

DUKE. Is this a question of drown- 
ing? Something must be done— we 
must all do something immediately. 

TOM. Exactly, but what? 
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LINGLEY {thoroughly rattled). To 
begin with— well— somebody— some- 
body ought to ring a bell. 

TOM. And get someone else to 
explain. 

LINGLEY. Duke— do you— do you be- 
lieve in all this? 

DUKE. I don’t understand it. 

LINGLEY {to henry). And you, sir? 

HENRY. I don’t understand it either. 

TOM. That’s not true! And you 
know it’s not true! 

DUKE. Prior! Now look here, when 
did you first feel certain, in your 
mind, about all this? 

TOM {pointing at henry— sits at 
table). After I’d heard something 
he said. I spoke to the steward, 
I asked him if— he told me the 
truth, I’m sure— it seems we’re sail- 
ing for (pause)- both Hell and 
Heaven. 

DUKE. Very interesting from a pro- 
fessional point of view, of course. 

TOM. If there’s anything else you 
want to know, better ask nim, the 
steward, {Goes toward bar,) 

DUKE. Where is he now, I wonder? 

LINGLEY. Still sitting high up in the 
rigging, I expect. 

TOM. Don’t be sarcastic! He was 
there. 

LINGLEY. Was he? (Rises, takes one 
step towards tom) Then how did 
you see him if it’s all dark outside? 
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TOM (vaguely). That never struck 
me. But he was there. 

(scrubby enters from left and 
softly strolls across towards centre. ) 

DUKE (me^). We must hurry. 
Whilst we re talking like this we 
may be drijfting on to the rocks— 
crashing into something or— 

SCRUBBY (always very kindly , very 
quiet and compassionate— like a 
tolerant elder to children ) . No, sir, 
you won't do that. 

LiNGLEY. Now look here, my man. 
What is all this nonsense? I can’t 
stand excitement. My doctor or- 
dered rest and quiet. Where’s the 
captain? Take me to him. 

SCRUBBY. Oh, he left long ago, sir. 

LINGLEY. Enough of that! Under- 
stand? By Gad, when I get back 
to London I’ll report— 

SCRUBBY. I’m afraid you won’t get 
back to London, sir- 

LINGLEY. No more of your imper- 
tinence! Take me to the captain! 
—do you hear? You’re only a 
damned servant— take me to him— 

DUKE. Mr. Lingley, I think we 
should all keep our tempers. 

SCRUBBY. That’s all right, sir, I’ve 
known a lot of them to get angry 
at first. (Crossing to right.) 

LINGLEY. A lot of whom? 

SCRUBBY. People like you, sir, who 
are just beginning. 

LINGLEY. Beginning? 

SCRUBBY. To be passengers. 


TOM. What you told me this morn- 
ing was true, wasn’t it? 

SCRUBBY. That we’re, dead, sir? Yes, 
quite dead if that’s what you mean. 

LINGLEY. You Speak for yourself. 

DUKE. It is queer. (Sits right of 
table right.) 

SCRUBBY. Why, sir? We didn’t think 
it was queer when we were born. 

LINGLEY. Now listen. I don’t want 
any mysteries. 

SCRUBBY. There are none, sir. 

LINGLEY. And I mean to get in 
touch with someone at once— ah! 
I have it, the wireless! 

SCRUBBY. She doesn’t carry any, sir. 

LINGLEY. That’s illegal anyway! 
Duke! (A pause) Duke? 

DUKE. I’m afraid I can’t suggest 
anything. 

LINGLEY. But— but— ! (Suddenly 
overcome with fear) I must get out 
of this— I must get out of it. 

SCRUBBY. That, sir, is impossible 
until after the examination. (Going 
behind bar.) 

LINGLEY. What examination? 

SCRUBBY. Youll find out later, sir. 

LINGLEY. The ladies ought to be 
warned immediately. 

SCRUBBY. I should leave them to 
find out for themselves, sir, if I 
were you. I have known some Oi 
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them not to like the idea to begin 
with and get hysterical. It is kinder 
to let them find out for themselves. 

DUKE. They will find out? 

SCRUBBY. Undoubtedly, sir. 

LiNGLEY (suddenly seeing henry). 
Damn it—don’t stand there saying 
nothing— get upsetl 

HENRY. I am— of course. 

LINGLEY. You’re a bright lot, all of 
you, aren’t you? So helpful— but— 
but— what are we to do? What are 
we to do? (To duke) You re al- 
ways talking about doing things? 
What are we to do? 

DUKE. I really— don’t know. Of 
course, if we were all quite certain 
—a prayer— 

LINGLEY. Is praying going to bring 
the captain or the crew to life? 

roM. Or any of us for that matter. 

SCRUBBY. There’s no danger, gen- 
tlemen, if thafs what you’re fright- 
ened of. 

LINGLEY. Isn’t there? 

SCRUBBY. No, sir. 

LINGLEY. Tm not frightened. 

DUKE. I am. How many times have 
you made this passage, steward? 

SCRUBBY. About five thousand 
times, sir. 

LINGLEY. Five— 

SCRUBBY. Yes. I was lost young. 
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DUKE. And it’s always been like 
this? 

SCRUBBY. Not always, sir. No. As I 
was telling this gentleman (refer- 
ring to prior), the passengers don’t 
find out so quickly as a rule. I sup- 
pose it’s because of the half -ways 
we’ve got on board this trip, 

DUKE. Half-ways? 

SCRUBBY. Yes, sir, it sometimes does 
work like that. 

LINGLEY. There is no point in 
standing here talking to a lunatic. 
The question is, “What is—?” 

SCRUBBY, —to be done? That’s what 
they all ask, sir. There’s nothing to 
be done. Just go on as if nothing 
had happened. 

TOM. How simple. 

SCRUBBY. Quite, sir, quite. You’ll 
find everything simple now. Until 
it comes to the examination. 

LINGLEY. Don’t talk to me as if I 
were a schoolboy. 

SCRUBBY. It is rather like going to 
school, sir. 

LINGLEY. Stop! It’s all right. Every- 
thing’s all right. I’ve solved the 
whole thing suddenly. 

HENRY. Have you? (StUl up left 
aloof,) 

LINGLEY. Of course I have. I’m 
asleep. I’m safe really. I’m simply 
asleep. 

TOM. What am I?— part of the 
nightmare? 
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iiKGLET. IVe had dreams like this 
before. Go away, go away, all you 
people. It’s no good your waitingl 
Im Lingley of Lingley, Ltd. Not 
one of you can touch me. I turned 
myself into a company years ago. 
Only go away now. (A pause and 
then he turns to the steward) I 
am asleep, aren’t I? 

SCRUBBY. Yes, sir-sound asleep— or 
just waking. 

LINGLEY. Good, good. Now get 
away, get away, all you people. I 
shall go. (Moves about settee) I 
will go. (Crosses to door left) Isn’t 
that lucky! I can go. You know, in 
some dreams, you can’t, (lingley 
walks off left,) 

SCRUBBY (following him). Don’t 
worry, gentlemen, I’ll look after 
him. (scrubby follows him,) 

DUKE. A good sleep would be the 
very best thing for Lingley. 

TOM. Would it? 

DUKE. Eh? 

TOM. Well, I mean— you know— 
would it help now? 

DUKE. Oh! yes, of course— I’d for- 
gotten— I really don’t know. I— I 
don’t understand. I’m quite a 
young man and there’s such a lot 
of work to be done after my holi- 
day. 

TOM. Try some of this whiskey— it 
Still seems to work. (Going to bar,) 

DUKE (rises). No, I don’t think I 
will if you’ll excuse me, in case we 
— w« meet anyone. 


TOM (toying idly with glass). I’m 
awfully sorry. I’m afraid I’m a fear- 
ful rotter. I’m so used to it. Any 
crises you know— (He sits on front 
of table) I say— I say— (Pause) 
Charles Reade— or some other rot- 
ten novelist once said, “Never too 
late to mend,” didn’t he? Do you 
think there’s any truth in novels? 
And then there was that other chap 
—the Great One, you know, in the 
Bible, he said— he— There you are, 
you see; that’s the sort of fellow I 
am! I’ve forgotten what he said. 

DUKE. Does it really much matter 
what either of them said? Isn’t it 
more to the point what you have 
got to say? 

TOM. No sermons! But, if you 
please, I would like to talk to you 
seriously if you’d listen to me, out 
there in the dark. 

DUKE (rises). Shall we go out there 
—in the dark— and talk to each 
other, shipmate? 

TOM (humorously). This is a great 
chance for you, isn’t it? 

DUKE. We must both, my dear 
Prior, keep our sense of humour. 
(Moves up to door centre. To 
HENRY at door) Coming out, sir? 
(With TOM to door arm in arm,) 

HENRY. No, not yet. (Still up left,) 

DUKE. See you later then. (He goes 
out, ) • 

HENRY. Yes. 

TOM. I say, your wife’s out there, 
isn’t she? 

HENRY. Yes. 
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TOM. Shall I send her to you? 

HE^TRY. Oh— thank you. 

TOM (returning a step from door). 
You must have known or you 
wouldn't have let her be out there 
alone. 

HENRY. I knew nothing. I know 
nothing now. Good night. 

TOM. I suppose so. (He walks out 
on to the deck and disappears. 
There is a pause and then henry 
calls “Annr Another pause. He 
calls again, ann enters from the 
deck . ) 

HENRY. Ann— (a pause) Come 
here. (Crosses right to above 
table.) 
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ANN. What is it? (She goes to left 

of HENRY.) 

HENRY. Come here. 

ANN. I m with you. 

HENRY. Ann— listen— they know 
we re dead— they re— they re finding 
out our secret. 

ANN (frightened). I know! I know 
they are! (They look at each 
other. ) 

HENRY. What will they do to us, 
dear? 

ANN (getting closer to him). They 
won't separate us— will they? 


CURTAIN 


ACT THREE 

SCENE I 

It is an afternoon some days later. There is a small table near the bo* 
with a water carafe and a glass, a hand bell and papers on it. Chairs ar^ 
arranged round it in a circle as if for a meeting. Otherwise the scene u 
unchanged. 

MR. LiNGLEY is pacing up and down the room in an agitated manner, 
watch in hand. 


LINGLEY. Four thirty— four thirty- 
one.^ Tut, tut, tut! (Goes to table) 
Late, late. Now let's see— (Count- 
ing the chairs) Mijs. Cliveden- 
Banks— Mr. Duke— two— four— six— 
(Touching armchair at head and 
fingering water bottle) Myself here 
—yes, that’s right. (The siren is 
heard. Takes out watch again) 
Four thirty-one and a half— four 
thirty-ftoo. Oh, tut, tut, tut! (tom 


walks in from the deck, lingley 
stops in his walk on seeing him) 
Good gracious, fancy you being the. 
first! 

TOM. First for what? 

lingley. The meeting, sir! 

TOM. Oh, I'd forgotten about you 
rotten old meeting. 
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LiNGLEY. Where are the others? 

roM. On deck. It may interest you 
to know we ve just sighted land. 
(Sits at table,) 

UNGLEY. Land, Mr. Prior? Land! 
(Delighted.) 

TOM. Yes. WeVe just sighted hell. 
LINGLEY. Oh. 

TOM. It looks quite a jolly little spot 
from here. The padre’s arranging 
a sweepstake on the exact time it 
will take us to get in. He’s sud- 
denly developed a sense of hu- 
mour. 

LINGLEY. Sense of humour and 
sweepstakes when we’re all—all—I 
What’s the use of a sense of hu- 
mour to a dead man? (Pacing to 
and fro, up and down.) 

TOM. I dunnol I’ve never asked one. 

LINGLEY. Oh, why don’t they come? 

TOM. You’re getting the wind up a 
bit, aren’t you? Oh, I don’t blame 
you, Lingley of Lingley Limited, 
for I shouldn’t be surprised if over 
there a nice private little gridiron 
isn’t being warmed up for your 
personal reception. 

LINGLEY. Will you be quiet, you 
foolish boyl 
(scrubby enters left.) 

SCRUBBY (indicating the table). 
Everything correct, sir? 

LINGLEY. Eh? 

SCRUBBY. Enough chairs, sir? 


LINGLEY. Oh! yes, very nice indeed, 
very nice, Mr. Scrubby. Er— here 
is half-a-crown for your trouble. 
Thank you. 

SCRUBBY. Thank you, sir. 

LINGLEY. What for? Half-a-crown is 
no use to me now. Wait! Please tell 
the others— the others— my ship- 
mates— that they’re late for the 
meeting. 

SCRUBBY (as he goes out centre). 
Certainly, sir. 

LINGLEY. Thank you, Mr. Scrubby, 
thank you. 

TOM. What’s the object of this 
meeting, anyway? 

LINGLEY. Can’t you see? 

TOM. Yes. That’s why I asked. (To 
bar.) 

LINGLEY. We’re approaching our 
destination, and I want to make 
this one last effort. I feel we should 
talk the matter over in a rational 
spirit— and as a business man I’ve 
called this meeting. 

TOM. You would. And, as has prob- 
ably been your custom, you think 
that a committee report and min- 
utes, and balance sheets and all 
that bunkum may impress the ex- 
aminer as they do shareholders and 
other examiners. Of course you’ll be 
chairman? 

LINGLEY. Natfarally. I seem to be 
the only one qualified. 

TOM. You admit it. 

LINGLEY. By right of experience 
and proved ability— Prior, v^hen I 
was a boy— 
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TOM. Were you ever a boy? Poor 
parents! 

LiNCLEY. When I was seventeen I 
could only manage one egg for 
breakfast. 

TOM. I can never manage any 
breakfast myself. 

LiNGLEY. Afford one egg, I mean. 
At six thirty a.m. I used to walk to 
my work. 

TOM. On the egg? (Sits right.) 

LINGLEY. And after business Td 
walk home again. That was the be- 
ginning of Lingley, Limited. When 
I was seventeen I made my motto 
“Try to rely on yourself.” At thirty- 
seven I made it “Rely on yourself.” 

TOM. So you fired me. 

LINGLEY. At forty-seven I made it 
“Rely on yourself absolutely*; be- 
cause if you fail all your friends 
will only say, “It serves you right.” 

TOM. Had you any friends at forty- 
seven? 

LINGLEY. You’re incorrigible! And 
I thought you were concerned in 
this— this dilemma. 

TOM. I cm. 

(mrs. cliveden-banks enters 
through the centre door. She is in 
the very deepest motymng.) 

MRS. c-BANKS. I must apologise for 
being late! IVe been playing 
sweepstake. 

LINGLEY. Mrs. C3iveden-Banksl 
Why this dress? 
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MRS. C-BANKS. OuT present circum- 
stances! 

(tom sits left. His attitude toward 
the subsequent proceedings is one 
of contempt.) 

LINGLEY. Will you sit here? 

MRS. c-BANKS. It’s nice to be able 
to, isn’t it? (Sits in the first chair 
left of table) And the object of 
this meeting, Mr. Lingley, is— er— ? 

LINGLEY. Well— er— is this company 
alive or dead? 

TOM. And the next question on the 
agenda? 

LINGLEY (a pause; sits). What is 
going to happen to us? Mr. Prior— 
as a prospective shareholder— I ask 
you what you think? 

TOM. Lingley— do you know any- 
thing about Elizabethan furniture? 

LINGLEY. Nothing whatever. 

TOM. Neither do I. That’s why I 
never talk about it. 

LINGLEY. But it is the right thing 
to do, isn’t it? 

TOM. To solemnly sit down and 
discuss if we’ve immortal souls or 
if we haven’t? And if we have, to 
pool ’em. (Sarcastically) Undoubt- 
edly. (Rises) “We must combine” 
—the most hopeful refuge for an 
embarrassed business man like you. 

LINGLEY. Exactly. We must all face 
this examiner together. 

(rev. w. duke enters. He is quite 
different and most cheerful.) 

duke. Hello, Tom! Hello, Lingley! 
(To MRS. cliveden-banks) Hello, 
Banky! 
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M[RS. c:>BANKs. Banlcyl 
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DUKE. Yes. (He shakes her shoul- 
ders) Banky, Bankyl Were dead 
now, so my job s over and I can be 
quite natural; do what I like and 
say what I like, Banky. (Over 
lingley's right shoulder) Prior, 
have you heard this one— Ive been 
dying to spring it for ages— "There 
was a young girl of Hong-Kong.” 

MRS. c-BANKS (cofivulsed With 
laughter). Oh, 1 know that one. 

LiNGLEY. Sir! You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself. We arc about 
to hold a Board Meeting. 

DUKE. Sorry. I overheard one of my 
ex-choir boys reciting that in the 
Vestry. I remember his voice was 
breaking at the time. Damn badly. 
(Sits below tom.) 

UINGLEY. Supposing your Bishop 
heard you say "damn.” 

DUKE. Impossible, imless he s listen- 
ing in. 

LINGLEY. You Ve evidently become 
imbalanced. 

MRS. MIDGET (entering centre). Is 
this the meeting 'ouse? 

LINGLEY. Yes, Mrs. Midget. Sit 
here, will you? Very good of you 
to come. I hope you— your family 
are well and— 

MRS. MroGET (sits ot left of table 
below MRS. GLIVEDEN-BANKS ) . 

What the ell are you talking about? 

MRS. c-BANKs. Pleasc do not men- 
tion hell, Mrs. Midget; it’s rather 
a ticklish subject at die moment. 


LINGLEY. Now, are we all here? 

TOM. We’re all here. 

MRS. MIDGET. The young couple 
aren’t ’ere. 

LINGLEY. They never say anything, 
anyway. Shall we begin? 

MRS. C-BANKS. Begin. 

LINGLEY. Very well, then. (Rises) 
Ahem! (Rings beV on table.) 

TOM. They’re oj9F! 

LINGLEY. Ladies and gentlemen— 

MRS. MmcET. ’Ear, ’ear! 

MRS. C-BANKS. Be quiet! 

MRS. MIDGET. I was Only thank- 
ing ’im for the compliment. 

LINGLEY. Ladies and gentlemen— 
"de mortuis nil nisi bonum.” 

TOM. Oh, get on with it! 

LINGLEY. I intend to. Ladies and 
gentlemen— I am a business man. 

DUKE. Quite. 

LINGLEY. I have never done any- 
thing in my life without a reason. 

DUKE. Quite. 

LINGLEY. I would like firstly, there- 
fore, to explain that my reason for 
calling this meeting is, if I may 
put it in this manner, to draw up 
a clean balance sheet. 

DUKE. Quite, 
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LiNGLEY. Now, secondly— if I may 
say so— 

TOM. You may say anything you 
like, old boy, only for goodness* 
sake say it. 

LINGLEY. Sir! I— 

MRS. c-BANKS. Order, please. Order. 

TOM. ril have the same, with a 
splash. 

LINGLEY. Oh, please don’t all keep 
interrupting. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Well, they always 
say “order” at meetings— 

DUKE. Quite! 

LINGLEY. Where was I? 

DUKE. Drawing up a balance sheet. 

TOM. “Laughter.” 

LINGLEY. And trying to explain my 
reason for doing so, 

DUKE. Quite. 

TOM. Quite what? 

LINGLEY. My reasons— 

TOM. Have you any? 

LINGLEY (sits down in disgust). I 
shall say no more. • 

TOM. Good. 

MRS. MIDGET. Oh, sir, don't rob the 
gentleman of his amusement! 'E 
may not *ave much more oppor- 
tunity. 
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LINGLEY. I only thought, in view 
of the shortness of time at our com' 
mand, and the nature of the har- 
bour we are rapidly approaching,— 
I shall therefore call on Mr. Duke 
for a few words. He should, pro- 
fessionally, know more of the mat- 
ter than we do. Ahem! The Rev, 
W. Duke, M. C. 

DUKE (without rising). All I can 
say is— if we are all dead then let 
us hope we have done our jobs ta 
the best of our ability. 

LINGLEY. IVe never been late foi 
an appointment in my life. 

DUKE. And now that we're nearing 
this— this dread examiner, we think 
something should be done. And 
we've put off really thinking what 
to do till the last moment. Nat- 
urally we would, we're all English. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Rule Britannia! 

DUKE. You ask for my professional 
advice! I have none to give. The 
steward himself has none to give. 

MRS. MIDGET. You might pray for 
us, sir. 

DUKE. I would if I thought my 
prayer would be worth anything 
But now I don't understand. To 
pray for something one doesn't un- 
derstand is to be an idolater. 

MRS. MIDGET. Oh, we mustii't be 
one of those. 

DUKE. It's the first time in my— it s 
the first time I've never blown 
what to do. It's a strange business, 
this being dead. (The drum is 
heard again, ann and henry ap- 
pear in the centre. A pause and 
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then the rev. mr. duke notices the 
couplr) Oh, come in. (ann and 
HENRY come in and stand away 
from the others) By the way. I 
suppose we’re all agreed on that 
point? 

LiNGLEY. What point? 

TOM. Ask these two. 

LIGLEY. What point? 

DUKE. Are we all dead or are we 
not? 

LINGLEY. That’s what I called this 
meeting to decide. {To ann and 
henry) You two, won’t you sit 
down? {No reply, they simply 
huddle closer together, and stand 
aloof left) No? No. Veiy well, then. 
The motion in front of us is, I 
think, perfectly plain to all. “Are 
we—” Who will speak first? 

MRS. c-BANKS. I will. For I think 
it’s a most impertinent question to 
be asked. If I am dead, why can’t 
I be dead in private? Personally, I 
believe I am dead. My corsets have 
never fitted so comfortably any- 
way. 

LINGLEY. Mr. Prior? 

TOM. I know. And I don’t care a 
damn one way or the other. 

MRS. c-BANKs. The man’s a plebi- 
scite. 

LINGLEY. Mr. Duke? 

DUKE. Agreed. Mr. Lingley? 

LINGLEY {pause). I agree. Mrs. 
Midget? 


MRS. MIDGET. Ladies and gents, all 
I want to know is this, and I really 
don’t know what’s goin’ on. But if 
it *as ’appened— it would greatly 
please me to know that I’ve been 
done proper. 

LINGLEY. I beg your pardon. 

MRS. MIDGET. Yoli know, the street, 
the neighbours, the sherry wine and 
cake— and flowers. 

LINGLEY. This is besidc the point- 
do you think you’re dead or do 
you not? 

MRS. MIDGET. Oh, I leave it en- 
tirely to you, sir. 

LINGLEY. I take it in favour of the 
motion. And now you two young 
people? 

TOM. They know. They’ve always 
known. 

LINGLEY. Please, please, let them 
answer for themselves. Well? Well, 
what do you say? 

HENRY. We have nothing to say. 

LINGLEY. I suppose we must dis- 
regard your evidence. As far as the 
rest of us are concerned, I think 
there is nothing more to be done 
than to enter the verdict that this 
board {commences to write) “cer- 
tifies itself to be dead.” And the 
next thing for me to decide— is the 
most effective way— in all our in- 
terests— to meet and talk with this 
examiner. * 

TOM. Do you mean we want to get 
out of it if we can? 

LINGLEY. If we can. And— if we 
can’t— we want to get out of it as 
lightly as we can. 
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MRS C-BANKS. Go OB. 

LiNCLEY. And we re under a great 
disadvantage. You see we do not 
know what sort of a person this 
examiner is, who is suddenly to 
pounce upon us. He is bound to 
be a hard, stern business man. In 
which case, I suggest I am the one 
best fitted to deal with him. 

TOM. Hear, hear! 

DUKE. Supposing he isn’t anything 
like that? Supposing he is some- 
thing even you can’t understand? 
Supposing he is really the exam- 
iner? Don’t you think we all ought 
to speak for ourselves?--if we can. 

LINCLEY. It’s if we cant I’m think- 
ing of. 

DUKE. I wish we knew. I certainly 
wish we knew. 

(scrubby enters from behind bar,) 

MRS. c-BANKS. Why not ask that 
steward person about him? They 
must have met before. 

TOM. Not a bad idea at all, Mrs. 
Cliveden-Banks. 

LINCLEY. The steward! Exactly, will 
someone go and fetch him? 

SCRUBBY You want me, sir? 

LINCLEY. What the—! 

SCRUBBY. I have been here all the 
time. 

LINCLEY. But, we— 

SCRUBBY. You wanted to ask me 
about the examiner, sir? 


LINCLEY. Yes, if you would be so 
good. 

SCRUBBY. What did you want to 
know exactly, sir? 

LINCLEY. Well, he can’t be tipped, 
that of course is obvious— but be- 
tween ourselves— what sort of a 
person is he? 

SCRUBBY. I can’t say. I don’t know. 
It all depends. 

LINCLEY. Depends on what? 

SCRUBBY. Yourselves, sir. I have 
seen some men and women before 
him cry for— but no, I can’t say. 
(He crosses right towards door 
centre. ) 

LINCLEY. Tell us just this, Mr. 
Scrubby, what do you think we 
really ought to do— how exactly 
should we approach him? 

SCRUBBY. I have been asked that 
question nearly five thousand times, 
sir; I have always answered that 
it is better to leave the approach- 
ing to him. (Starts to go out 
centre. ) 

DUKE. Scrubby, have I any chance? 

SCRUBBY (standing in door silhouet- 
ted against the golden light out' 
side). You all have chances, sir. 

DUKE. What’s he like? 

SCRUBBY. He’s the wind and the 
skies and the earth, sir. He knows 
the furthest eddy of the high tide 
up the remotest cove. He knows 
the simpleness of beauty and the 
evilest thoughts of the human 
mind. He’ll know all your evil 
thoughts. 
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DUKE (quickly), GodI 

SCRUBBY. Yes, sir, he will. (Looks 
out on to the deck) Would you ex- 
cuse me now, please? I can tell 
no more; and a seagull has just 
fallen on to the deck. Tm afraid it 
may have broken its wing. If so, 
I must try and mend it. 

ANN. Poor thingl 

SCRUBBY. Yes, madam, it s very sad 
the way the birds die in these 
strange waters. (He walks off along 
the deck.) 

DUKE. Just like the first day at 
school again. 

TOM. How do you want to deal 
with him— collectively? Or will you 
just make yourself responsible for 
your own sins? 

LiNGLEY. Oh, come, come, come! 
We mustn’t all get jumpy. I still 
think we ought to be prepared 
though my own conscience is per- 
fectly clear. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Then you’d better 
worry about ours, dear Mr. Lingley. 
Come, tabulate us, as it were. 

LINGLEY. Excellent. Then I can put 
all the cases before this— this exam- 
iner briefly and to the point. 

MRS. c-BANKs. It should save us a 
great amount of trouble. 

LINGLEY. So, if you will all just give 
me a few details about yourselves— 
and any special little reference you 
mi^t like me to bring forward. 
Mrs. Cliveden-Banks, let me start 
with you. What shall 1 say about 
you to this— er— examiner? 


MRS. c-BANKS. I should just say I 
am— or was-Mvs. Cliveden-Banks— 
and leave it at that. 

LINGLEY. Um! Oh, very well; you, 
Mrs. Midget? 

MRS. MIDGET. Oh, I dunno. 

LINGLEY. Oh, dear, dear, dear! Is 
that really all? 

MRS. MIDGET. Yes, please, sir. 

LINGLEY. All right— not at all satis- 
factory, but I suppose all right— in 
my hands. I can answer for myself 
of course. You, Mr. Prior? 

TOM. Oh, say, I’m an old drunk. 
Or rather a young one. 

LINGLEY. That won’t help you very 
much. 

TOM. How do you know? 

LINGLEY. But you must have had 
some redeeming qualities that will 
help you? For instance, were you 
good to your mother or— did you go 
to Oxford? 

TOM. Put down the truth— he will 
know it anyway. 

LINGLEY. Really, you’re none of 
you being very helpful. (Writes) 
A drunk— er— a Mrs. Cliveden- 
Banks— er— and an I dunno. 

MRS. C-BANKS. I should prefer to 
precede the drunk. 

LINGLEY. Very well. (To henry) 
Now, sir, how can you assist me? 

HENRY. I can’t. 

LINGLEY. But— you then, madam? 
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ANN. He speal:s for both of us. 

HENRY. We have nothing to say. 

UNGLEY. It is really most discour- 
teous of you I Mr. Duke, I can rely 
on you at any rate. 

DUKE. You can rely on me for one 
piece of information. 

LiNGLEY. Thank you very much. 

DUKE. I now entirely agree with 
Mr. Prior for calling you a pomp- 
ous old idiot! 

TOM. Cheers. 

LINGLEY. What?— just becausc Tm 
trying to do my duty! 

DUKE. Your duty! Your rubbish! 
You re doing what you are because 
you re in a blue funk! And I don’t 
blame you. Tm in a blue funk, too! 
But not so much as to make an 
utter ass of myself by trying to get 
out of this with balance sheets and 
board meetings! You want to try 
and impress this examiner with 
your cleverness, your business im- 
portance, your supposed interest in 
your fellow creatures. You’re hop- 
ing to save your own skin that way. 
And I think it’s pretty rotten! 

LjNGLEY. Indeed. Destructive criti- 
cism is very simple. Then perhaps 
you can advise me. 

DUKE. I can advise nothing. 

LINGLEY. Uml That’s very useful. 

MRS. MIDGET. Oh, sir, not just one 
word of ’elp? 

DUKE. That is difFerent. If I can 
help I will. But you mustn’t take 
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anything I say in the nature of 
advice. The blind leading the blind, 
you know. I can only tell you whal 
I am going to do myself, and I may 
be wrong. 

TOM. What are you going to do, 
Duke? {Staccato.) 

DUKE. I have been trying to look 
into myself silently, trying to ex- 
amine my past thoughtfully and 
humbly— to seek out all the faults 
and not try to excuse them. But 
to know all that I am responsible 
for; and when I see my life, lying 
before me like a blurred map, I 
am going to pray to be able to 
make one more prayer. But for 
myself; I am not fit to pray for 
others. If any of you care to do 
likewise please do so if it will com- 
fort you. Look back. 

MRS. c-BANKS. I could look back, 
of ('ourse, but I don’t intend to. 
Remember Mrs. Lot. 

MRS. MIDGET. Thank you, sir. 

DUKE. No, no, now that’s just what 
I didn’t want you to do. You see, 
Mrs. Midget— try to understand— 
we’re just shipmates, you and I— 
trying to help one another. I’m not 
a captain any longer. I cannot pray 
for others. Perhaps the realisation 
of that is the beginning of my pun- 
ishment. I’ve lost my job. 

LINGLEY. I don’t suppose it was 
worth much anyway. 

DUKE. It was the most glorious job 
in the world. I suppose a man 
never really knows he’s incompe- 
tent until he’s sacked, and I can’t, 
1 can’t understand and I ought to. 
It’s my job to; and it’s beastly hard 
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not to be able to. It’s heartbreaking 
—it’s— (To prior) Give me a cig- 
arette. 

(The siren is heard again, henry 
moves away from ann.) 

LiNGLEY. Well, let’s get down to 
hard facts— I suggest. 

OUKE. Too late. Didn’t you hear? 

LINGLEY. What? 

ANN. 1 heard. 

TOM. What? 

DUKE. The siren. 

TOM (after a pause suddenly hys- 
terical). I didn’t hear anything— I 
didn’t hear anything. 

(duke and tom rise, tom in sud- 
den panic.) 

duke. Now, now. Prior. 

TOM. I didn’t, I didn’t! (Another 
pause) But I can feel something 
though, can’t you? 

duke. No. 

TOM. The boat’s stopped. 

duke. Exactly. We’re in. 

(Another pause. The siren is re- 
peated.) 

TOM. No, no! I won’t face it! I 
daren’t! It’s all been bluff on my 
part! Let me get away! Let me 
get-l 

DUKE (rising with hand on prior). 
Prior, my boy! 

TOM. I can’t face it. I want to get 
away! Make the boat go on! 


ANN. Henry! (She gets closer to 
him. ) 

TOM. Let me get away. ( Struggling 
to get away.) 

duke. We can none of us get away. 
We’ve stopped for good now. This 
is the judgment. 

TOM (pulling himself together). 
No, it can’t be. Here in the smoke- 
room of a liner? 

DUKE. Why shouldn't it be here in 
the smoke-room of a liner? Have 
any of us really ever troubled very 
much to think where-and-how-and- 
when it might be? 

ANN (quietly). Henry. They won’t 
separate us— they cant. 

(henry merely holds her closer- 
os if in defiance.) 

DUKE. We’re for it now all right. 
(duke sits right of table with his 
face buried in his hands.) 

TOM. We must stick together. 
Duke, man, you must pray even 
if the words are meaningless. Don’t 
desert duty at the last moment. 
We’re in the night and I want a 
prayer. I want a prayer from a 
man, I don't care if he’s a clergy- 
man or not. 

# 

MRS. MIDGET (going tO DUKe). YoU 
ought to pray, your Reverence. 

TOM. Even if you can’t understand 
what for— you understand us. 

DUKE. You really think I ought to, 
Mrs. Midget? 

MRS. MIDGET (bending over him). 
Yes, sir, pardon the liberty. 
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There's no ’arm in 'abits— if they're 
good abits; and prayer is a good 
'abit. 

DUKE (without rising— but slowly 
facing front and with utter sim- 
plicity and sincerity). Forgive me 
then, for I dont know— ‘‘Gentle 
Jesus, meek and mild, look upon a 
little child— children— pardon our 
simplicity, suffer us to come to 
Thee. God bless father and mother, 
Harriet (she was my nurse), all 
kind friends, make me a good boy. 
Amen.” That was the first prayer 
I ever learnt, so it’s probably the 
finest. Say it to yourselves if you 
want to; and remember— Harriet— 
she was a worthy soul. 

ANN (after a long pause). Henry, 
lets hide. (She takes his hand and 
they drift off together, left.) 

MRS. MIDGET. I feel better. 
(scrubby enters from the left, giv- 
ing a glance back as he does so.) 

SCRUBBY (brightly— and business- 
like). We're in, ladies and gentle- 
men, we're in. 

DUKE. Yes, yes, we know. 

SCRUBBY. The examiner is just com- 
ing on board. His cutter's along- 
side. He'll be with you in a second. 
(He goes out on to the deck.) 

DUKE. We can do nothing now. 

MRS. c-BANKs (in a whisper), Mr. 
Lingley— Mr. Lingley I 

LINGLEY. Well? 

MRS. C-BANKS. Well— hadn’t we bet- 
cer all stand up? (All rise,) 
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LINGLEY. Eh? Oh, yes, of course, 
it would be more polite. 

DUKE. Politeness! 

SCRUBBY (appearing and announC' 
ing). The Examiner. 

TOM (quickly and quietly appeal- 
ingly). Duke! 

DUKE. Quiet. 

(the REV. FRANK THOMSON is heard 
shouting off, right.) 

THOMSON. Hello, hello, hello there. 

I say! Where is everyone? Where 
are you, Duke? (He appears in the 
centre. An elderly and massive 
clergyman, rotund, rubicund and 
jovial. He is dressed in white drill 
and a topee. But he wears a clergy- 
mans collar and black bib) Ah, 
there you are! Duke, my old boy, 
how are you? 

DUKE. Good—! My—! Well—! Well, 
I'm dashed if it isn't old “grease 
spot.” (Crossing and shaking 
hands. ) 

THOMSON. It is, sir, and greasier 
than ever. Phew! This climate! 
Well, I am glad to see you after 
all this time. How are you, Duke? 
Have a good passage? You're look- 
ing fit. (Taking off topee and wip- 
ing forehead.) 

DUKE. I'm not feeling it. 

THOMSON. I only heard this morn- 
ing your boat was due in this after- 
noon. I'd seen your name on the 
passenger fist of course— so I hur- 
ried down especially to meet you, 
I'd been up country. (Sits at table 
left.) 

DUKE. Thank you. 
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THOMSON. Well, how goes every- 
thing? Im bursting for news! 
How's Fergusson— stifl in the same 
old place? 

DUKE. No, they've made him a 
bishop now. 

THOMSON. Good Lor', they would. 
Well, I hope he likes it. And what's 
become of Maltby; and that little 
fellow with the red hair and spec- 
tacles? I never could remember his 
name. (Lights a cigarette) And do 
you still go for your blow-out at 
Simpson's every pay day, you 
young rascal? Tell me, what's the 
meat like there now? 

DUKE (greatly agitated and in no 
mood for Thomson's frivolity). 
'Thomson, I'm delighted to see you 
again, of course, and I'm dying to 
tell you everything afterwards— t/ 
I can— but can't you realise— at this 
moment— how terribly worried I 
am? 

THOMSON. Worried— worried about 
what? 

DUKE. This— this person. 

raoMsoN. What person? 

DUKE. This person— or whoever it 
is— who's just coming to examine us. 

THOMSON. The examiner! Oh, I 
shouldn’t worry about him! 

DUKE. WJiat— do— you— mean? 

THOMSON. I'm the examiner! 
(General movement.) 

DUKE. You— you are! 

THOMSON. Well, I'm one of 'em 
anyway. We've got dozens on the 


job. And they will shove all the 
duds on to it. My dear boy, our 
rofession is not what it used to 
e. Terribly overcrowded, too, be- 
lieve me. 

DUKE. You're— my— examiner? 

THOMSON. Yes— you're under my 
orders now. And I tell you, my 
boy, you'll have to mind ycur p's 
and q's; and how you'll have to 
slog at it! But I've fixed your 
‘‘digs" up for you all right; they're 
not up to much, but clean, in the 
same house as myself; the old 
woman's quite a decent sort. And 
it's near your work, right in the 
centre of the parish, so you could- 
n't do better, really. 

DUKE. Work? 

THOMSON. I find it quite handy my- 
self. 

DUKE. “Parish— slog at it." Thom- 
son, Thomson, you don't mean I 
haven't lost my job after all.^ Don't 
torture me, tell me quickly, 

THOMSON. Of cour'^e you haven't 
lost it. You haven't started it yet. 
You're just beginning it. 

DUKE. Mot lost my job? Still got 
my job. Oh, thank you! Oh, thank 
God! I will work harder now every 
moment, I swear I will, Mr. Thom- 
son. Harder than ever! Oh, do you 
all hear? My job I was so keen on 
—it's not beei?i taken from me after 
all. My— oh! (sits at table, left, and 
quietly cries)— job. 

THOMSON (patting him on shoul- 
der). There, there, boy, there, 
there! Whatever made you think it 
would be taken from you? (duke 
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sobs) There, there, it*s quite all 
right. 

(mbs. c-banks (at back on the seat 
with ungley). rm very glad to 
see they know each other so well— 
but what about us? 

LiNGLEY. This might be a suitable 
moment to approach him. 

MRS. c-BANKs. Try. 

LINGLEY. I will. {Importantly cross- 
ing to examiner who takes no no- 
tice) Sir— ahem— my name is Ling- 
ley— of Ling— 

THOMSON. Go away. 

LINGLEY. I have advocated myself 
—or rather my fellow passengers 
have advocated me— their spokes- 
man as it were— 

THOMSON (still attending to duke). 
Go away. 

LINGLEY. And I thought this might 
be a good moment to approach a 
somewhat— 

THOMSON (turning on him posi- 
tively), Will you go away, sir? 

LINGLEY. Gertainly. (Retires) Ive 
no wish to stay where Fm not 
wanted. (Goes back to his seat,) 

MRS. c-BAij^. How very rudel 

LINGLEY. I don't believe he's the 
examiner at all. 

MRS. C-BANKS. Of course, Mr. Duke 
will get oflF lightly. (Rises) A friend 
at court, you see. Influencel Ah! 
It’s always the same. Shall I say 
sozi^thing to him? 


LINGLEY. Good Lor, madam, no. 

THOMSON (to duke). Feeling better 
now? 

duke. Fm very sorry, sir. But it 
means such a lot to me. You under- 
stand. 

THOMSON. Perfectly. I had exactly 
the same feeling when it happened 
to me. But you've nothing to worry 
about except your work. 

duke. Fm full of energy. 

THOMSON. Then you can start your 
apprenticeship now and help me 
with this bunch. By the way, there 
aren't many of you. 

DUKE. No, sir, 

THOMSON. Then it won't take long 
and we can get on shore for dinner. 

LINGLEY. Sir, if I find my trial's 
being “scamped" I shall appeal. 

THOMSON (to scrubby). Take that 
man away, will you? 

SCRUBBY. Gertainly, sir. This way, 
Mr, Lingley. 

LINGLEY (as he goes out centre). 
It's disgraceful. 

THOMSON. And the rest had better 
wait with him— outside. 

SCRUBBY. Very good, sir. Will you 
all come this way, please? 

MRS. C-BANKS (making a large 
sweep towards Thomson). How do 
you, do? (Seeing she is ignored she 
follows the others out) OhI 
(tom goes out, centre, followed by 

MRS. MIDGET.) 
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THOMSON. That's all. (scrubby fol- 
lows them off) Now, well get to 
work. 

DiTKE. Yes, sir. 

THOMSON. Let s see; who have we 
got on board? {Reads from his 
note-book) Cliveden-Banks, Midg- 
et, Prior and the officious gent who 
spoke to me—yourself. 

DUKE. There’s an awfully nice quiet 
young couple. 

THOMSON. Oh? I don’t remember 
them. They’re not on the passenger 
list. We’ll begin with the officious 
one. (Calls) Scrubby! Where’s that 
fellow got to? 

SCRUBBY (appearing). Here, sir. 

THOMSON. Oh. (Reading) Show in 
Mr. Lingley. 

SCRUBBY (calling off centre). Mr. 
Lingley! 

(lingley appears at door centre.) 

THOMSON. Come in. Sit down. 
There. 

(lingley sits in chair at table 
right.) 

LINGLEY (rather truculently). Well? 

THOMSON. WeD, sir? 

LINGLEY. I am Lingley, of Lingley, 
Limited. 

THOMSON. Never mind the “Lim- 
ited.” You are just Lingley now. 

LINGLEY. What am I charged with, 
anyway? 

'THOMSON. With just being yourself. 


LINGLEY. I am very proud of being 
myself. From small beginnings I 
have worked up to great things. I 
have never hesitated but have al- 
ways kept to the straight path. 

THOMSON. I know. But how? 

LINGLEY. By hard work— enterprise! 

THOMSON. Enterprise! Dishonesty. 

LINGLEY (hotly). That’s a lie! 

THOMSON. Very well. Your case is 
over. Get out. 

LINGLEY (rises, hesitates). Just a 
minute. Let’s talk this over. 

THOMSON. Well? Is it a lie— or is it 
the truth? 

LINGLEY. I— I’m afraid you don’t 
understand business. 

THOMSON. Not the way you con- 
duct it. Why, you’ve been a rascal 
from the very start. You com- 
menced your career by breaking a 
playmate’s head against a granite 
curb because he had a painted tin 
horse. You wanted to get it. 

LINGLEY. Well, I got it. 

THOMSON. Oh, I grant you that! 
That’s how you’ve made that glo- 
rious straight path you boast about. 
By knocking down anyone who 
came across^^it or tried to turn you 
ofiF it. The foundation of Lingley, 
Limited, was laid when you stole 
the plans of a turbine engine— and 
let the inventor die in poverty. 

LINGLEY. I’ve not been vdeked. 
People respect me. 
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THOMSON. Do they? To your face, 
perhaps. Some men get found out 
during their lives, Lingley. You are 
only found out now. Come; oflF you 
get. 

(henry and ann appear at the 
centre door coming from left. They 
hesitate, looking in for a second, as 
if awaiting their turn, then pass 
on right, duke sees them.) 

LINGLEY. I— I— 

THOMSON. There is no appeal. You 
will sufiFer as you made others suf- 
fer. (Pause.) 

(Thomson's manner is not hard and 
vindictive. He is kindly, tolerant 
and possibly even reluctant to dole 
out justice. But he is firm and just. ) 

LINGLEY (after a pause). Give me 
a second chance. 

THOMSON. Did you give anybody a 
second chance? No, you must learn, 
my son. (He turns and makes a 
note in his book.) 

(lingley looks defiantly for a mo- 
ment at THOMSON, whose back is 
turned, as if he*d like to strike 
him.) 

THOMSON (turning. Quietly). Thats 
all. 

(lingley slowly turns and goes out 
centre to left, utterly broken and 
dejected.) 

DUKE. ThomsonI 

THOMSON. Don't look* so shocked. 
It must be done. SuflFering some- 
times works wonderful transforma- 
tions. Lets hope, boy, let's hope. 
Scrubby! 


THOMSON (to scrubby) . Just SCO he 
goes the right way. 

SCRUBBY. Very good, sir. 

(He follows LINGLEY.) 

DUKE (rises). I wish you'd see the 
young couple next. I know they 
must be suffering. 

THOMSON. What young couple is 
this? 

DUKE. I told you about them. 

THOMSON. Yes, but I've had no in- 
formation from any other quarter. 
It's funny. 

DUKE. They seem so devoted. You'll 
have a pleasant job with them, I 
know. 

THOMSON. But who exactly are 
they? 

DUKE. Well, I used to call them, te 
myself, *‘the lovers.” 

(scrubby has appeared again in 
the centre.) 

THOMSON. Steward, do you know 
anything about a yoimg couple on 
this boat? 

SCRUBBY. Oh, those two, sir! You 
wouldn't want to see them. 

DUKE. Not see them? 

THOMSON. Why shouldnt I want to 
see them? 

SCRUBBY. They're “half-ways,” sir. 

THOMSON. Half-ways. Oh, that ex^ 
plains it. No, it wouldn't be much 
use my seeing them. Show in— Mrs. 
Cliveden-Bai^s. 


SCRUBBY. Sir. 
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SCRUBBY. Yes, sir. (He goes out 
left.) 

DUKE. You re not even going to see 
them? 

THOMSON. I can% old boy. 

DUKE (curiously). What is a "half- 
way,” Thomson? 

THOMSON. Youll learn, Duke, youll 
learn in good time. 

DUKE. But I wish you would— 
(scrubby appears again announce 
ing.) 

SCRUBBY. Mrs. Cliveden-BanksI 
(She enters left and gushingly 
crosses to Thomson, scrubby goes.) 

MRS. c-BANKS. How do you do? 
How do you do? Very pleased to 
meet you. 

THOMSON. Delighted to meet you, 
Mrs. Cliveden-Banks. Come and sit 
down. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Thank you. Very 
sultry weather for the time of the 
year, isn't it? Still, we've had a 
lovely passage, haven't we, dear 
Mr. Duke? 

DUKE. Oh, yes, delightful, dear Mrs. 
Cliveden-Banks. 

(mbs. CLIVEDEN-BANKS sits where 
Lingley sat.) 

moMSON. I'm glad you enjoyed 
yourself. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Oh, I did, I did. 
Thanks to your kind friend, Mr. 
Duke. We clung together like lim- 
pets. I really don't know what I 
should have done without him. 


What wonderful men our church 
turns out, Mr.— er 

THOMSON. Thomson, madam. 

I 

MRS. c-BANKS. No; surely not one 
of the Berkshire Thomsons? 

THOMSON. Not that I am aware of. 

MRS. c-BANKS. Ah! a pity. My great- 
great-grandfather was a Berkshire 
Thomson. 

THOMSON. Really? My great-great- 
grandfather was hanged for horse- 
thieving. 

MRS. c-BANKS. How quaint. 

THOMSON. Mrs. Cliveden-Banks— 

MRS. c-BANKS. Do you play golf? 

THOMSON. I play indifferently. 

MRS. c-BANKS. I think all men ought 
to play golf. It keeps them awav 
from home such a lot. My husbana. 
Colonel Cliveden-Banks. is quite an 
expert, I believe. 

THOMSON. Oh, yes. Bunny's hot 
stuff. I was having a round with 
him not long ago. 

MRS. c-BANKS. I'm SO glad to hear 
it. (A pause, then suddenly) What 
did you say? You had a round with 
my husband not long ago? 

THOMSON. He was in terrific form. 

MRS. c-BANKS (alarmed). When 
was this? 

THOMSON. Oh, about a week ago 
I think. 
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mbs. c-banks. But I don’t under- 
stand. Is he here? 

THOMSON. He’s waiting for you. 
(Rises) Yes, we had a great game. 
Hell tell you all about it when you 
land. 

MRS. c-BANKS. I dont landl—Hov/ 
did he get here? 

THOMSON. Poor old Bunny died a 
couple of months ago. 

MRS. C-BANKS. How wickcd of him. 
He might have let me know. 

THOMSON. Perhaps he didn’t think 
you’d care very much one way or 
the other. 

MRS. C-BANKS. Why not? There was 
life insurance— how like him, how 
very like him. Always self-centred. 
Look at the passage money I’ve 
wasted. (Suddenly) Benjamin and 
I are both dead then? 

THOMSON. Quite dead. 

MRS. C-BANKS (hopefulhj) . That 
makes the marriage null and void. 

THOMSON. Your marriage is only 
just beginning. 

MRS. c-BANKS. How droll you are. 
But how nice of you to put it that 
way. 

THOMSON. Now will ypu go ashore? 
You’ll find everything most com- 
fortable. A villa, servants, all you 
want— and your husband waiting— 
with outstretched arms. 

MBS. C-BANKS. Yes, I can see him; 
exactly like a monkey. 
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THOMSON. I hope you will be able 
to see his heart. I know it’s aching 
for you very badly. 

MRS. C-BANKS. How ghastly. 

THOMSON. What’s the matter? 

MRS. C-BANKS. What rigMs he got 
to bob up again like this? 

THOMSON. Every right, and we’re 
very glad to have him here. Your* 
husband is a very useful man. 

MRS. C-BANKS. HoW Well I IoIONV 
that phrase! It has always been 
used of Benjamin in every new 
office he’s undertaken, at the start. 
Later he invariably got the push. 
(henry and ann pass the centre 
door again during this speech, look 
anxiously in and then pass on left. ) 

THOMSON. And do you know why? 
Because of his wife’s malicious 
tongue. 

MRS. C-BANKS (rises, civsses left). 
How dare you? I’m sure I’ve never 
said anything bad about Benjamin. 
I don’t know that I’ve said anything 
good about him, because there’s 
nothing good to say about him. 
(Sits.) 

THOMSON. There is a very gieat 
deal of good in Bunny. But it was 
always stifled back by you. He was 
a staunch, a devoted husband— look 
what he gave i/ou— and what did 
you give in return? Nothing! 

MRS. C-BANKS. But I haven’t seen 
him for years. 

THOMSON. It was your neglect— not 
his. 
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MBS. c-BANKS. Oh, but he looks so 
funny. 

THOMSON. The only funny thing 
about him is that he wants to see 
you. Why he should want to see 
you is beyond me. But he does, and 
he s going to. 

MRS. c-BANKS. And what shall I be 
exactly? 

THOMSON. You’ll be his wife; and 
in time you will leam to be a good 
wife. 

MRS. c-BANKs. I refuse absolutely. 

THOMSON. You cant refuse. (With 
finality.) 

(A long pause.) 

MRS. C-BANKS. I won’t do iti I won’t, 
I won’t. 

DincE. Why won’t you, Mrs. Clive- 
den-Banks? 

MRS. C-BANKS. He knows— ask him. 
(Indicating Thomson.) 

DUKE. Mr. Thomson—? 

(THOMSON is silent, waiting.) 

MRS. C-BANKS (tO THOMSON). YoU 

know as well as I do, it’s his eyes. 
The look in his eyes. You know I 
couldn’t face them any more— 

THOMSON. Yes;— you never could 
look him in the eyes. You’re a 
thoroughly bad lot. You trapped 
him; you were grasping, you made 
him marry you. You— you— you— 

MRS c-BANKS. Don’t let me down 
before him, (Indicating duke.) 

THOMSON. I wouldn’t if you’d been 
a good harlot; but you weren’t, you 
were a bad one. 


MRS. C-BANKS (pousc) , Rather a 
vulgar way of putting it! 

duke. Dear, dear, only a poor un- 
fortunate after all. 

THOMSON. No, Duke, not a poor 
unfortunate. This old woman was 
once a beautiful young girl, out- 
wardly, but she was never an un- 
fortunate, never. She’s been just a 
schemer. And somehow she’s al- 
ways managed to fall on her feet. 
There were two other men before 
she met Cliveden-Banks, richer 
men too than he was then. But she 
saw something steady in Bunny, so 
she made him marry her. He found 
out all about it later— and he’s 
never told her. Too unselfish— too 
"big”— too loyal.— So she goes back 
to him. I hope he beats her— but I 
know he won’t. Anyway, she’ll get 
her punishment. The eyes that 
made her run away.— Only remem- 
ber, Mrs. Cliveden-Banks, it won’t 
be Bunny who’ll know now, it will 
be you and I and everybody except 
Bunny. He’ll have forgotten. (Over 
to left of table.) 

MRS. c-BANKS. Um! Now let me see. 
A villa— servants. And you really 
think Benjamin would idealise me? 
Oh, well, I suppose it might be 
worse. I’ll go. 

THOMSON. Of course you will. 

MRS. C-BANKS. For his sake, yes. I 
see it’s my duty to. Ah, duty, duty, 
such a compelling thing. Speaking 
of duties, there are no customs, 1 
suppose? No. Good. Perhaps you’ll 
both come and dine with the Colo- 
nel and me— one night. Goodbye, 
Mr.— (mooes up centre to door)-- 
er— Tomkins. (Pause) You swine. 
(She goes out,) 
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THOMSON. Phewl this place wants 
fumigating. 

duke. Thomson— what are 'lialf- 
ways r 

(Before Thomson can reply prior 
enters left excitedly,) 

TOM. Duke— Duke! 

DUKE. Yes. (Crosses left,) 

TOM. Make him see me next 

DUKE. Really, Prior— 

TOM. You must, I can’t stand the 
suspense. My nerves aren’t right— 
and I can’t stand it. 

DUKE. There’s nothing to worry 
about. 

TOM (shouts), 1 tell you I can’t 
stand it. I want to be put out. 

THOMSON (turning and coming 
down). What’s the matter, boy? 

TOM. Oh, sir, if you please, I want 
you to deal with me next. It isn’t 
fair treating me like the others— I’m 
very highly strung. 

THOMSON. Come in, boy, come in 
and don’t be frightened. (Passes 
TOM to chair at table right) We’re 
not going to hurt you. (Leading 
him over) There, sit dovm there. 
Now, what’s the trouble? 

» 

TOM. I want to be dealt .with, sir. 
I want to know. 

THOMSON. Calm yourself, boy, calm 
yourself. (Giving him glass) Drink 
this. You’re fond of your drink, 1 
know. 
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TOM. Thanks, sir. (Drinks and then 
holds out glass again,) 

THOMSON. Well, what do you want? 
(Goes right of table and sits,) 

TOM. I want to be killed— I want 
to be killed. 

THOMSON. Um! Healthy outlook 
you’ve got, haven’t you? 

TOM. No, I haven’t. I’m a weak 
character. I want to be let off 
lightly. I want to be hit over the 
head with a stone and finished. 

THOMSON. Duke, send ashore for a 
bag of stones, will you? 

TOM. Oh, don’t joke! I’ll drop all 
sarcasm— it’s the only thing that 
kept me going up till now— but I’ll 
drop it now if you will. 

THOMSON. Certainly. 

TOM. I know— at least I guess what 
you’re doing with the others. You’re 
keeping them going, keeping them 
going with punishment and prom- 
ises and things. Well, I don’t want 
to be kept going. I want blank. 

THOMSON. Impossible. 

TOM. But I’m dead. (Rises) And 
I demand the right to be properly 
dead. I’ve always dreamt about 
being dead— when I’ve slept at all. 

THOMSON. How old are you? 

TOM (sits). Oh, hundreds of years 
—I must be. Give me blank. 

THOMSON. You’re going on like the 
others. You’ve got to. 
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TOM. I won't, I won'tl 
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THOMSON. Youll find it quite easy 
to forget h^re, you know. 

TOM. Easy to forget what? Youre 
not suggesting Tm to go on, and 
without this? (The glass,) 

(MRS. MIDGET appears centre.) 

THOMSON. Yes. 

TOM. Is that all I’m to forget? 
THOMSON. Yes. 

TOM. As if I could! As if I would 
anyway. You damned torturer. I 
see what you want me to do. You 
want me to chuck drink, develop a 
nice clean brain and remember all 
the other horrors! No, I won’t do 
it. It’s all I’ve got, it’s my only 
comfort and if I’m to go on I won’t 
give it up. See? But I’m not going 
to go on. Kill me! There, it’s not 
asking much. And look at all the 
trouble it will spare you. I’m not 
worth saving. I’m not really. 

THOMSON. You’ve suffered. 

TOM. Ha! {As if to say **Haven^t 

in 

THOMSON. Can’t I do anything? 

TOM. No, you can’t. 

MRS. MIDGET {quietly from the 
hack). Perhaps 1 could, sir. 

THOMSON {facing sharply). What 
do you want? 

MBS. MIDGET. My name’s Midget, 
sir. Excuse me bargih’ in as it were. 


THOMSON. I’m very pleased to meet 
you— yes, yes, I know all about you. 
But you’ve no business here yet. 

MRS. MIDGET. Oh, but I havc. You 
see, yer Reverence, when I first 
got on to this big boat nobody 
would speak to me. I was lost as it 
were— was— and then young Mr. 
Prior was very kind to me. ’E spoke 
to me and broke the icicles, as is 
said, and if he is in trouble I really 
don’t feel I could put my ’ead on 
my pillow tonight— if I ’ave one- 
after what ’e done for me. {Goes to 
TOM, touches him) Now what is 
all this fluster and to do, anyway? 
It’s about the booze, ain’t it? 

TOM. Booze— eh? Oh, well— yes- 
drink is certainly mixed up with it. 

MRS. MIDGET. Nasty ’orrid stuff. 

TOM. Beautiful stuff, Mrs. Midget, 

MRS. MIDGET. Mind you I don’t say 
there’s any ’arm in a man ’aving 
’is beer if he wants ’is beer, but 
the man I does object to is the 
man who’s always wanting it. I 
shouldn’t think you’ve ever ’ad 
much of a chance, though, ’ave 
you, sir? 

TOM. I’ve had every chance, Mrs. 
Midget. I was spoilt. I was un- 
grateful. I ruined— Please drop it. 

MRS. MIDGET {pause) . There was 
a girl, too, wasn’t there? 

TOM. Be qui^. 

MRS. MIDGET {another pause). 
There was a girl, though, wasn’t 
there? 

TOM. Oh, yes, there was. How did 
you know? 
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MRS. MIDGET. She was the final old 
’ow do you do, I take it? 

TOM. As you so poetically express 
it, she was, 

(henry and ann appear at door 
centre and unseen by the others 
stand listening apprehensively,) 

MRS. MIDGET. She chucked you, 
didn't she? But you'll be different 
now. I know something about girls 
and— your Reverence (behind tom 
to THOMSON), I daresay this par- 
ticular one might come along here 
some day? 

THOMSON. It's quite possible. But it 
doesn't always follow, Mrs. Midget, 
that just because a boy and girl 
are sweethearts, they always go on 
together here. On the contrary, 
they're sometimes separatedso 
much depends— so much depends. 
(ann utters a faint wail and henry 
leads her further back into the 
shadows up left where they re- 
main enviously watching the rest 
of the scene, mrs. midget looks 
sympathetically at henry and ann, 
then resumes to tom.) 

MRS. midget. What a triumph it 
would be for you if your girl sud- 
denly appeared 'ere and found you 
—mind yer, it might 'appen— set- 
tled down and smart and respect- 
able like, with a good job and a 
decent salary reg'lar every Satur- 
day. (To Thomson) I suppose 
you've got jobs 'ere.^ 'aven’t you? 

THOMSON. Plenty. 

MRS. MIDGET. Now what you want 
is a nice, good, honest, steady re- 
spectable housekeeper who’d take 
care of you. 
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TOM (annoyed). Mrs. Midget— 1 

MRS. MIDGET. Yes, she might do. 
Then all your things would be 
properly looked after. With every- 
thing mended and darned ready 
for yer to put on. Someone to see 
yer didn't sit up too late, too often. 
No fussing mind, and call you in 
the morning with a nice 'ot cup of 
tea. What time do you get upr 

TOM. Oh, don't! 

MRS. midget. Oh, you can *ave 
your drinks, as long as you don't 
let them interfere with your meals 
or take away your appetite. I'm a 
good cook I am, and if you left 
anything untouched it would upset 
me awful. 

THOMSON. Mrs. Midget, you're sug- 
gesting. 

MRS. midget. I was thinking of i^ 
yes. 

THOMSON. Very fine, very fine of 
you. There's a litle cottage waiting 
for you, with a garden by the sea, 

MRS. midget (enthusiastic) , There 
we are then! The very spot. (Sud- 
den change to the practical) 'As it 
got a good sink? 

THOMSON. You don't quite follow. 
True, Mr. Prior is free to do as he 
chooses but he has npt yet arrived 
on the same plane as you have. 
He would not be allowed to live 
there to begin with anyway. 

MRS. midget. Then why can't I m 
where he's going? That's sunj^ 
enough. 

THOMSON. It would mean going 
back to the slums. 
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MRS. MIDGET. And what’s the mat- 
ter with the slums? They’re all 
right. 

TOM. I won’t listen to the idea. 

MRS. MIDGET (pleading). You can 
always give me a week’s notice. 

TOM. I’m not worth bothering 
about. 

MRS. MIDGET. I’m willing to ’ave a 
shot. 

TOM. I can’t understand this ex- 
traordinary interest anyway. 

MRS. MIDGET. One good turn de- 
serves another. Sir, wouldn’t the 
people who spoilt you be glad if 
they knew you was in capable 
’ands? 

TOM. They would be, I suppose. 

MRS. MIDGET. And doing well? 
(With growing fervour.) 

TOM. Er—yes— of course. 

MRS. MIDGET. That might ease 
those ’orrid thoughts of yours a bit 
too, mightn’t it? 

roM. It might. 

MRS. MIDGET. Well then, ain’t it 
worth it, sir? 

TOM. Please don’t keep on calling 
me "sir.” I’m not a gentleman 
really. 

MRS. MIDGET. Aren’t you, sir? 

TOM. No, I’m not. If I were, I 
shouldn’t be hesitating as I am. 
Mr. Examiner, help me. You must 
be experienced in making decisions. 


THOMSON. No, boy, I can’t help 
you in this. It’s your own choice. 

TOM. Duke, I— 

DUKE. You know what Mr. “iliom- 
son said, it’s for you to speak. 

TOM. Very well then. (Pause) I’ll 
go. (Rising. Another Pause) By 
myself! 

DUKE. Prior! 

TOM. I’m not worth bothering 
about. 

THOMSON. And in those very words 
you’ve proved you are! Because 
you really meant ’em. Humility, 
my boy, humility! Take him away, 
Mrs. What’s— er—name and do the 
best you can with him. 

TOM. Mind you, I won’t promise— 
I won’t promise to be good. 

MRS. MIDGET. No, sir, Wc’ll just 
’ope— mutual like. 

TOM (fingering his glass) . It’s going 
to be difficult— yes, it’s going to be 
difficult. 

THOMSON. ThaPs the way. 

TOM. Thanks awfully. (Sets down 
glass) And I will try. 

(He goes out on to the deck and 
off iight. MRS. MIDGET ovcrjoyed 
starts to follow him. ) 

i 

THOMSON. Good day, Mrs. Prior— 
you’re a good mother. 

MRS. MIDGET (turning on Thomson 
ferociously). Blast you, how did 
you find out? Blast you! (Then 
suddenly changing to pleading pitU 
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fully) Youll never tell 'im, will 
you? Promise you'll never let him 
know. 

THOMSON. I promise, 

MRS. MIDGET {going to DUKE and 
clutching him). And you too, sir? 

DUKE. I promise, of course. 

MRS. MIDGET (turning hack). 
Thank you, both. You see he 
mustn't even guess. Oh, sirs, ain't 
it wonderful? He doesn't know me, 
and I've got him to look after at 
last— Without any fear of me dis- 
gracing him, it's 'Eaven, that’s 
what it is, it's 'Eavenl 

TOM (off). Mrs. Midget. 

MRS. MIDGET. He wants me at last 
—yes, dearie. I’m coming. (She 
goes out centre in ecstasy ^ and off 
right.) 

(THOMSON and duke watch her off, 
then with a pleased chuckle, Thom- 
son picks up his hat and goes up 
to door centre.) 

THOMSON. Come along, Duke. 
(Starts out door.) 
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(duke follows but hesitates as he 
sees henry and ann who have 
drawn up toward door, mystified, 
fearful and appealing, as if to say, 
**What about us**? duke looks at 
them sympathetically and stops 
THOMSON, calling his attention to 
them. ) 

duke. Thomson, can't you? 

THOMSON (coming hack a step). 
Oh— is this the— young couple? 

DUKE. Yes, sir. Can't you? 

(henry and ann stand silently ap- 
pealing. ) 

THOMSON (gazes at them thought- 
fully then shakes his head as if re- 
gretfully, and most tenderly). Not 
yet, my children. 

(THOMSON goes out, followed bj 
DUKE. HENRY and ANN Stand hope- 
less and bewildered, they look 
from one to the other curiously; 
then she, terror-stricken in awful 
apprehension of the uncertainty oj 
their plight, at their being ignored, 
at the mystery of it all, suddenly 
clutches henry's arm and holds 
him tightly.) 


CURTAIN 


SCENE 11 


The scene is now as it was before, the small table which was used for t/ni 
meeting having been removed. It is moonlight outside. The moonlight 
pours in through the portholes and through the centre door which is 
wide open. 

SCRUBBY enters from the lep. He collects a few glasses, and places 
them on a tray. He is tidying up. He then goes through the door behind 
the bar. Once more the mysterious drum is heard, and ann appears 
from the deck. 
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ANN. Henry! {Goes to left) Henry! 
Henry, where are you? Ji want you! 
{Up again) Henry! Henry! {Left.) 

HENRY {from centre opening). Yes, 
dear? 

ANN. Where have you been? 
HENRY. Looking at the sea— 

ANN. You know we Ve sailed again. 
HENRY. Yes. 

ANN. Why have we both been left 
behind? 

HENRY. I don’t know, dear. But 
what does it matter, we Ve been 
left together. 

ANN. Yes, you and I. 

HENRY. The lights of that place 
have gone now. {At porthole.) 

ANN {up to HENRY up Centre). 
Where were you just now? Where 
were you? 

HENRY. Looking at the sea. 

ANN {arm in arm down centre). 
I ve taken a dislike to the sea, hus- 
band. It seems to me we should 
keep terribly close. 

HENRY. Why, dear? 

ANN. Can’t you ever feel when 
things are passing over you? Bad 
things, I can. They’re round us 
now, all roimd. They’ve been roimd 
us sinc^ we left that harbour. 

HENRY. Why weren’t we judged? 

ANN. I don’t know^and I don’t 
know why you left me for a while. 
{SUB.) 


HENRY. I thought I heard a dog 
bark. It was Jock. What’s that? 

ANN. What? 

HENRY. Something seemed to touch 
my hand. {He is uneasy) We 
should have insisted on being 
heard, we were cowards. 

ANN. Not because we are ashamed 
of our love. 

HENRY. No. Because we were afraid 
of being separated. 

ANN. Yes. 

(A faint, very faint, sound of break- 
ing glass off right.) 

HENRY {pause— listens) . It’s strange, 
that tinkling noise like glass— sharp 
pieces of glass falling on stone. Do 
you hear it, Ann? 

ANN. No, dear. 

HENRY. My nerves are all on edge. 
I’d have sworn I did. Ann, where 
are we going to? 

ANN. I can’t think. {Rises, pause) 
Perhaps it’s the dreadful house with 
the double staircase in the hall, you 
know. 

HENRYi The stairs I run up and 
down trying to find you. 

ANN. Perhaps it isn’t a dream place 
at all. 

HENRY. And skice we left that har- 
bour I feel we are bound for some 
dimly remembered place. . . . Ann, 
I feel— a breeze like a breath of 
new— of different air. 

ANN. They didn’t question us. Per* 
haps it’s freedom. 



OUTWARD BOUND 


HENRY. Ann, Ann, wife, wife. Don’t 
let’s get away from each other. 
We don’t know where we are, we 
don’t know what’s becoming of us, 
or where we’re going. 

ANN. I don’t really care what’s be- 
coming of me as long as I am with 
my husband. What else matters? 
But if you went away from me— 

HENRY. It seems you’re rather lean- 
ing on me nowl 

ANN. Shares, Henry. 

HENRY. Shares, Ann. 

ANN. You see, I love you. I love 
you so much. I love the way you 
walk, the way you hold your head. 
I love yotL I love your mouth. 
(ann sits down, henry kneels with 
arm round her,) 

henry. My wonderful Ann. They 
won’t separate us now, will they, 
Ann? Nothing can take one from 
the other now? 

ANN. Nothing— nothing. 

henry. Keep close though, keep 
close . . . Are you cold? 

ANN (takes hold of him). No, I’ve 
got you, darling. I’ve got yoii. 

HENRY. Never let go. 

ANN. Why aren’t we closer? I 
thought we would Ije when we’re 
dead. 

HENRY. I thought there would be 
no need for speech. That we, the 
real you and I would drift away 
togedier. Where is the utter com- 
pleteness?— Oh, Ann— Ann— 
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ANN. Supposing, after all, we were 
wrong. 

HENRY. Wrong?— how wrong? Whal 
was that? (Rises,) 

ANN. Just supposing— 

HENRY. Ann— (Listening.) 

(scrubby comes in quickly. He 
puts down the empty tray on bar. ) 

SCRUBBY. Good evening, madam, 
good evening, sir. (Goes left.) 

ANN. Good evening, Scrubby. 

HENRY. Ann!! 

ANN. Yes, dear? 

HENRY. There’s Jock barking. (Step^ 
ping right a pace.) 

ANN. Don’t be silly. 

SCRUBBY. Who’s Jock, ma’am? 

ANN. Our dog— at home. 

HENRY. Listen! Listen! (Stepping 
further right.) 

ANN. Don’t be silly, Henry. 

HENRY. I’d like him to be with us. 
Jock! 

SCRUBBY. Keep close to him, miss, 
if you’ll take my advice, 

HENRY. You can tell us, you can 
help, can’t you? Where are we go- 
ing to? 

SCRUBBY. We just go on like this, 
sir— forwards and backwards— back- 
wards and forwards. 

HENRY. For ever?‘ 
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ANN. Alone? 

SCRUBBY. Yes, quite alone. Until— 

HENRY (slightly excited). Until 
what? Why is this happening to us? 

SCRUBBY. It happens to all half- 
ways like— like we are. 

ANN. But what are we, Scrubby? 
We— we half-ways? 

SCRUBBY. Were the people who 
ought to have had more courage. 

ANN. For what? 

SCRUBBY. To face life. 

ANN. Do you remember how you 
became a half-ways? 

SCRUBBY. Oh, no. IVe been allowed 
to forget. I hope you’ll be allowed 
to forget. It would be too cruel if 
they didn’t let you forget in time 
that you killed yourselves. 

ANN. Scrubby I (A pause— rises,) 

HENRY (cries out). My God! thafs 
it! Now I remember! Suicide! 

SCRUBBY. Keep closer to him, 
madam. 

HENRY. The people who ought to 
have had more courage! I see. 
Thafs what we’ve done that wasn’t 
right. 

ANN. Henry! (Goes to him,) 

HENRY. The little bits are fitting 
together. 


HENRY. Ann, I wanted to forget 
(Collapses oia chair above table) 
Oh, don’t say the damned torture’s 
going to start all over again. We’d 
reached the end of our tether as it 
was. Ann— 

ANN. I’m with you still. ( She stands 
behind his chair and puts her arms 
round him,) 

HENRY. But you can’t face it, Ann, 
you can’t stand it any more. I won’t 
let you suffer— not another second. 
We’ll kill ourselves, dear, and for- 
get in each other’s arms. Then we’ll 
be so happy, sweet, so happy for 
ever. (Pause) Oh, but it’s over. 
We have killed ourselves. And 
we’re not happy. 

ANN. No— we’re not. (Sffs down,) 

HENRY. We can’t stand it, Ann. 

ANN (after a pause). We’ve got to. 

SCRUBBY. Why did you kill your- 
selves? 

ANN (pause). We weren’t married, 
Scrubby. 

SCRUBBY. Weren’t you, madam? Oh, 
you two poor dears. Pardon my 
familiarity. 

HENRY. I was trapped into a mar- 
riage. 

ANN. He’s so guileless. Scrubby. 

HENRY (indicqfing ann). Ann came 
to me in such a wonderful way. It 
was like dawn. 

ANN. They’d been so cruel to him, 
Scrubby. Never an atom of love in 
his whole life before, was there, 
Henry? 


ANN. Dear, don’t worry. 
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HENRY. Never. Ann was the only 
true and good thing IVe ever met. 
We loved. We loved. I gave my 
soul for love as Ann gave hers. We 
got so near each other that we 
knew that there was only one mi- 
nute spiritual barrier between us, 
and that we believed was Death. 
Death can unify utterly. We be- 
lieved that— and yet we are just 
as if we had never died. 

SCRUBBY. You killed yourselves. 

ANN. We should have waited? 

SCRUBBY. Yes. 

ANN. Oh, Scrubby— you don’t know 
the agony we Ve been through. 
The way people talked— the things 
they said. 

HENRY. Lies— such bloody lies! 
(Rises.) 

ANN. They smeared our love- 
smeared— 

HENRY. With their dirty tongues. 

ANN. You see, Scrubby, we didn’t 
conceal it— we didn’t pretend. 

HENRY. We weren’t ashamed. We 
started so proudly, so proudly. 

ANN. Till we were beaten down so 
bruised, so hurt. 

HENRY. But we should have gone 
on? 

t 

ANN. Yes. 

SCRUBBY. And now you children 
are faced with memories. 

HENRY. I remember the long sweep 
Mto the dark. The last thing I saw 
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was Jock’s face against the window. 
I can see him now— almost feel him 
—Jock! (Stooping as if to pet the 
dog) Jock! 

SCRUBBY. Outside the window, sir? 

HENRY. Yes— outside. (To ann) 
And then you, Ann— I haven’t taken 
care of you well enough, and I’ve 
been a coward, (ann rises) Oh! 
to be given back even a little while 
—to try again. Our future here 
isn’t Hell, it isn’t Heaven, it’s past 
imagination. 

SCRUBBY. Eternity. 

HENRY. Ann, Ann, I must save you. 
I promise that I will. I’m the man. 
Oh, it’s my fault, it’s all my fault. 
We didn’t understand, dear, that 
we should have been true and 
brave and fearless. Then nothing 
could have hurt us wherever we 
were, whatever we have been, or 
may be. 

ANN. It’s too late now. 

HENRY (moving away). Let me 
think, dear. There must be a way 
out. Let me think. The air seems 
fresher out here. 

(Walks slowly to the deck and 
leans over rail. After a few seconds 
during the following dialogue, 
walks slowly up and down, passing 
and re-passing the entrance. Gradu- 
ally a bigger pause between each 
pass till he doesnt come past.) 

SCRUBBY (below settee). Don’t let 
him go too far, madam. Call him 
now. 

ANN. Henry! 

HENRY. Ann! 
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ANN. Don't go too far away. 

HENRY (off). No, dear! 

ANN (crosses to scrubby). Why 
Won't people kinder to each other, 
Scrubby? 

SCRUBBY (ann sits left). Being un- 
kind comes more natural to most 
people, I'm afraid. 

ANN. I'd try to be kinder if I had 
it over again. How sad there's no 
one left here to be kind to. 

SCRUBBY (crosses right to table). 
Present company excepted. What 
did you like best in life? 

ANN. I liked so many things. I loved 
the eartl), the scent of the earth, of 
newly cut grass, after rain; and the 
trees, and all clear things like 
water. Are you very lonely. 
Scrubby? 

SCRUBBY. Oh no, ma'am, not on the 
whole. I've all sorts of comforting 
little thoughts locked up in my 
brain, so when I get a bit monoto- 
nous I just turn the key and out 
come the thoughts to dance in 
front of me. Very whimsical and 
entertaining some of them are, too, 
I must say. 

ANN. I do hope we'll get on to- 
gether. When I was living I did 
want people to look after, but I 
had so few friends. Now I've none 
excepting you. 

SCRUBBY. You'll find lots of new 
friends, ma'am. Not quite the same, 
but most consoling. The birds come 
on board occasionally—and the sky 
appreciates a clean, good morning, 
and the sea's in a good temper 


sometimes. Don't always think of 
nature as men and women. If 
you're kind to natiure, nature will 
understand. These are some of my 
comforts. You want the earth again. 
Well, the sea will tell your wish to 
the clouds, maybe, and perhaps 
some little drifting cloud will float 
with the news over to the land, 
and rest above the cool trees and 
the yellow gorse and the grass near 
the chalk pits. So though you can't 
get the earth again, ma'am, the 
earth may knov/. And let's hope 
she will, and send back her kind 
regards and very best wishes. Call 
him again. 

ANN. Call him? Why? He won't be 
far from me. 

SCRUBBY. Call him! 

ANN. Henry! (A pause) Henry! 
(Long pause. Rises and goes up 
centre, exits and returns) Henry! 
Henry! Henry! (Another pause— 
goes out left and re-enters. At open- 
ing left cries out) Henry! Henry! 
(Pause) He must be here. He 
must be here. (She dashes on to 
the deck again. Looks round. Then 
returning cries once more, wildly, 
*^Henryr There is no answer. She 
looks at SCRUBBY questioningly.) 

SCRUBBY. He has gone. 

ANN (screams) . Henry!! You 
haven't looked. 

SCRUBBY. Useless. 

ANN. What do you mean? (Quiet 
now.) 

SCRUBBY. I know what's happened 
to him. 
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ANN. What? 

SCRUBBY. He lives againl 

ANN. Lives I Henry gone back? 

SCRUBBY. The dog, ma’am, out- 
side the window.— Perhaps broke 
through. 

ANN. Henry is gone back, alone. 

SCRUBBY. The dog, ma’am, outside 
the window! to resist the fumes, 
maybe. 

ANN. Gone back. I’ll follow him. 

SCRUBBY. You can’t. 

ANN. Henry wouldn’t leave me 
alone. 

SCRUBBY. He couldn’t help himself, 
madam. 

ANN. But we’ve been dead a week— 

SCRUBBY. A week! A century! A 
moment! There’s no time here. 
He’s gone back, madam. 

ANN. Then I’ll go too. 

SCRUBBY. You can’t. 

ANN. I will. I must! 

SCRUBBY. It’s impossible. 

ANN. 1 will follow. Henry. Henry. 
(Comes down right in front of 
table, facing front \ Henry dear, 
where are you? It’s Ann, dear. 
Where are you, baby? Just tell me 
where you are? Where are you? 
I’ll come, darling. Just tell me. 
Henry! Henry! 
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SCRUBBY. He won’t answer. (Stand- 
ing in shadows left.) 

ANN. Henry. Henry, are you in the 
flat? I believe you are, Henry; you 
mustn’t be there by yourself— you 
won’t know how to manage any- 
thing. 

SCRUBBY. It’s useless. 

ANN. I will follow him. I will. I 
will. Henry, listen, Henry. Our 
love, our great love. (The drum is 
heard again) It’s speaking, Henry, 
the little wedding ring, that wasn’t 
a wedding ring at all— put it on my 
finger again. It's on the mantel- 
piece. Henry, don’t leave me alone 
for ever. It’s Ann, your Ann, who 
wants you. Henry! Henry dear! 
(The drum stops.) 

SCRUBBY. Quiet. Quiet. I heard 
something out there— on the deck. 
(Another pause, then henry ap- 
pears in the centre doorway.) 

ANN (without seeing him, sttU fac- 
ing front). Hello, Henry. 

HENRY (coming down to her 
partly). Hello, Ann. Quick, dear, 
be very quick. There’s only a sec- 
ond or two. I’ve come to fetch you 
home, dear. Ready, sweetheart? 
(Holding out his hand.) 

ANN. Ready, Henry, ready! (Turn- 
ing up and taking his hand.) 

HENRY. We’ve such a lot to do, my 
love. And such a little time to do 
it in. Quick. Quick. 

(They go out together. The drum 
starts again very softly, scrubby 
watches them go.) 
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PART ONE 

NOTE ON PART ONE 

In the interim of darkness between Scenes I and II, II and III, 
III and IV, newsboys are heard shouting latest news from the front. 


SCENE I 

Principals— 1899 

Jane Marryot (aged 31) 

Robert Marryot (aged 35) 

Ellen (aged 25) 

Bridges (aged 40) 

ScENE~The drawing-room of a London house. The room is charmingly 
furnished in the taste of the period. There are two windows at the back 
with a small balcony in front of each of them; apart from this structural 
necessity the decoration and furniture, etc., can be left to the discretion 
of the designer. 

Time— About 11.45 p.m. Sunday, December 31st, 1899. 

When the curtain rises, ellen, the parlourmaid, is discovered setting 
the table with a light supper consisting of sandwiches and cake. She is a 
pleasant-looking woman of twenty-five. 

Enter bridges, the butler, with a bottle of champagne in a bucket of 
ice. He is older than ellen, about forty, with iron-grey hair. 


ELLEN. They won't need cham- 
pagne if they've got 'ot punch, 
will they? 

BRIDGES. You never know; best to 
be on the safe side. 

t 

ELLEN. How was Cook when you 
come up? 

BRIDGES. Running round that 
kitchen like a cat bn a griddle; 
New Year's Eve's gone to 'er 'ead, 
and no mistake. 


ELLEN. She's been queer all day, 
she says she feels like as if it was 
the end of everything. So do I, for 
that matter. 

BRIDGES. Don't start all that over 
again. 

ELLEN. Oh, Alfred! 

BRIDGES. What? 

ELLEN. I can't bear to think what 
it's going to be like when you've 
gone. 
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BRIDGES. Well, don^t. 

ELUSN. I can't 'elp it. 

BRIDGES. It's no use upsetting your- 
self; think of the missus, think of 
all the other soldiers' wives. You're 
in the same boat as wot they are. 

ELLEN. You was never cut out for 
a soldier. 

BRIDGES. Never mind what I was 
cut out for. I am one now. 

ELLEN. What's going to 'appen to 
me and Fanny if anything 'appens 
to you? 

BRIDGES (putting his hands on El- 
len's shoulders). Look 'ere, old 
girl, you married me for better or 
for worse, didn't you? 

ELLEN. Yes, but 

BRIDGES. Well, if this turns out to 
be worse, so much the worse, see? 
And if it turns out to be better 

ELLEN. So much the better— yes, a 
fat lot of comfort that is. 

BRIDGES. Look at the missus, with 
a brother out there ever since the 
beginning, and now 'er 'usband 
going, and two growing boys to 
look after. 

ELLEN. What's the war for, any- 
how? Nobody wanted to 'ave a war. 

BRIDGES. We've got to 'ave wars 
every now and then to prove we're 
top-dog — 

ELLEN. This one don't seem to be 
proring much. 


BRIDGES. 'Ow can you tell sitting at 
'ome 'ere safe and sound? 'Ow can 
you tell what our brave boys are 
suflFering out there in darkest Af- 
rica, giving their life's blood for 
their Queen and country? 

ELLEN. Africa looks very sunny 
and nice in the Illustrated London 
Netos. 

BRIDGES. If this wasn't New Year's 
Eve, I'd lose my temper, and that's 
a fact. 

ELLEN. Well, it wouldn't be the 
first time. You'd better go and get 
the 'ot punch, they'll be in in a 
minute. 

BRIDGES. You mark my words, El- 
len, if we didn't go out and give 
them Boers wot for, they'd be over 
'ere wreakin' 'avoc and carnage 
before you could say Jack Robin- 
son. 

ELLEN. Oh, get along with you. 
(bridges goes out.) 

( ELLEN, puts the finishing touches 
to the table and then, going to the 
windows, she pulls back the cur- 
tains. ) 

(Enter jane marryot. She is a 
handsome woman of about thirty- 
one. She is wearing an evening 
gown and cloak.) 

(Enter Robert, jane's husband, 
following her. He is older, about 
thirty-five, also in evening dress.) 

JANE (throwing off her cloak). I 
thought we should never get here 
in time. I'm sure that cabby was 
tipsy, Robert. How nice the table 
looks, Ellen. Where did those flow- 
ers come from? 

ELLEN. They're from Bridges and 
me, ma'am, with our very best 
wishes, I m sure. 
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JANE. Thank you, Ellen, very much 
indeed. 

ROBERT. A charming thought, El- 
len. Thank you both. 

ELLEN. Not at all, sir— it’s— it’s a 
pleasure indeed. 

(ELLEN withdraws from the room 
covered with respectful embarrass- 
ment. ) 

(jane smiles at Robert.) 

JANE. Small things are so infinitely 
touching, aren’t they? I feel I want 
to cry. Just a few gentle tears to 
usher in the new century. 

ROBERT. Do, by all means, dearest: 
this evening was planned senti- 
mentally. 

JANE. Just the two of us saying, 
“Hail and Farewell.” 

ROBERT. Not farewell quite yet. 

JANE. Soon— dreadfully soon. 

ROBERT. You looked so beautiful 
at dinner. 

JANE. Did I, Robert? 

ROBERT. You look SO bcautiful now. 

JANE. Do I, Robert? 

ROBERT. I expect it’s only that 
dress, really. Very deceiving. 

JANE. Yes, Robert. « 

ROBERT. And that ornament in your 
hair. 

JANE. Yes, Robert. 

ROBERT. And the fact that I love 
you so dearly. 


JANE. After so long. How can you? 

ROBERT. Perhaps you’re hideous 
and ill-dispositioned and tedious, 
really, and I never knew. 

JANE. Perhaps. 

ROBERT. Well, it’s too late now. 
I’m set in the habit of loving you. 
I shall never know the truth. 

JANE. I wonder if the boys are 
asleep. 

ROBERT. Snoring, I expect. 

JANE. Oh, no, Robert; not snoring. 
They both have perfect tonsils. 
Doctor Harrison said so. 

ROBERT. Inherited from their 
mother, dear. You have the most 
exquisite tonsils in the world. 

JANE. You’re in a very facetious 
mood, Robert. It shocks me a little. 
This should be a solemn occasion. 
Your bow is crooked, too, and you 
look rafiBsh. 

ROBERT. RafiBsh? 

JANE (suddenly running into his 
arms). Oh, my darling, my dar- 
ling, why must you leave me? I 
shall miss you so. 

ROBERT (smiling and holding her 
tenderly). The Bugle Call, dear, 
the Red, White and Blue 

Britons never, never, never 
shall be slaves, 

JANE. Don’t tease me— not about 
that. What does it matter about 
the Boers— it can’t matter, really. 
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ROBEBT (seriously). It matters 
about Tim, doesn't it? He's out 
there. 

JANE. Yes, I know, I know, but 

ROBERT. But what? 

JANE (having his embrace). I'm 
sorry, dear. I was nearly behaving 
badly. 

ROBERT. You couldn’t behave badly. 

JANE (lightly). Give him my love 
if you ever see him, if he’s alive. 

ROBERT. Of course he's alive. 
They’re all alive. They’re bound to 
be relieved soon. 

JANE. Everyone has been saying 
that for weeks. 

ROBERT. Baden Powell’s a fine man. 

JANE. How long will it last, the 
war, I mean? 

ROBERT. It can’t last more than a 
few months. 

JANE. Perhaps it will be over before 
you get there. 

ROBERT. Perhaps. 

JANE. I suppose you’d hate that. 
Wouldn’t you? 

ROBERT. Bitterly. 

JANE. Thank Heaven for one thing. 
The boys are too young. They 
won’t have to fight; Peace and Hap- 
piness for them. Oh, please Cod, 
Peace and Happiness for them, al- 
ways. (She hans against the win- 
daw and looks out.) 


(Enter bridges with a bowl of 
punch, followed by:) 

( ELLEN entering, carrying a tray 
of punch glasses and almonds and 
raisins. ) 

BRIDGES. It’s started, sir. Just twelve 
o’clock now. 

ROBERT, open the windows quick. 
(ROBERT takes the punch from 
BRIDGES and fills two glasses.) 
(bridges opens the windows wide.) 
(Outside can be heard the grow- 
ing noise of sirens and chimes of 
bells. ) 

( ELLEN and bridges are about to 
go.) 

JANE (suddenly). Stay and drink 
with us, won’t you? Robert, two 
more glasses. 

BRrocES. Thank you very much, 
ma’am. 

ELLEN. Thank you, ma’am. 

ROBERT (pouring them two glasses 
of punch). Here you are, Jane, 
Ellen, Bridges. 1900—1900. 

JANE. 1900. 

ELLEN and BRIDGES (together). 
1900. 

(Suddenly jane hears a sound up- 
stairs. She puts down her glass 
hurriedly and:) 

(jane runs out of the room.) 

f 

ELLEN. It sounded like Master Joe. 

ROBERT (going to the door and 
calling after jane). Dearest, bring 
them down here. Bring them both 
down. (Coming slowly back into 
the room, smiling) How very im- 
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polite of the twentieth century to {The lights jade as the noise of 
waken the children. chimes and sirens grows louder.) 


SCENE II 

Principals 

Robert 

Jane 

Ellen 

Bridges 

Scene— A Dockside. 

Time— About twelve noon, Saturday, January 27th, 1900. 

Before the stage becomes visible to the audience, down stage on the 
left bridges and ellen appear in a pool of light, bridges is wearing the 
uniform of a Private in the C.I.V. ellen is gaily dressed, but weeping. 


bridges. Be brave, old woman. 

ELLEN. Oh, Alfred, Alfred, my 
eart s breaking. 

bridges. There, there— Til soon be 
back— you see. 

ELLEN. I can’t bear it. 

bridges. Think of the missus— you’ll 
'ave to look after ’er, you know. 

ELLEN. I can’t think of anything 
but you going out among all them 
awful Boers and lying bleeding yer 
’eart out on the battlefield. 

bridges. That’s a cheerful outlook, 
I will say. » 

ELLEN. And Fanny ’aving no father 
and me being widowed for life. 

BRIDGES. You’re getting morbid, 
you know. Fannyll be all right, 
and so will you and so will I. She 


was right as rain when I kissed 
her good-bye. See her laugh, eh? 

ELLEN. She didn’t mean to laugh; 
she’s too young to understand. 

bridges. All the better, I say. I 
could do with a bit of a smile from 
you, now you mention it. 

ELLEN. All right— I’ll try. 

bridges. That’s a girl {He 

kisses her as) : 

{The lights fade on them and a 
steamer siren sounds loudly.) 
{Down stage on the right robert 
and JANE appear in a pool of light. ) 
(ROBERT is in the uniform of a 
C.I.V. officer.) 

(jane is quietly dressed.) 

ROBERT. I think I’d better be get- 
ting aboard. 

jane. It’s come at last, hasn’t it— 
this moment? 
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BOBERT. You’ll be very brave, won’t 
you? 

JANE. Take care of yourself, my 
dearest 

ROBERT. I shall probably be sea- 
sick. 

JANE. Lie down flat on every pos- 
sible occasion. 

ROBERT. Ill try to remember. 

JANE. Bridges will look after you. 

ROBERT. Perhaps hell be lying 
down flat, too. 

JANE. You mustn’t worry about me 
being unhappy when you’ve gone. 
I’m going to keep myself very busy. 
Lady Brandon is organizing an 
enormous relief fund matinee in 
February. She asked me to help 
her, and therell be lots of other 
things, too. I shan’t give myself 
time to feel anything except just 
very proud. 

ROBERT. Ill write and telegraph 
whenever it’s possible. 

{Pause,) 

JANE. This is horrid, isn’t it? 

ROBERT. I really must go. 

Jane. Not just for a minute. 

ROBERT. I’m going to kiss you once 
more now, and then I want you to 
turn away and go on talking, so 


that you won’t see me actually 
leave you. 

JANE {in a stifled voice) , Very well, 
my darling. 

(ROBERT kisses her lingeringly,) 
(Turning away and talking rap- 
idly) Edward and Joe were ter- 
ribly anxious to come, too, but I’m 
glad I didn’t bring them really. Joe 
gets over-excited so easily, and 
he’s had a very bad cold, anyhow. 
Edward could have come, I sup- 
pose, really, but that would have 
UTpset Joe so dreadfully, being left 
alone. Take care of yourself, my 
own dear— you’re not here any 
more, so I can break down a little— 
I felt you go when I said about 
Joe being over-excited— Robert— 
Robert 

(ROBERT has disappeared into the 
surrounding darkness. As she turns 
the lights go up and Robert is 
seen threading his way through 
the crowd to the ship's gangway, 
bridges is waiting for him, and 
they go aboard together, jane 
walks over to ellen, who is sob- 
bing bitterly, and puts her arms 
round her. The crowd is cheering 
wildly, although several mothers 
and sweethearts and wives are 
weeping.) 

(The steamer gives a short blast 
on its siren.) 

(A band strikes up Soldiers of 
the Queen.") 

(The decks of the ship are lined 
with waving soldiers. ) 

(The gangway is pulled away. 
Slowly the ship begins to move 
as:) 

(The lights fade.) 



CAVALCADE 


55 » 


SCENE III 


Principals 

Jane Marryot 
Margaret Harris 
Edith Harris (aged 10) 

Edward (aged 12) 

Joe (aged 8) 

Ellen 

Scene— T/ie same as Scene I. 

Time— About five o* clock on the afternoon of Friday y May 18th, 1900. 

When the lights go up edward and joe marryot and edith Harris 
are discovered playing soldiers on the floor, edward is aged twelve, joe 
eight, and edith Harris about ten. 


JOE (shooting off a cannon). Bang 
—bang, bang, bang. 

EDITH (giving a little squeak). Oh 
—oh, dear I 

EDWARD. How many? 

EDITH. Seven. 

EDWARD (curtly). Goodl You'd bet- 
ter retreat. 

EDITH. I don’t know how. 

JOE. I’m going to shoot again. 

EDITH. I do wish you wouldn’t. 
I’ve only got fourte^ left. 

JOE (yelling). Bang, bang, bang! 
Dirty old Kruger-Sirty old Kru- 
ger — 

EDWARD. Shut up! How dare you 
fire without orders. 


JOE (saluting). I’m sorry, Bobs. 
EDITH. Edward. 

EDWARD. What? 

EDITH. Need I always be the Boers? 
EDWARD. Yes. 

EDITH. Why? 

JOE. Because you’re a girl— only a 
girl. Bang, bang, bang! 

EDITH (struggling with her cannon 
and ammunition). Ill teach you, 
you mean little pig! Bang, bang, 

bang! There! Bang 

( The cannon sticks, so edith 
throws it at joe’s battalion, annihi- 
lating about fifty soldiers.) 

joe (yelling). It’s not fair. 

EDWARD. Be quiet. Edith, that waff 
cheating. 
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EDITH (m tears), Im sick of being 
the Boers— ril never be the Boers 
again, never as long as I livel 
{The door opens.) 

{Enter jane, looking obviously wor- 
ried and nervy.) 

{Enter Margaret karris, follow- 
ing JANE. She is a nicely dressed 
woman of about thirty.) 

JANE. Children, why on earth are 
you making such an awful noise? I 
heard you right down in the hall. 
Edith, what s the matter? Joe be 
quiet. 

EDWARD. Edith doesn’t like being 
the Boers— she’s mutinied. 

JANE. So 1 should think. 

JOE. Bang, bang, bang! 

(joe throws Edith’s cannon back 
Qt her and hits her on the knee.) 
{edjth screams.) 

(jane slaps JOE sharply.) 

JANE. You’re a naughty, wicked, 
little boy. You go upstairs this 
minute. 

(MARGARET rushes to EDITH and 
proceeds to comfort her.) 

MARGARET. Edith, don’t cry— it 
couldn’t have hurt you so very 
much. 

JANE. I can’t bear it. Go away, all 
of you. Edward, take Joe away. 

EDWARD. Sorry, mum. 

JANE. Can’t you play any other 
game but soldiers, soldiers— soldiers 
hurting each other— killing each 
other? Go away from me— go away 

—go away— go away 

(MARGARET, Seeing that jane is in a 
bad state of nerves, bustles all three 
children out of the room.) 


MARGARET. Go along, all of you, 
Edith, I’m ashamed of you, making 
such a fuss. It’s only a tiny little 
scratch. Go upstairs and ask nurse 
to put some Pommade Devigne on 
it. Go along, now. 

{Exeunt edith, edward and joe.) 
(MARGARET shuts the door after the 
children and comes back to jane.) 
(jane is wearily removing her hat' 
in front of a mirror. ) 

(A barrel organ in the street strikes 
up ** Soldiers of the Queen.**) 

JANE. There’s no escape anywhere, 
is there? 

MARGARET. Shall I throw him some- 
thing? 

JANE. Make him go away. 
(MARGARET gocs to the window 
and out on to the balcony.) 

MARGARET. Hi! Hi! 

{The organ stops.) 

Will you please go away further 
down the street? {Throwing some 
money out and returning into the 
room) He’s moving off. Do sit 
down, Jane dear, you’ve been 
standing up all the afternoon. 

JANE {sitting down). Will these 
days never end? 

{The barrel organ starts again, but 
much further off.) 

MARGARET. News Will comc soon. 

JANE. 1 don’t believe I shall see 
either of them^ever again. 

MARGARET. Don’t give way to de- 
spair, Jane. It’s foolish. You must 
have courage. 

JANE. It’s much easier to be brave 
when there’s something to hear. 
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something definite; this long sus- 
pense, these dragging, dragging 
weeks of waiting are horrible. The 
two people I love best in the world, 
so remote from me, beyond reach 
of my love, probably suffering— 
its dreadful, dreadful 

MARGARET. Mafeking is bound to 
be relieved within the next few 
days, all the papers say so. 

JANE. They’ve been saying so for 
months— meanwhile Jim is dying 
there slowly, by inches, starvation 
and disease and horror. I can’t bear 
to think of it and yet I can’t stop 
thinking. I wake at night and see 
his face, as he was when he was 
a little boy. He was always aw- 
fully plucky, my little brother, and 
so very, very dear to me. (She 
breaks down.) 

(Enter ellen with tea. She places 
it on the table and looks enquir- 
ingly at MARGARET.) 

(MARGARET shokes her head.) 

MARGARET. No news yet, Ellen. 
We’ve been standing outside the 
Mansion House for hours, and 
then we went to Fleet Street to the 
newspaper offices. 

ELLEN (to jane). Havc a nice cup 
of tea, ma’am, it’ll make you feel 
better. 

JANE. Thank you, Ellen. 

ELLEN. There ain’t^ no cause to 
worry about the master, ma’am; 
he’s all right. I feel it in me bones. 
You see, he’s got my Alfred with 
’im, and if anything ’appened to 
either of them we’d be bound to 
’ear from one of them, if you know 
what 1 mean. 
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JANE. You must be fearfully wor- 
ried, too, Ellen. 

ELLEN. Well, on and off, I am, but 
I say to myself— no news is good 
news, and what must be must be, 
and you’d never believe how it 
cheers me up. 

(ellen goes out.) 

MARGARET. Poor Ellen! 

(A newsboy runs by, shouting.) 

jane (jumping up). Quick! Quick 
Give me a halfpenny. 

(jane rushes on to the balcony and 
leans over.) What is it, Ellen— 
what is it? 

(ellen apparently answers **noth- 
ing much,** and jane returns wea- 
rily). Ellen’s up those area steps 
like lightning every time a paper 
boy passes. No news is good news. 
What must be must be. Oh, God! 
(MARGARET gcts up With an air of 
determination. ) 

MARGARET. Now, look here, Jane. 
I’m going now, and I shall be back 
at a quarter to seven. 

JANE. A quarter to seven— why? 

MARGARET. Wc’rc going out to dine 
at a restaurant and we’re going to 
a theatre. 

JANE. A restaurant! A theatre! I 
couldn’t! 

MARGARET. You could and you will 
—it’s senseless sitting at home all 
by yourself fretting and worrying, 
and it doesn’t do any good. I’ll get 
Ronnie James to take us, and if he 
can’t, we’ll go by ourselves, and I 
don’t care what people say. We’ll 
go to something gay— they say 
“Mirabelle” is very go^. 
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JANE. I can’t, Margaret— it’s very 
sweet of you, but I really can’t. 

MARGABET. I am now going home 
to have a bath and put on my new 
Redfem model, and I shall be back 
at a quarter to seven. 

JANE. Margaret— no, really, I 

MARGARET (kissing jane). Don’t 
argue— just do what you’re told. 

JANE. I haven’t anything to wear. 

MARGARET. Nonsensel You have 
your blue “Worth” and if that won’t 
do, put on your presentation gown, 
feathers and alll 

JANE. Margaret, don’t be so silly. 

MARGARET. I mean it— it’s a gesture. 
Robert and Jim would hate to think 
of you weeping and wailing. 
They’re being gallant enough. We’d 


better try and be gallant, too. We’ll 
dine at ^e Caf6 Royal. 

JANE. Margaretl 

MARGARET. Be ready at a quarter to 
seven. 

(MARGARET goes out, JANE makes a 
movement to call Margaret back 
and then subsides into her chair. 
Suddenly directly under the win- 
dow another barrel organ strikes up 
^^Soldiers of the Queen/* jane 
jumps up and runs to the window, ) 

JANE (on balcony). Go on, then- 
play louder— play louderl Soldiers 
of the Queen— wounded and dying 
and suflFering for the Queen! Play 
louder, play louder! 

(She comes back into the room 
laughing hysterically and proceeds 
to kick the children*s toy soldiers 
all over the room; finally collapsing 
on to the sofa in a storm of tears 
as:) 

(The lights fade,) 


SCENE IV 


Principals 

Jane 

Margaret 

Mirabelle 

Ada 

Edgar 

Tom Jolly 

Six C.I.V. Girls 

Ghorus 

Stage Manager 


Scene— A theatre. 

Time— A fcowf 9 p,m, Friday, May 18th, 1900, 

Before the lights go up, a spotlight Muminates jane and Margaret in 
evening clodks and gowns sitting in a stage box left. When the lights go 
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up, H i$ seen that they are watching a typical musicid comedy of the 
period. 

A Sextette of ample girls are singing a song called *"The Girls of the 
C.I.V./* dressed rakishly in C.I.V. uniforms. 

We re the girls of the C.I.V. 

Form fours, get in line, one two three. 

For our bravery is such 

That the Boers won't like it much 

When we chase them across the veldt and teach them double Dutch 

We re the girls of the C.I.V. 

And we re out for a lark and a spree 

In our uniforms so stunning 

We shall soon have Kruger running 

From the girls of the C.I.V. 

The Scene on the stage is excessively rural, with apple blossom pre- 
dominating. When the girls have finished their number, they bounce 
off and: 

The leading lady, mirabelle, enters. She is in reality a Princess, but 
has disguised herself as a farm girl in order that she might conceivably 
find a young man to love her for herself alone. Her costume is charming 
but slightly inappropriate for manual labour. 

She is met down stage by LiEunr. edgar tyrell, r.n., a wooden young 
man with an excellent tenor voice. 


EDGAR (saluting). We meet again. 

mirabelle (curtseying). Yes, in- 
deed. 

EDGAR. It seems a sin that beauty 
so rare should be hidden for ever 
in this small country village. 

MIRABELLE. Flattererl 

EDGAR. No, no, I mean it. 

MIRABELLE. You are a sailor, sir, 
and I have been warned about 
sailors. 

EDGAR. What have they told you? 

MIRABELLE. That sailors are fidde, 
and that when they have loved a 


maid they sail away and leave her 
lonely. 

EDGAR. Do you believe that? 

MIRABELLE. I hardly know. 

EDGAR. Dearest, dearest Mirabelle 
—my heart is at your feet. 

MIRABELLE (gaily). Pick it up, sir, 
pick it up. 

EDGAR. Ah, do not tease me. Look 
into my eyes— can you not see the 
lovelight shining there? 

MIRABELLE. I loiow nothing of love. 

EDGAR. Let me teach you. 

MIRABELLE. I Icnow nothing of life. 
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MIRABELLE WALT7 

LOVER OF MY DREAMS 

SHE. A simple country maid am I, 

As innocent as any flower. 

The great big world has 
pass'd me by. 

No lover comes my way to 
greet me shyly in my 
bower. 

HE. Ohy say not so! 

Such modesty enchants me: 

Could I but stay to while 
away with you a happy 
hour. 

SHE. It must be Spring that fills 
my heart to overflowing. 

Ah, whither am I going? 

What is the voice that seems 
to say: 

Be kind to love, don't let him 
call to you unknowing. 

HE. If true love comes to you 
don't turn your face away. 

SHE. Maybe *tis something in the 
air; 

For Spring is made for lovers 
only. 

HE. Live for the moment and 
take care 

Lest love should fly and leave 
us lonely. 

BOTH. Ah, if love should leave us 
lonely. 

REFRAIN 

SHE. AH my life I have been wait- 
ing 

Dreaming ages through; 

Until today I suddenly dis- 
cover 


The form and face of he who 
is my lover. 

No more tears and hesitat- 
ing; 

Fate has sent me you. 

Time and tide can never 
sever 

Those whom love has bound 
forever. 

Dear lover of my Dreams 
come true. 

HE. All my life I have been wait- 
ing, 

SHE. All my life I have been wait- 
ing, 

HE. Dreaming ages through; 

SHE. Dreaming ages through; 

HE. Until today I suddenly dis- 
cover 

SHE. Until today I suddenly dis- 
cover 

HE. The form and face of she 
who is my lover. 

SHE. The form and face of he 
who is my lover. 

HE. No more tears and hesitating; 

SHE. No more tears and hesitating; 

HE. Fate has sent me you— Time 
and tide can never sever, 

SHE. Fate has§ sent me you and 
tide can never sever 

HE. Those whom love has bound 
for ever, 

SHE. Those whom love has bound 
for ever. 
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jm. Dear lover of my Dreams 
come true, 

SHE. Dear lover of my Dreams 
come true, 

BOTH. Dear lover of my 
Dreams come true. 

Dear lover of my Dreams 
come true. 

Dear lover of my Dreams 
come true. 

(Enter tom jolly, comedian. He is 
dressed as a common sailor.) 

(Enter ada with tom (soubrette). 
She is dressed as a dairymaid.) 

TOM. If I make a noise like a cow 
—would you kiss me? 

ADA (laughing). Perhaps. 

TOM. Moo— moo. (He tries to kiss 
her.) 

ADA. No, nol Tm frightened of 
bulls. 

TOM. If I make a noise like a sheep 
—then? 

ADA. Who knows! 

TOM. Baa, baa, baa 

ADA. No, no— no good at all. 

TOM. ni sing, then. Sailing, sailing, 
over the bounding main! 

ADA. ni kiss you now. I love donk- 
eys! 

FUN OF THlg FARM 

VERSE 

ADA. Tho* sailors are so brave and 
bold, 

It really must be dreadfully 
cold 

To sail across the sea. 


TOM. I quite agree, 

I quite agree, 

Ym sick of ihe ocean wild 
and free, 

Heigho, heigho, this is the 
place for me. 

ADA. Now 1 am weary of the town 
And feel inclined to settle 
down 

A milk pail on my arm, 

TOM. I feel afraid, 

A London maid 
Would never know how the 
eggs are laid. 

ADA. Yd find a cow 

And milk *til the pail was 
full, 

TOM. Yd shear the sow 

And probablu milk the 
bull. 

BOTH. You must agree 

That it would be 
The height of true rusticity 
If you and I should settle on 
on a farm. 

REFRAIN 

BOTH. Oh, the Fun of the Farm- 
yard, 

The roosters are crow- 

ing. 

The cattle are lowing. 
The turkeys go gobbly gob- 
blu goo; 

This really is an alarm yard, 

ADA. Like little Bo-Peep, 

I lose my sheep. 

And cannot find them any- 
where. 

TOM. I ought to be shot. 

For I forgot 

To coax the horse to meet 
the mare. 
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BOTH. 

Who left the canary 
Locked up in the dairy? 

ADA. 

Cheep, cheep, cheep, 
cheep. 

TOM. 

Snort, snort, snort, snort. 

ADA. 

Moo, moo, moo, moo. 

TOM. 

Cock a doodle doodle 
do! 

BOTH. 

Oh, dear, far from being a 
calm yard, 

Quack, quack, quack, 
quack. 

All the fun of the farm. 


roM. Tell me something, Ada. 
ADA. What? 


TOM. You re no dairymaid, are you? 

ADA. Mr. Inquisitive. 

TOM. What are you? 

ADA {curtseying). Lady’s maid to 
the Princess Mirabelle. 

(mibabelle enters unobserved at 
the back,) 

TOM. The Princessl Then he’ll win 
his bet, after all. 

ADA. Who? What bet? 

TOM. Lieutenant Edgar. All the 
officers of the ship wagered him 
that he would not win the hand 
of the Princess Mirabelle. He said 
he'd marry her if she was ugly as 
sin; he needs the money. 

{edgar enters,) 

jSdgab. What are you doing here, 
Tom? 

TOM* Just farmingl {Laugh.) 


MmABELLE. Stopi 

{Enter full chorus.) 

FINALE 

CHORUS. What is—ujhat is the 
matter here? 

MIRABELLE. Kind frietids, you 

heard my call. 
And so I thank you all 
For while you chatter 
here 

My heart has been be- 
trayed, 

EDGAR. Ah, no— not so. 

What foolish words 

you scatter here, 
*Tis naught but your 
pride thafs hurt 
I am afraid, 

CHORUS. Who can he be, 

'Tis plain to see. 

He seems to know 
her well. 

Who is this man 
Who dares offend 
The Princess Mira- 
beUe? 

MIRABELLE. You'vc lied to me and 
cheated me, 

ADA. Madame, dont let him 

see 

Your poor heart break- 
ing. 

EDGAR. Whatever the future 

• be. 

True love you are mis- 
taking, 

WALTZ REFRAIN FINALE 

All my life I have been dreaming, 

Now my dreams must die. 
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Within my heart I felt a song 
awaken. 

And now I find a melody forsaken. 
All your vows were base and 
scheming, 

AU our Love*s a lie. 

Cruelly you would deceive me. 
All I say to you is .. . 

(Enter stage manager, who raises 
his hand for silence.) 

STAGE MANAGER. Ladies and gen- 
tlemen— -Maf eking has been re- 
lieved. 
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(jane in her box utters a cry of 
relief.) 

(The players on the stage cheer 
wildly arid the lights fade.) 

(The cheering is heard through the 
darkness; when the lights come up 
the audience is discovered cheer- 
ing, waving hats and handker- 
chiefs, and programmes are flutter- 
ing from the crowded balconies; 
some of the audience join hands 
and sing “Auld Lang Syne.^ The 
lights fade.) 


SCENE V 


Principals 

Mrs. Snapper 

Cook 

Annie 

Ellen 

Bridges 

Cabby 

Scene— TAe kitchen of a London house. It is a typical basement kitchen. 
There is a door at the back opening on to the area steps, also two win- 
dows. Another door communicating with the upper parts of the house, 
and a small door leading into the scullery. 

Timje— A bout 5 p.m. Monday, January 21st, 1901. 

When the lights go up cook is making toast in front of the range. 

MRS. SNAPPER (ellen s Mother) is sitting on a chair beside a mail-cart 
in which reposes (mercifully invisible to the audience) the infant fanny. 

ANNIE, a scullery-maid, stands about with her mouth open, obviously 
in a state of considerable excitement, occasionally putting ineffective fin- 
ishing touches to th(i table. 


cook. 'Ere, Annie, 'old this fork a 
minute, or well have to call the 
Fire Brigade to put my face out. 
(ANNIE takes the fork, cook fans 
herself wUh her aj^on.) 


MRS. s. I once knew a woman 
whose front ^air caught fire when 
she was making toast, and before 
you could count ten the *ole room 
was ablaze. They^ never "ave been 
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able to recognise her remains if it 
*adn t been for ’er cameo brooch. 

COOK. They must ’ave known who 
she was. ( Coming over to the maiU 
cart) And ’ow’s her ladyship— 
who s a lovely girl, eh? Don’t bum 
that toast, Annie. (She clicks her 
tongue at the infant fanny) Yer 
dad’s cornin’ ’ome, ducks, safe and 
sound. (She chants in order to en- 
tertain fanny) Safe and sound, 
safe and sound. 

MRS. s. I only ’ope ’e is safe and 
soimd, I’m sure. 

COOK. The telegram said ’e was. 

MRS. s. Maybe it was a lie to spare 
Ellen’s feelings. 

COOK. You’re a cheerful one, I must 
say. 

MRS. s. When I was a girl a friend 
of mine’s ’usband come back un- 
expected from the Crimea with no 
legs at all. 

(This is too much for annbe, who 
drops the toast and goes off into 
snuffles of laughter.) 

COOK. Stop it, Annie— now look 
what you’ve done— cut another 
piece, quick, they’ll be ’ere in a 
minute. 

MRS. s. I do ’ope Ellen didn’t cry 
at the station, it does make her nose 
so red. 

COOK. Alfred will be so pleased to 
see ’er ’e won’t mind if it’s red or 
blue. Come on, Annie, ’urry. 

ANNIE. ’Ere they are. 

COOK. ’Ere, quicki The rosette for 

baby. (She rushes to the dresser 


and snatches up a red, white arkl 
blue rosette) You pin it on ’er, 
Mrs. Snapper, while I tidy me ’air. 

ANNIE (at window). They’ve come 
in a cab. Oo-er! 

( There is a great air of tension and 
excitement in the kitchen, while 
Ellen’s and bridges’ legs appear 
down the area steps. The cabby 
follows with bridges’ kit-bag, 
which is dumped in the passage. 
bridges enters first, looking very 
hale and hearty.) 

BRIDGES (entering). You settle the 
cab, Ellen, I want to see my love- 
a-duck. ’Alio, Cook— ’alio, Ma— 
where’s my girl? (He kisses cook 
and MRS. SNAPPER, and then puts 
his head inside the pram) ’Alio, 
Fanny. Coo, ’aven’t you grown. 
Ma, you ’aven’t ’arf bin feedin’ ’er 
up. (He makes delighted gurgling 
noises and prods the baby with his 
finger) See ’er laugh— she knows 
’er dad. (He puts his head inside 
again apparently kissing her heart- 
ily. ELLEN comes in flushed and 
happy.) 

ELLEN. I thought that train would 
never come— an whole hour I 
waited— an’ all the people yellin’ 
and screamin’. ’Ere, Alfred, take 
yer great ’ead out of that pram, 
you’ll frighten ’er. 

BRIDGES (withdrawing). She knows 
me, that’s wot— she knows ’er old 
dad. Look at ^’er rosette and all, 
smart as my eye. (He turns and 
sees ANNIE ) ’Ere, who’s this? We 
’aven’t ’ad the pleasure. 

ELLEN. This is Annie. 

BRIDGES. ’Ullo, Annie. 
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ANNIE {giggling). Welcome ome, 
Mr. Bridges, (annie and bridges 
shake hmds.) 

BRIDGES (putting his arm round 
MRS. snapper). Well, Ma, ’ows 
everything? 

MRS. s. I mustn’t grumble. 

bridges. So I should just think not. 
I got a surprise for you. 

MRS. s. What is it? 

BRIDGES. Ellen knows; I told ’er in 
the cab. Tell ’er, Ellen. 

ELLEN. No, you. Go on. 

BRIDGES. Well, you know I said in 
my letters about a lad called Smart 
— ’Erbert Smart. 

COOK. Yes. Ellen read your letters 
aloud. 

BRmGES. Not all of ’em, I ’ope. 

ELLEN. Get on with you, you never 
let yourself go further than a P.S. 
and a couple of crosses. 

BRIDGES. Well, ’Erbert Smart’s got 
a pub, see, and he’s staying out in 
Africa, and I’ve bought it from ’im 
cheap, see? So much a year until 
it’s paid off. We always wanted to 
’ave somewhere of our own, and 
you can come and live with us, 
Ma— ’ow’s that suit?, 

MRS. s. A pub— is it a respectable 
pub? 

BRIDGES. All depends ^ow you be- 
have, Ma, you Imow what you are 
when yoifve ’ad a couple. 


MRS. s. (sniggering). Oh, Alfred, 
’ow can you? 

BRIDGES. Well, what d’you think 
about it? 

MRS. s. It sounds lovely— but ’ow 
about them upstairs? 

BRIDGES. That’s all right. I took the 
master into me confidence. He 
wished me luck. 

MRS. s. (breaking down). Oh, dear, 
I can ’ardly believe it, not ’aving 
to live alone any more— oh, dear! 

BRIDGES. ’Ere, cheer up, Ma. Come 
on, ’ave a cup of tea. There ain’t 
nothing to cry about. Let’s all ’ave 
tea, for God’s sake. Come on. Cook, 
me old girl— ’ow’d you like to be a 
barmaid, eh? 

(They all sit down to tea, a grand 
tea with eggs and shrimps. Every- 
body is talking at once. Suddenly 
the cry of a newsboy outside cuts 
through their conversation.) 

BRIDGES. What’s ’e yelling about? 

COOK (giving annie a halfpenny), 
’Ere, Annie, go and get one, quick. 
(annie runs out of the area steps. 
There is silence in the kitchen.) 

BRIDGES. What’s up? What’s the 
matter? 

ELLEN. It isn’t anything to concern 
us. 

COOK. Ellen, ’ow can you— it con- 
cerns the whole countty. 

(annie comes clattering back with 
the paper, bridges snatches paper 
from annie and reads it.) 
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BRIDGES {reading), Whewl The 
Queen— it says she's sinkingl 

MRS. s. There now— I told you so. 

COOK {taking paper). Let’s 'ave a 
look. 

ANNIE. She's very old, ain’t she? 


COOK. Be quiet, Annie. What's that 
got to do with it? 

ANNIE. Well, I never seen 'er. 

BRIDGES. I 'ave— driving along Bird- 
cage Walk once— years ago. Cool 
England won't 'arf seem funny 
without the Queen! 

{The lights f^e out,) 


SCENE V I 


Principals 

Robert 

Jane 

Margaret 

Edith 

Edward 


Scene— Kensington Gardens. There is a row of high railings down stage 
so that the audience can see through them the trees and shrubs a^ 
seats and people and dogs. 

Time— About noon, Sunday, January 27th, 1901. 

During the course of this scene there should be no word spoken. Every- 
one is in black and they walk slowly as though perpetually conscious of 
the country’s mourning. Even the children are in black and one woman 
leading a large brown dog has tied an enormous black crepe bow on to 
his collar, 

ROBERT and jane walk slowly from the left, followed by edward and 
fOE. 

• Margaret Harris and edith come from right. 

They all meet and carry on a subdued conversation for a moment 
stentre, and then part and go their different ways as: 

The lights fade on the scene. 



CAVALCADE 


565 


SCENE VII 


Principals 

Jane 

Mabgaret 

Edward 

Joe 

Edith 

Ellen 

Bridges 

Cook 

Annie 

ScENE—Drati;ing-foom of a London House, 

Time— A bout noon, Saturday, February 2nd, 1901, 

When the lights go up, the children, edward, joe and edith, all in 
black, are discovered out on the balcony. 

MARGARET and JANE are seated on the sofa. 

There is a small table beside Margaret and jane on which there is 
hot cocoa and cake. 


joe (on balcony). Mum, mum, 
there’s a policeman on a lovely 
white horse! 

jane. Don’t jump about, darling, 
and get hot and excited. Edward, 
keep Joe as quiet as possible. 

EDWARD. All right, mum. 

JANE. More cocoa, Margaret? 

MARGARET. No, thank you, dear. 

JANE. I feel listless* and sad, as 
though her death were a personal 
grief. Strange, isn’t it? 

MARGARET. I think cveryone feels 
that. (She rises and goes to the 
window) All those crowds and 
crowds of people; they’ve been 


waiting for hours so patient and 
quiet. There’s hardly a sound. 

JOE (running in). Mum, could I 
ever be a policeman? 

JANE. Perhaps, darling— if you’re 
good. 

JOE. Are all policemen good? 

JANE. Yes, dear, as good as gold. 

JOE. Why did Queen Victoria die, 
mum? 

JANE. Because she was a very old 
lady, and very tired. 

JOE. Could I have another piece of 
cake? 
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JANE. You won't be able to eat any 
luncheon. 

JOE. rd rather have the cake. 

JANE (smiling). Very well, then—a 
small piece. Take some out to Ed- 
ward and Edith. 

JOE. Thanks, mum. (joe dashes out 
on to the balcony with the cake.) 

MARGARET. How proud you must 
feel, Jane. All your troubles are 
over— Robert’s home, Jim’s home. 
Robert has a V.C. 

JANE. Jim ought to have a V.C. too. 
All those dreadful months. 

EDWARD (rushing in). They’re com- 
ingl They’re coming! Quick— quick! 

JANE (rising). Run and fetch Ellen 
and Bridges and Cook. 

(EDWARD tears out of the room, joe 
rushes in.) 

joe. Mum, please come out. I 
dropped a bit of cake. I couldn’t 
help it— Edward pushed me. 

(jane goes out and looks over. An 
unintelligible voice is heard be- 
low.) 

JANE (leaning over) . I’m very sorry, 
it was an accident. (The voice 
mumbles something) He didn’t 
throw it— he dropped it. It was an 
accident. (She comes in again) Did 
you throw it, Joe, on purpose? (joe 
hangs his head) You’re a very 
naughty little boy indeed, and I’ve 
a very good mind not to let you 
see the procession at all. 

(EDITH comes in. Following edith 
are edward, ellen, bridges, cook 
and ANNIE, very smartened up.) 

EDWARD. Mum, will father be rid- 
ing in the beginning part or the 
end part? 


JANE. The beginning, I think. Cook, 
you’d better come out here, Annie, 
too. Ellen, look after them, will 
you? Bridges, oughtn’t you to be 
wearing a coat, it’s very cold? 

BRIDGES. I’m all right, thank you, 
ma’am. Warm as toast. 

EDWARD (on balcony). Here they 
come— quickly, mum! 

(Everybody crowds out on to the 
two balconies. There is dead si- 
lence and then far away the solemn 
music of the Dead March is heard. 
As it draws nearer the children 
jump about excitedly.) 

JOE (suddenly). Look, look— there’s 
father— there’s father! 

JANE. Shhh! Joe, be quiet— keep 
still. (The procession continues. 
Suddenly there is an outburst of 
cheering from the crowd which is 
instantly subdued) That’s Lord 
Roberts. He held up his hand to 
stop them cheering. 

JOE. Is that Bobs, mum— is that 
Bobs? 

EDWARD. Look, look— one-armed 
Giffard. Oh, mother, look 

JANE. Shhh! Now then, Joe, Ed- 
ward, stand absolutely still— to at- 
tention, like father showed you. 
(The BOYS stand rigid with their 
hands to their sides, bridges stands 
rigid with his hands to his side, on 
the other balcony. The music swells 
as the band passes directly under- 
neath them. As it begins to die 
away cook bursts into tears.) 

JANE, Five kings riding behind her. 

joe. Mum, she must have been a 
very little lady. 

(The lights fade.) 



CAVALCADE 


565 


SCENE VIII 


Principals 

Robert 

Jane 

Duchess of Churt 
Major Domo 

Scene— The Grand Staircase of a London house. The head of the staircase 
is down stage. The stairs descending downwards and out of sight. Behind 
the well of the staircase, can be seen between columns, the beautifully 
decorated ballroom in which an orchestra is playing the popular waltzes 
of the day and people are dancing. The Ball is in full swing. 

Time— About 11 p.tn. Thursday, May 14th, 1903. 

When the lights go up, the full splendour of a typical Edwardian Ball 
should, if possible, burst upon the audience. 

On the right and left of the staircase a balustraded balcony leads to 
the ballroom at the entrance of which footmen stand with programmes 
to hand to the guests. 

The DUCHESS OF CHURT Stands near the head of the stairs. 

Near the duchess of chuiat stands the major domo, who announces 
each guest in stentorian tones. 

There is a steady babel of conversation and music, but above it all can 
be heard the names of guests as they are announced. One by one, or 
sometimes escorted, come the great beauties of the day. They are all re- 
ceived by the duchess and then make their way towards the ballroom. 
Finally the major domo announces: “sir Robert and lady marryot'' 
and: 

ROBERT and JANE appear, Robert with full decorations, and jane in an 
elaborate ball gown. As they are received by their hostess: 

The lights fade and the curtain falls. 


END OF part I 
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PART TWO 


SCENE I 
Principals 

Jane 

Edward (aged 18) 

Ellen 

Fanny (aged 7) 

Mrs. Snapper 

George 

Flo 

Bridges 

Scene— T/ i^ Bar Parlour of a London pub. 

Time— A bout 5 p,m, Saturday, June 16th, 1906. 

When the curtain rises High Tea is just over. Seated round the table 
are jane, edward, mrs. snapper, flo and george Grainger, flo and 
GEORGE are very smartly got up. ellen is seated at the piano with her 
back to the room, fanny (aged 7) is dancing. When the dance is fin- 
ished everyone applauds. 


JANE. She dances beautifully, Ellen. 
Come here, dear, (fanny goes to 
her) I knew you when you were a 
little tiny baby. 

FLO. She s a bom dancer, if you 
ask me— haighly talented, haighly. 

ELLEN (leaving the piano). She 
certainly does love it. On the go 
all day she is, jigging about. 

MBS. 3 . Can I press you to another 
cup, your ladyship? 

JANE, No, thank you, we really 
must be going m a moment. 

VLO (to edwabd). 'Ow was Hox- 


ford when you left it, Mr. Mar- 
ryott? 

EDWARD. Awfully nice. 

FLO. IVe never been there mayself, 
but George 'as, haven't you, 
George? 

GEORGE. Oh, yes, nice place, Ox- 
ford. Very antique— if you know 
what I meant, 

ELLEN. I'm so glad to 'ear the mas- 
ter, Sir Robert, is well. 

JANE. He was so sorry not to be 
able to come down, but as you 
know, he's a very busy man these 
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days. He wished very specially to 
be remembered to you and your 
husband. Hell be sorry to hear that 
he's ill. 

GEORGE. 111! Alf illl What's wrong 
with him? 

(MRS. SNAPPER Tiudges GEORGE vio- 
lently. ELLEN speaks hurriedly.) 

ELLEN. Before you and Flo come, 
George, I was explaining to 'er 
Ladyship about poor Alfred's bad 
leg. 

GEORGE. Bad leg? 

MRS. s. {frowning at george). Yes, 
very bad— 'e's been in 'orrible 
agony since Sunday. 

GEORGE. Where is 'e? 

ELLEN. Upstairs in bed. 

GEORGE. I'll pop up and see 'im. 

ELLEN. He's asleep now. 

FLO. 'Ow did 'e come to 'ave the 
haccident? 

MRS. s. {firmly and with great em- 
phasis). Cycling, Flo. He was cy- 
cling and 'e fell orf. 

FLO. I didn't know 'e 'ad a cycle. 

MRS. s. 'E 'asn't any more. 

JANE {rising). Well,* you will tell 
him how sorry we were not to have 
seen him, won't you? And I do 
hope he'll soon be quite well again. 
Come along, Edward. We really 
must go now. 

&DWARD (rising). All right, Mother. 
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ELLEN. It was so kind of you, 
ma'am, to come all this way to see 
us and to bring Fanny that lovely 
doll, and everything. Fanny, come 
and say good-bye to 'er ladyship. 
(fanny makes an abortive effort 
at a curtsey, jane bends down and 

kisses FANNY.) 

JANE. Good-bye, Fanny. {To mrs. 
snapper) Good-bye, Mrs. Snapper. 
{She shakes hands) Good-bye. 
{She bows to flo and george.) 

FLO. Pleased to 'ave made your 
acquaintance. I'm sure. 

JANE {to ELLEN ). Good-bye, Ellen, 
it's been delightful seeing you 
again, and to find you well and 
happy. Don't fail to remember me 
to Bridges; my husband and I miss 
you both still; it seems only yester- 
day that you were with us. 

ELLEN. We miss you, too, ma'am. 

JANE. Time changes many things, 
but it can't change old friends, can 
it? 

ELLEN {emotionally). No, ma'am. 
Oh, no, ma'am. 

(EDWARD, who has been saying his 
good-bye to mrs. snapper and flo 
and GEORGE, joins jane. ) 

EDWARD. Good-bye, Ellen. C^ood 
luck. 

ELLEN. Good-bye, Master Edward. 

Thank you for coming 

(jane and edward are about to 
leave when the street door bursts 
open and bridges staggers into the 
room. He looks unkempt and un- 
shaven, and is obviously drunk. 
There is a moment of horrible si- 
lence. BRIDGES sees JANE and Ed- 
ward and pulls up short.) 
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ELLEN (m agonised tones). Oh, Al- 
fredl 

BRIDGES. Ow! So thats why you 
wash trying to get me out of the 
way 

MRS. s. Alfred Bridges, be'ave your- 
self and take yer ’at orf. 

BRIDGES (bowing low to jane). 
Pleashed to see you again, milady. 
I’m shure— welcome to our ’ovel. 
{He lurches toward jane, jane 
makes an instinctive movement 
away from BRmGES. BRroGES draws 
himself up unsteadily) Owl I shee 
proud and ’aughty, are we 

ELLEN (wildly). Alfred, stop it! 
Stop iti 

JANE (suddenly coming forward 
and taking both ellen’s hands in 
hers). Ellen-dear Ellen— I’m so 
very, very, sorry, and I quite un- 
derstand. Please don’t be upset and 
let me come and see you again 
soon, (jane goes out with Ed- 
ward. Again there is silence, ellen 
bursts into hopeless sobbing.) 

MRS. s. You drunken great brute! 

BRIDGES. Shut yer mouth. You mind 
yours and 111 mind mine. 

GEORGE. Look ’ere, ’ole man, you’d 


better come up and ’ave a lie down 
(He takes bridges’ arm.) 

BRIDGES (pushing GEORGE awaij) . 
Leave me alone. Lot of shnobs— 
that’s wot— lot of bloody shnobs. 
I’m not good enough to be ’ome 
when the quality comes. Ow, no— 
we’ll see who’sh good enough. 

ELLEN (wailing). Oh, oh, oh! Til 
never be able to raise me ’ead 
again— never— never 

BRIDGES. ’Oo give Fanny that doll? 
’Er noble ladyship? 

MRS. s. (stepping forward). You 
let the child alone. 

BRIDGES (pushing MRS. SNAPPER SO 
hard that she falls against the 
table). I can buy me own child a 
doll, can’t I? Don’t want any 
bloody charily ’ere. (He snatches 
the doll from fanny and pitches 
it into the fire, fanny screams, flo 
makes a dart at the fireplace and 
finally gets the doll out. fanny con- 
tinues to scream, ellen goes for 

BRIDGES. BRIDGES hits ELLEN. FLO 
and GEORGE grab bridges and push 
him out of the room, ellen, sob- 
bing, takes FANNY in her arms. mrs. 
SNAPPER sinks into a chair.) 

ELLEN. She was right— she was 
right. Time changes many things— 
(The lights fade.) 
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SCENE II 


Principals 

Fanny 

Flo 

Scene— A London street. The exterior of the public house— the bar par- 
lour of which teas the preceding scene— is down stage left. There is a 
street leading away into darkness up left, and another turning a corner 
up right. A wedge of houses separates the two streets. There are people 
at most of the windows of the houses. Down stage right are more houses. 
Time— About 10 p. m. Saturday, June 16th, 1906. 

The centre of the stage is crowded with people and barrows lit by 
naphtha flares. There is another pub up right from which comes the 
sound of a penny-in-the-slot piano and the sound of singing and laughter. 
Everyone is moving about and talking. Women with caps and shawls and 
string bags are shopping at the booths. Some sailors come out of the left 
pub with two flashily dressed girls and roll across to the pub opposite, 
into which they disappear. A policeman walks through the crowd and 
goes off. A German band assembles down stage left and begins to play, 
effectively drowning the noise of three Coster youths playing mouth- 
organs. A few Costers in pearlies start dancing, a ring is made round 
them, and people applaud and yell from the windows. A Salvation Army 
Band marches on right and proceeds to play and sing hymns, against the 
German band. A few people make a ring round them and begin singing. 

FANNY comes out of the pub left and begins to dance by herself. 

Some of the crowd laugh and those who are dancing stop and applaud 
her. A Coster darts forward and puts his pearly cap on fanny's head. 

BRIDGES comes reeling out of the pub— sees fanny, and tries to grab 
hold of her. He is prevented by the crowd and 

BRIDGES is pushed off the stage up right. 

Suddenly from just where bridges has gone there comes a shout and 
then an agonising scream. The policeman runs across in the direction of 
the noise. All the crowd, scenting a street accident, surge off, including 
the German band. 

Exeunt crowd and German band. 

FLO comes flying hut of the pub and 

FLO disappears with the crowd. 

FANNY continues to dance in pool of light shed by a street lamp, to the 
rather dismal music of the Salvation Army. 

FLO comes rushing back and hammers on the door of the pub. 

FLO. Ellenl EllenI It's Alfred-Vs Ellen! 

been run over— Vs dead. EUenI {The lights fade.) 
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SCENE III 


Principals 

Edward (aged 21) 

Joe (aged 17) 

Tim Bateman 
Douglas Finn 
Lord Martlet (Chubby) 

Marion Christie 
Netta Lake (pianist) 

Rose Darling (Ada in “Mirabelle”) 

Connie Crawshay 
Daisy Devon 

ScwE— Private room in a popular London restaurant, A supper table set 
for ten is on one side of the stage. There is a sofa up at the back and 
another down stage right, and an upright piano. 

Time— About 1 a,m, Wednesday, Mar^ 10th, 1909, 

Round the table are seated edward (twenty-one), tim bateman, Doug- 
las FINN, MARION CHRISTIE, NETTA LAKE, and ROSE DARLING. 

On the sofa up stage in a more or less amorous attitude are seated 
LORD MARTLET (Chubby) and daisy devon. 

On the down stage sofa is seated joe (aged seventeen) with connie 
crawshay, a very fat blonde. 

Everyone is very gay. They are all in evening dress. The men in white 
ties and the wome'i elaborately and slightly theatrically fashionable. 

JOE is obviously the youngest present and appears well on the way to 
being very drunk. 


rose (rising, with a glass of cham- 
pagne in her hand) . 1 want to pro- 
pose a toast— to our host! 

everyone. Hear, hear! (Etc.) 

MARION. A lovely little toastie to 
•our lovely little hostie. 

ROSE. Health, wealth and haj^iness 
lo our Eddie! 

icvERYONE (repeating ) . Health, 


wealth and happiness! Eddie! 
(Etc. They clink glasses.) 

CONNIE (to joe). Here, sit up. 
They're drinking your brother's 
health. 

joe (rising unsteadily) . pear, hear 
—a thousand times hear, hear! 
(They all sing "For he*$ a foUy 
good fellow/" which tails off into 
cries for **speech."") 
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EDWARD (rising). Ladies and gen- 
tlemen— 

JOE (loudly), Hurrayl 

EDWARD. Shut up, Joe. 

JOE. I won't shut up. Connie agrees 
with me, don't you, Connie? 

CONNIE. Yes, dear, completely, 
dear. Shut up, dear. 

JOE. Good old Connie. (He sub- 
sides on Connie's lap,) 

EDWARD (continuing). First of all, 
in response to your charming toast, 
I want to apologise for the pres- 
ence here tonight of my scrubby 
little brother Joe. 

( Laughter, ) 

JOE. Here— I sayl 

CONNIE puts her hand over joe's 
mouth, ) 

EDWARD. He is a crawling, loath- 
some little creature, as you see, and 
he really ought not to be here at 
all, but in his httle cot at Eton. 
I felt, however, that as his elder 
brother, it was my duty to show 
him how grown-up people behave. 
Bring him over here, Connie— he 
must be christened in Clicquot. 

CONNIE. He's almost confirmed in 
it already, (connie drags joe over 
to the table where, protesting 
loudly, he is anointed by edward 
with champagne,) 

JOE. I must speak now. I want to 
speak. 

CONNIE. Let him speak, dear, he's 
having a lovely time. 


JOE. Ladies and gentlemen— I have 
always looked up to my elder 
brother Edward. He has always 
been my ideal of what a great big 
gas-bag should be, and I take this 
opportunity of asking Connie to 
marry me. 

(Laughter,) 

CONNIE. Oh, isn't he sweetl 

ROSE. You can't have Connie, Joe, 
she's married already; you'd better 
choose me. I'm a widow. 
(Eveiybody chants **The Merry 
Widow"" waltz for a moment,) 

JOE. But I love Connie. 

CONNIE. Very well, dear, come back 
to the sofa, dear. (She leads joe 
back.) 

EDWARD (to lord MARTLET). 
Chubby, come out of that comer, 
you've been there long enough. 

DAISY (coming down). Quite long 
enough. This takes me back to the 
old days of private hansoms. (She 
fans herself) Give me a drink^ 
somebody. 

MARION (gloomily) , I was once sick 
in a private hansom. 

ROSE. That must have been lovely, 
dear; tell us about it. 

MARION. Well, it was the two hun^ 
dredth performance of "Florodora.'' 

ROSE. By God, she's going tol 

MAiaoN. And they suddenly put me 
in the sextette without a rehearsal, 
and 1 suppose the excitement went 
to my stomach. 
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ROSE. I was in "Mirabelle” then, 
with poor old Laura Marsden. 

EDWARD. “Mirabelle”! I was taken 
to see that. Mother was there on 
Mafeking night. She took me a few 
weeks later to a matinee. 

MARION. Taken to see it, were you! 
That dates us a bit. 

EDWARD. I remember now. You 
were Ada 

ROSE. Yes, I was Ada. 

MARION. And Laura Marsden was 
Mirabelle, and Mikey Banks was 
Tom. What a cast that was! 

TIM. What happened to Laura 
Marsden? 

ROSE. She died. {She makes a sig- 
nificant drinking gesture.) 

TIM. Oh, I see. 

ROSE. Nine years ago. Give me 
another drink, or I shall get remi- 
niscent like Marion, (netta goes 


over to the piano and starts thump- 
Hng the Mirabelle waltz) Oh, shut 
up! 

EDWARD. Sing it, Rose. 

ROSE. I can’t— haven’t got any voice. 

EVERYONE. Come on. Rose— sing it. 
Come on, you’re among friends. 

ROSE. I can’t sing it like Laura used 
to. {She sings the refrain of the 
waltz, occasionally forgetting a 
word or two. Everybody ap- 
plauds. ) 

MARION. They do take you back, 
don’t they, those old tunes. 

(netta strikes up **Keep off the 
Grass** The girls sing it together. 
None of the men are really old 
enough to remember it.) 

CHUBBY. Play something we all 
know. 

(netta starts '*Mary** from ‘'Miss 
Gibbs.** Everyone joins in. They all 
go into “The Merry Widow** waltz 
and sing it lustily as the lights 
fade.) 
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SCENE IV 

Principals 

Jane 

Robert 

Joe 

Margaret 

Ellen 

Fanny 

Mrs. Snapper 
Flo 
George 
1st Woman 
2nd Woman 
Uncle George 
Uncle Dick 

ScESE— The beach of a popular seaside resort. 

Time— About 6 p.m. Monday, July 25th, 1910. 

The Parade runs along the back about 10 feet above stage level. Down 
stage left a bandstand on the same level as the Parade juts out on to the 
beach. On the right the high supports of a swimming enclosure. 

There are bathing machines and huts and deck cJiairs—in fact, all the 
paraphernalia of a popular seaside town in July. 

The beach is crowded with people, some paddling, some playing games, 
and a lot clustered round an open-air stage, listening to uncle george’s 
concert party. 

The Concert Party consists of six men: uncle dick, uncle bob, uncle 
HARRY, uncle JIM, UNCLE JACK and UNCLE GEORGE Iiimself. They are all 
dressed in straw hats, coloured blazers and rather grubby white flannel 
trousers. 

People are constantly passing to and fro along the Parade, and leaning 
on the railing, looking down on to the beach. 

When the curtain rises uncle george is singing **Put a little bit away 
for a rainy day.” He finishes with a great flourish, then steps forward. 

• 

uncle GEORGE. Ladies and gentle- * me great pleasure to present hei 
men and kiddies— I am very happy with this handsome prize as a sou- 
to announce that the winner of this venir of Uncle George and his 
week s Song and Dance Competi- merry men. Come on up, my dear, 
tion is little Miss Fanny Briages. (ellen {in black) hoists fanny 
[Everyone applauds) And it gives up from the front row. fanny is 
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hoisted up by ellen. She is wear- 
ing a white dress with a black sash, 
UNCLE GEORGE kisses FANNY and 
presents her with a box of choco- 
lates, The audience clap and one 
little girl is led away yelling, ap- 
parently an unsuccessful competi- 
tor,) 

UNCLE GEORGE. And now, to con- 
clude this programme Uncle Dick 
will sing "Take me back to York- 
shire.” 

(uncle dick rises and sings. All the 
rest join in the chorus, and then, 
after perfunctory applause, the 
crowd round the booth disperses, 

UNCLE GEORGE and his MERRY MEN 

pack up their props and disappear 
in due course up the steps on to the 
Parade, Exeunt uncle george and 

his MERRY MEN. ELLEN and FANNY 

walk across the beach with mrs. 
SNAPPER, FLO and GEORGE. They 
meet Margaret karris, jane ana 
JOE. 

JANE. Why, it can t be— Ellen— what 
a surprisel 

{They shake hands,) 

ELLEN. Oh, Ma'am— Td no idea- 
fancy you being here! 

JANE. Margaret, Joe, you remember 
Ellen, don't you? 

MARGARET {shaking hands). Of 
coursel yes— how do you do, Ellen? 

JOE. Hullo, Ellen. 

ELLEN. You remember mother— 
Mrs. Snapper— and Flo and George, 
my cousins by marriage? 

JANE. Yes, indeed. 

MRS. s. Delighted, Tm sure. 
iEveryone shakes hands and talks 
poUtety.) 


ELLEN. Well, Master Joe, 'ow you 
'ave grown. Quite the young man 
about town! How's Master Ed- 
ward? 

JOE. He's here. He and Edith have 
been to a concert on the pier. 
They'll be along soon. 

ELLEN {to jane). I got your letter, 
ma'am, when my Alfred died; it 
was kind of you to write. 

jane. How is your business going? 

ELLEN. Oh, very well, really. I've 
managed to save quite a bit one 
way and another, and now I've 
closed the 'ole place for a month 
so as to give Fanny a holiday. She 
goes to dancing school now. She's 
going on the stage. 

MARGARET. Surely she's very 
young. 

MRS. s. She's set on it— plain set on 
it. 

(ROBERT comes down on to the 
beach. He has grey hair now and 
looks very distinguished,) 

ROBERT. Jane— there you are— Whv, 
Ellen! {He shakes hands. All the 
introductions start all over again. 
Two elderly women pass in front 
of them, talking,) 

1st WOMAN. She went on board the 
ship dressed as a boy, and that's 
how the Cagtain recognised them. 

2nd WOMAN. 'Er 'air probably come 
down under 'er cap. 

1st WOMAN. I don't know 'ow she 
managed at meals. She couldn’t 
wear\r cap dien. 



CAVALCADE 


57i) 

2nd woman. It's Mrs. Crippen that dodge in and out, playing Tag, 
gets on my mind, poor dear, being One child falls down and screams, 
all chopped up into little tiny Suddenly there is the noise of an 
pieces— (They pass on and up the aeroplane. Everyone screams and 
steps. Meanwhile the marryots surges down to the beach, staring 
and ELLEN are parting company,) upwards. The band stops abruptly 

^ , , , . and cranes out of the bandstand. 

eli£n. Its been lovely seeing you p ^ 

again, maam, and you, too Mrs. ],athing machines. Somebody starts 
Harris. I expect your Edith has cheering-then everyone takes it 
grown into a great big girl by now. aeroplane noise grows 

I remember her when she was ever .„ 

SO small (To Robert) Good-bye, ^ troop of Boy Scouts with a very 
sir— good-bye. Master Joe. six-piece band march along 

ROBERT. Good-bye, Ellen. *he Parade. Suddenly there is a 

roll of thunder. Everyone looks up 
JOE. Good-bye. apprehensively, people on the 

JANE. You must come and see us collect their chU- 

one day-bring Fanny to tea. and belonpngs. It starts to 

ram, gently at first, then develops 
ELLEN. Thank you, ma am— Fd like into a downpour. People put their 
to see the ouse again. I was very coat collars up and run. Several 

'appy there umbrellas go up, then more, until 

(Trie MARRYOTS and Margaret go the whole beach becomes a sea of 

off. MRS. SNAPPER, ELLEN and umbrellos. Gradually everyone 

FANNY repin flo and georce, who scurries off.. The bandstand has by 
have been standing waiting for now let down its weather blinds, 

them a little way off. The Band, One fat old woman is left asleep 

having assembled, breaks into a in a deck chair. A tremendous roll 
gay march. A man walks along of thunder wakes her abruptly and 

with a tray of pink rock, yelling, she struggles to get up, and falls 

All dialogue is drowned in the back into the chair, which col- 
noise of the band. Several children lapses.) 


SCENE V 

Principals 

Edward 

Edith 

Scene— The deck of lin Atlantic liner. This is quite a small inset scene. 
The rail of the Promenade Deck faces the audience. Behind it can be 
seen the lighted windows of the lounge. Above can be seen vaguely the 
Boat Deck, with ventilators and a funnel silhouetted against the stars. 
Time— About 7 p.m. Sunday, April 14th,''1912, 

EDWARD and EDITH, he in dinner-jacket, she in evening dress, are lean- 
ing on the rad. 
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EDITH. It’s too big, the Atlantic, 
isn’t it? 

EDWABD. Far too big. 

EDITH. And too deep. 

EDWABD. Much, much too deep. 

EDITH. I don’t care a bit, do you? 

EDWABD. Not a scrap. 

EDITH. Wouldn’t it be awful if a 
magician came to us and said: "Un- 
less you count accurately every 
single fish in the Atlantic you die 
tonight?” 

EDWABD. We should die tonight. 

EDITH. How much would you mind 
—dying, I mean? 

EDWABD. I don’t know really— a 
good deal, I expect. 

EDITH. I don’t believe I should 
mind so very much now. You see, 
we could never in our whole lives 
be happier than we are now, could 
we? 

EDWABD. Darling, there are diflFer- 
ent sorts of happiness. 

EDITH. This is the best sort. 

EDWABD (kissing her), Sweetheartl 

EDITH. Don’t darling, we don’t 
want any more of the stewards to 
know we’re on our honeymoon. 

EDWABD. Why not? It gives them 
so much vicarious pleasure. Most 
of them have forgotten what it was 
like. 


EDITH. Are all honeymoons like 
this? 

EDWABD (firmly). Exactly. 

EDITH. Oh, Edward— that’s rather 
disheartening, isn’t it? I do so want 
this to be unique. 

EDWABD. It is, for us. 

EDITH. Did you ever think when 
we were children, going to the pan- 
tomime, and going to the Zoo, and 
playing soldiers, that we should 
ever be married? 

EDWABD. Of course I didn’t. 

EDITH. Was I nice as a child? 

EDWABD. Horrible! 

EDITH. So were you, and so was 
Joe— vile. You always used to take 
sides against me. 

EDWABD. And yet we all liked one 
another really. 

EDITH. I think I liked Joe better 
than you, but then he was younger 
and easier to manage. Dear Joe, he 
was awfully funny at the wedding, 
wasn’t he? 

EDWABD. Ribald little beast! 

EDITH. He has no reverence, I’m 
afraid. 

r 

EDWABD. Absolutely none. 

EDITH. He’s passing gallantly 
through the chorus-girl phase now, 
isn’t he? 

EDWABD. Gallantly but not quickly. 
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EDITH. Well, darling, you took your 
time over it. 

EDWARD. Now then, Edith 

EDITH. You had several affairs be- 
fore you married me, didn’t you? 

EDWARD. Light of my life, shut up! 

EDITH. You’d be awfully cross if I 
had, wouldn’t you? 

EDWARD. Had what? 

EDITH. Affairs— love affairs— before 
you. 

EDWARD. Did you? 

EDITH. Hundreds. 

EDWARD. Liar! 

EDITH. I rather wish I had, really. 
Perhaps I should have learnt some 
tricks to hold you with when you 
begin to get tired of me, 

EDWARD. I never shall, tricks or no 
tricks. 

EDITH. Yes, you will one day. 
You’re bound to; people always do. 
This complete loveliness that we 
feel together now will fade, so 
many years and the gilt wears off 
the gingerbread, and just the same 
as the stewards, we shall have for- 
gotten what it was like. 

EDWARD (seriously) Answer me 
one thing, truly, dearest. Have you 
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ever seen gingerbread with gilt on 
it? 

EDITH. Never! 

EDWARD. Then the whole argument 
is disposed of. Anyhow, look at 
father and mother; they’re per- 
fectly happy and devoted, and they 
always have been. 

EDITH. They had a better chance 
at the beginning. Things weren’t 
changing so swiftly; life wasn’t so 
restless. 

EDWARD. How long do you give us? 

EDITH. I don’t know— and Edward 
— (she turns to him) I don’t care. 
This is our moment— complete and 
heavenly. I’m not afraid of any- 
thing. This is our own, for ever. 
(EDWARD takes edith in his arms 
and kisses her.) 

EDWARD. Do you think a nice 
warming glass of sherry would 
make it any more heavenly? 

EDITH. You have no soul, darling, 
but I’m very attached to you. Come 
on 

(edith takes up her cloak which 
has been hanging over the rail, and 
they walk away. The cloak has 
been covering a life-belt, and when 
it is withdrawn the words “S. S. 
Titanic* can be seen in black let- 
ters on the white. The lights fade 
into complete darkness, but the let- 
ters remain glowing as The orches- 
tra plays very softly and tragically 
‘^Nearer My God to Thee.**) 
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SCENE VI 

Principals 

Jane 

Robert 

Joe 

Margaret 

Scene— drawing-room of a London house. The room is dark; the 
blinds are down over the windows. 

Time— A bout 11.16 p.m. Tuesday, August 4th, 1914. 

There is the sound of voices outside. 

Enter jane and Margaret, both in travelling clothes. 

JANE turns on the lights and the room is seen to be enshrouded in dust- 
sheets. 


JANE {shuddering). Why is it that 
a house that’s been shut up for a 
little while feels so awful? {She 
goes to the windows, pulls up the 
plinds, and opens the windows 
wide) There! That’s better. It’s 


MARGARET {taking off her hat and 
coat). That was definitely the most 
uncomfortable journey I’ve ever ex- 
perienced. 

(jOE rushes in. He still has his hat 
and coat on.) 

JOE. Mum, have you got any 
change? Father and I have both 
run out. 

MARGARET. I have — here — {she 
fumbles in her bag). How much 
d’you want? 

JOE. Four bob. 

MARGARET. There’s half-a-crown 
two shillings. 


JOE. Thanks, Aunt Margaret, (joe 
goes out again.) 

jane. Help me with these dust- 
sheets, Margaret. Put them any- 
where. We’U get a char in to- 
morrow to clean up. {They pro- 
ceed to pull the dust-sheets off the 
furniture) I shall never go on a 
holiday again, ever. It’s horrid 
when you’re there, and much worse 
when you come back. 

MARGARET. It’s better to be here in 
London if anything’s going to 
happen. 

JANE. It’s going to happen all right. 
I’m afraid there’s no doubt about 
it, now. 

c 

MARGARET {glancing out of the 
window). There seem to be lots 
more people in the streets than 
usual— where on earth do they all 
come from? 

(joe comes in, this time without 
his hat and coat.) 
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JOE. Well, that’s that! 

jane. Where’s father? 

JOE. Groping about in the wine 
cellar like an angry old beetle. He 
says strong drink is essential in a 
crisis. 

JANE. We must have something to 
eat, too. I wonder if there is any- 
thing. 

JOE. There’s a strong bit of cold 
tongue in the larder. I just put my 
head in and it sang the Marseil- 
laise. 

JANE. There must be some biscuits, 
or something, (jane goes out hur- 
riedly.) 

JOE (to Margaret). Cigarette? 
(He offers her his case.) 

MARGARET (taking one). Thank 
you, Joe. 

JOE (lighting them). This is pretty 
thrilling, isn’t it? 

MARGARET. YeS, I SUppOSe SO. I 
must really go and help Jane. 
(MARGARET fi/fw out, olmost Col- 
liding with ROBERT, who is enter- 
ing with two bottles and some 
glasses.) 

ROBERT. I could only find hock and 
port, and port’s far too heavy at 
this time of night; so we’ll have to 
drink to the downf al|^ of Germany 
in their own damned wine. 

JOE. I rather like Germans, don’t 
you. Father? 

ROBERT. Enormously. Move these 
things off the table, and help me 
open the bottles. 


JOE (doing so). Cot a corkscrew? 

ROBERT. In my left pocket. 

(joe gropes for the corkscrew while 
ROBERT puts the bottles and glasses 
on the table.) 

JOE (wrestling with a bottle). If 
there is a war, how long do you 
think it will last? 

ROBERT. Three months, at the out- 
side. 

JOE. I suppose we shall win, shan’t 
we? 

ROBERT. Yes— we shall win. 

JOE (hopefully) . Maybe it will last 
six months. 

ROBERT. Leaving everything else 
aside, that would be economically 
quite impossible. Have you any 
idea of what a war costs, Joe, in 
actual money? 

JOE. Hell of a lot, I should think. 

ROBERT. You’re quite right. And the 
Germans can afford it even less 
than we can. And then there’s 
Russia. 

JOE. Good old Russia! 

ROBERT. And France and Italy and 
America. 

JOE. And Japan and China and Fin- 
land— why, by God! we’ve got ’em 
licked before we start. 

ROBERT. Don’t be silly, Joe. 

JOE. Are you glad you left the 
Army, Famer, or sorry? 
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ROBERT. Absolutely delighted. 

JOE. Will you go back again? 

ROBERT. I expect so. 

JOE. How will you feel about that? 

ROBERT. Absolutely delighted. 

JOE. I suppose I shall have to do 
something about it, too. 

ROBERT. Do you Want to? 

JOE. Terribly. 

ROBERT. Why? 

JOE. I don’t know. It s— it’s sort of 
exciting, isn’t it? 

ROBERT. Yes, but don’t set your 
hopes too high, Joey— it takes a lot 
of training to make a soldier. It 
will all be over before you get far. 

JOE. I wish Edward hadn’t been 
drowned, we could have started off 
together. 

ROBERT (after a slight pause). 
Don’t be too impulsive and pa- 
triotic and dashing, Joey. Think of 
your Mother. Think of me, too, 
you’re all we’ve got left, (robert 
abruptly puts down the bottle he 
is holding and goes out on to bal- 
cony, joe stands staring after him 
thoughtfully, JANE enters carrying 
a tray, Margaret enters following 
JANE, with some plates.) 

JANE. We found some potted meat 
and biscuits and Worcester Sauce; 
and the tongue doesn’t look too 
bad. 

JOE (taking the tray from jane). It 
isn’t its looks I object to, it’s its 


personality, (joe puts the tray on 
the table. A newsboy runs by out- 
side shouting. ROBERT shouts from 
the balcony and goes hurriedly 
from the room, joe, jane and Mar- 
garet stand stock ^stilly waiting. 
ROBERT returns with the paper.) 

ROBERT. We’re at war, my dears. 

JOE (grabbing the paper). Let me 
see— let me see 

MARGARET. Listen— listen! 

(From far away comes the sound 
of cheering, margaret runs out on 
the balcony for a moment, and 
then returns, jane sinks down on a 
chair. ) 

JANE. It’s very hot, isn’t it? 

JOE. Don’t look sad, mum. It won’t 
last long; Father says it can’t pos- 
sibly; and it’s terribly exciting. 

JANE. I didn’t mean to look sad; I 
feel rather tired. 

JOE (handing jane a glass of 
wine). Here, mum dear— have a 
nice sozzle. We ought all to get 
drunk really, and go roaring about 
the streets 

JANE. Edward missed this, anyhow. 
At least he died when he was 
happy, before the world broke over 
his head. 

ROBERT. Don’t take that view, dear- 
est, it’s foolish. We’ve had wars 
before without the world breaking. 

JANE. My world isn’t very big. 

(A group of people pass along 
under the balcony laughing and 
cheering. Some of them start sing- 
ing the Marseillaise and the others 
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down them with Rule Britannia, 
JANE gets up suddenly,) 

JANE. Drink to the war, then, if 
you want to. Tm not going to. I 
can'tl Rule Britannia! Send us vic- 
torious, happy and glorious! Drink, 
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Joey, you’re only a baby, still, but 
you’re old enough for war. Drink 
like the Germans are drinking, to 
Victory and Defeat, and stupid, 
tragic sorrow. But leave me out of 
it, please! (jane goes abruptly 
from the room. The lights fade.) 


SCENE VII 


Above the proscenium 1914 glows in lights. It changes to 1915-1916, 

1917 and 1918. Meanwhile, soldiers march uphill endlessly. Out of dark- 
ness into darkness. Sometimes they sing gay songs, sometimes they 
whistle, sometimes they march silently, but the sound of their tramping 
feet is unceasing. Below the vision of them brightly dressed, energetic 
women appear in pools of light, singing stirring recruiting songs— ** Sunday 
1 walk out with a soldier,” "We dont want to lose you,” etc., etc. With 

1918 they fade away, as also does the vision of the soldiers, although the 
soldiers can still be heard very far off, marching and singing their songs. 


SCENE Vlll 

Principals 

Joe 

Fanny 


Scene— A restaurant. 

Time— About 7.30 p.m. Tuesday, October 22nd, 1918. 

JOE arul FANNY are seated at a table; they have just finished dinner, 

JOE is in officers uniform. 

FANNY is in very charming day clothes. She is now nineteen and ex- 
tremely attractive. 


JOE (pouring some ch^Lmpagne into 
fanny’s glass). Have some more. 

fanny. Darling, I shall be tight. 
You don’t want me to fall down 
during my first number, do you? 

toe. How much do you love me? 


FANNY. Now, then, dear, we’ve had 
all this out before. 

JOE. Will you send me a telegram 
to Dover? 

FANNY. Of course I will. I prom- 
ised, didn’t I? 
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|OE. Once you get into the theatre, 
with all those changes, you might 
forget. 

FANNY. ni send Maggie out with it. 

JOE. Dear old Maggie. Say good- 
bye to her for me, wont you? 

FANNY. Aren't you coming down to 
talk to me while I make up? 

JOE. No, I promised to go home. 
Mother's waiting for me. 

FANNY. I shall have to give it to 
you now, then. 

JOE. What? 

FANNY. Just a little something I 
bad made for you. 

JOE. Oh, Fanny— what is it? 

FANNY. Hold on a minute, dear. 
It's in my bag, (She searches in 
her bag and produces a small 
packet) Here— with my love. 

JOE (opening it). Oh, it's lovely. 

FANNY. It's nothing really. Just a 
little souvenir of all the fun we've 
had. 

JOE. You are a darlingl 

• FANNY (grabbing it from joe). 
Here, silly, you've missed the whole 
point. It opens— there. 

(fanny opens the little locket and 
discloses a minute photograph of 
herself,) 

JOE (taking it). It will be with me 
' always, to the end of my days. 

FANNY. You won't Want it that long. 


JOE. I almost wish I didn't love you 
quite so awfully. It makes going 
back much worse. 

fanny. I shall miss you dreadfully. 

JOE. It has been fun, hasn't it? 

fanny. Lovely. 

JOE. You don't regret it— any of it? 

fanny. Not a moment of it. 

JOE. How wonderful you are. Do 
you really love me, I wonder, deep 
down inside, I mean? 

FANNY. Yes, I think so. 

JOE. Enough to marry me? 

FANNY. Yes, but I wouldn't. 

JOE. Why not? 

FANNY. It would be too di£Bcult. 
We shouldn't be happy married. 
Your Mother wouldn't like it. 

JOE. She'd be all right. 

FANNY. Don't let's talk about it 
now. Let's wait until you come 
back. 

JOE. Very well. 

(There is silence for a moment. 
FANNY puts her hand on joe's 
across the table.) 

FANNY. Listen, dear. I love you and 
you love me, and I've got to go 
now or I shall be late; and you've 
got to go, too, but I'm not going 
to say good-bye. We've had fun, 
grand fun, and I don't want you 
to forget me, that's why I gave you 
the locket. Please keep it close to 
you, Joey— darling Joey. 

(fanny goes as the lights fade,) 
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SCENE IX 


Principals 

Jane 

Joe 

Scene— A railway station. The station is foggy and very dimly lit on ac^ 
count of air raids. The ticket barrier can be vaguely discerned and beyond 
it, the back of a train. Just above the barrier a lamp shines downwards 
partially illuminating a recruiting poster. On the right is an empty plat- 
form, but there are people moving about on it, and several Red Cross 
orderlies and nurses. There is a crowd of people, mostly women, clustered 
around the left barrier— occasionally a door in the train opens and a shaft 
of light falls on to the platform. 

Time— A bout 11 p.m. Tuesday, October 22nd, 1918. 

A crowd of soldiers comes on from the left, wearing full equipment. 
They are greeted by some of the women. Presently a Sergeant enters, and 
after their good-byes have been said, the Sergeant gets them in line and 
marches them through on to the platform, where they can be seen getting 
into the train. 

JANE and JOE come on from the left. 


joe (breathlessly). Whew: I 
thought we were going to miss it, 
didn’t you, mum? 

JANE. Yes. 

JOE. Not much time for long good- 
byes, darling. 

JANE. I know. I’m glad, really— 
aren’t you? 

I 

JOE. Yes. I never know what to say. 

JANE. I'm almost hardened to it by 
now. This has happened so often. 

JOE. Dearest mum, you are marvel- 
lous. You never make a fuss. 


JANE. Don’t be too sweet to me, 
Joey, I don’t want to disgrace you, 
to behave badly. 

JOE. You couldn’t behave badly. 

JANE. How funny! Do you know 
that Robert said that to me years 
and years ago. I must be very dull 
and unimaginative to be so re- 
served. It was the Boer War, then. 
This is very, very different. 

(A whistle blows, joe takes jane in 
his arms.) 

joe. Good-bye, darling. 

jane. Good-bye, darling— take care 
of yourself. 
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(joe rushes through the barrier and 
jumps into the train just as it starts 
to move. JANE stands under the 
lamp looking after him. Two or 
three of the women at the barrier 
burst into loud sobbing, some sol- 
diers in the train start singing. A 
big steaming locomotive comes 
slowly to a standstill at the right 


hand platform. Almost immediately 
Red Cross Orderlies begin to walk 
off the platform carrying wounded 
men on stretchers, jane stands 
watching them; her face is quite 
expressionless. Then with a trem- 
bling hand she takes a cigarette out 
of her bag and lights it. The lights 
fade.) 


SCENE X 


Principals 

Jane 

Ellen 

Gladys (A parlourmaid) 

Schene—T/ic drawing-room of a London house. The decoration of the room 
has changed slightly with the years, but not to any marked extent. It looks 
very much the same as it has always looked. 

Time— A bout 11 a.m. Monday, November 11th, 1918. 

As the lights go up on the scene, a parlourmaid shows ellen into 
the room, ellen has certainly changed with the years. She is very well 
dressed, almost smart. 


GLADYS. Her Ladyship will be down 
in a moment, madam. 

ELLEN. Thanks. 

(GLADYS goes out. ELLEN Wander s 
about the room. There is a photo- 
graph of EDWARD on the table, and 
also one of joe. She looks at them 
both and sighs, jane enters. She is 
dressed in street clothes.) 

jane. Ellen! Gladys said Mrs. 
Bridges, but I couldn’t believe it 
was you. 

ELLEN. I just thought rd call. It’s 
rath^ important, as a matter of 
(act. 


JANE. Do sit down. I’m delighted 
to see you again. 

ELLEN. Thanks. (She sits down.) 

JANE. How’s Fanny? 

ELLEN. Oh, very well. She’s in 
"Over the Moon,” now, you know. 

JANE. Yes. I Svent the other night. 
She was splendid, I felt very proud 
to know her. 

ELLEN. It’s about her I’ve come to 
see you, really. 

JANE. Oh! Well? 
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ELXiEN. It's—it’s—er— rather difficult. 

JANE. What is it? What on earth 
is the matter? 

ELLEN. About her and Master—her 
and Joe. 

3ANE. Joe? 

ELLEN. Yes. They Ve been— well— er 
—to put it frankly, if you know 
what I mean, they Ve been having 
an aflFair. 

JANE. My Joe? 

ELLEN. Yes— your Joe. His last two 
leaves he spent a lot of time with 
Fanny. 

JANE (slowly). Oh, I see. 

ELLEN. I wouldn’t have come to 
see you about it at all, only I think 
Fanny’s very upset about it, and 
now that the war’s over— or almost 
over, that is— and he’ll be coming 
home— I thought 

JANE (coldly ) . What did you think? 

ELLEN. Well, I thought they ought 
to get married. 

JANE. Does Fanny want to marry 
him? 

ELLEN. No— er— not exactly. That is 
—I haven’t talked about it to her. 
She doesn’t know I khow. 

JANE. How do you know? 

ELLEN. I fqimd a letter from 
him 
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ELLEN. Yes— it’s here. I’ve brought 
it with me. (She fumbles in her 
bag.) 

JANE. I don’t wish to see it, thank 
you. 

ELLEN. I only brought it be- 
cause — 

JANE (cutting ELLEN short) . Is 
Fanny in any sort of trouble? 

ELLEN. Oh, no. Nothing like that. 

JANE (rising). Then I think we’d 
better leave it until Joe comes 
home. Then he and Fanny can 
decide what they wish to do. 

ELLEN (also rising), I— I didn’t 
mean to upset you. 

JANE. I’m not in the least upset. 

ELLEN. It’s been on my mind— it’s 
been worrying me to death. 

JANE. I think you should have 
spoken to Fanny before you came 
to me. I never interfere with my 
son’s aflFairs. 

ELLEN. Well, I’m sure I’m very 
sorry. 

JANE. Please don’t let’s discuss it 
any further. Good-bye, Ellen. 

ELLEN. I suppose you imagine my 
daughter isn’t good enough to 
marry your son; if that’s the case 
I can assure you you’re very much 
mistaken. Fanny’s received every- 
where; she knows all the best 
people. 

JANE. How nice for her; I wish I 
did. 


JANE. And you read it? 
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ELLEN. Things aren’t what they 
used to be, you know~it*s all 
changing. 

JANE. Yes, 1 see it is. 

ELLEN. Fanny’s at the top of the 
tree now; she’s having die most 
wonderful oflFers. 

JANE. Oh, Ellen! 

ELLEN. What is it? 

JANE. I’m so very, very sorry. 

ELLEN. I don’t know what you 
mean. 

JANE. Yes, you do— inside, you 
must. Something seems to have 
gone out of all of us, and I’m not 
sure I like what’s left. Good-bye, 
Ellen. 

(GLADYS enters with a telegram. 
JANE takes telegram.) 

Excuse me, will you. {She opens it 


and reads it, and then says in a 
dead voice) There’s no answer, 
Gladys. 

GLADYS (excitedly). It’s all over, 
milady— it’s eleven o’clock— the ma- 
roons are going off. 

JANE. Thank you, Gladys, that will 
do. 

GLADYS. Yes, milady. 

(GLADYS goes out. JANE stands 
holding the telegram. She sways 
slightly.) 

ELLEN. What is it? What’s hap- 
pened? Oh, my God! 

JANE. You needn’t worry about 
Fanny and Joe any more, Ellen. He 
won’t be able to come back after 
all because he’s dead. (She crum- 
ples up and falls to the ground. 
Maroons can be heard in the dis- 
tance and people cheering. The 
lights fade.) 


SCENE XI 

Principal 

Jane 

ScE^E— Trafalgar Square. 

Time~II p.m. Monday, November 11th, 1918. 

Before the scene begins jane appears far up stage in a pool of light. 
Her hat has been pushed on to one side, her clothes look dishevelled, and 
her handbag hangs on her arm wide open. Twined round her neck and 
over her hat are coloured paper streamers. She holds in her left hand a 
large painted wooden rattle, in her right hand a red, white and blue paper 
squeaker. Her face is dead white and quite devoid of expression. 

The lights go up. . 

JANE can be seen threading her way like a sleepwalker through dense 
crowds of cheering, yelling people. They push her and jostle her. One 
man blows a long squeaking paper tongue into her face. There is a motor 
bus festooned with people aim a Rolls-Royce and one or two taxis and ^ 
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hansom cab, aU equally burdened with screaming humanity. They move 
at a snaiVs pace, jane ^nally arrives down stage under a lamp-post in the 
centre. She stands there cheering wildly, with the tears rolling down her 
face. The lights dim and the yelling crowds fade away, jane is left, stiU 
cheering and occasionally brandishing the rattle and blowing the squeaker. 
But she cant be heard at all because the full strength of the orchestra is 
playing “Land of Hope and Glory!' 

END OF PART II 


PART THREE 


SCENE I 

Principals 

Robert 

Jane 

Margaret 

ScEf^E— Drawing-room of a London house. 

Time— I i. 45 p,m, Tuesday, December Slst, 1929, 

MARGARET and JANE, both old women, are sitting by the fire, Margaret 
is very made up, with dyed hair, jane's hair is white. Margaret is wear- 
ing a coloured evening gown, jane is in black. 


MARGARET. I assure you he’s the 
most marvellous man I’ve ever met. 
I’d never go to another doctor in 
the world. He has the most won- 
derful touch— he’s completely cured 
me, and anyhow the hotel is divine. 
It’s really more a Hydro really, 
although, thank God, not in the 
English sense. You can eat what 
you like and do what you like 

I 

JANE. And what do you like? 

MARGARET ( loading ) . Enjoying 
myself, 

JANS« And you do. 


MARGARET. Certainly I do. 

JANE. Good! 

MARGARET. Jane, dear, you really 
are hopeless. 

JANE. I refuse to be jostled, Mar- 
garet. I’m perfectly comfortable 
where I am, without going gab 
livanting about the Continent tak-^ 
ing cures for ailments I haven’t got 

MARGARET. How do you loiow you 
haven’t got any ailments? 

JANE. Because I’m sane and active, 
and as strong as a horse. So is Rob* 
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ert. We Ve both outstayed our wel- 
come, that’s the only thing that’s 
wrong with us. 

MABGABET. I don’t see any sense in 
sitting waiting for the grave. 

JANE. I’m not waiting for anything. 
I have a perfectly good time. 
You’re not the only one who enjoys 
yourself. I go to the Opera. I go 
to theatres, I go to the Zoo, and I 
must say, so far I’ve found the Zoo 
infinitely the most entertaining. 

MARGARET. Dearest Jane— you 
really are amazing! 

(ROBERT enters. His hair is also 
white, but he is otherwise hale and 
hearty.) 

ROBERT. It’s nearly time. 

MARGARET. Good heavens, I must 
fly. I wouldn’t interfere with your 
little ritual for the world. 

JANE. You wouldn’t interfere— 
you’re an old friend. 

MARGARET {kissing jane). That’s 
very sweet, Jane, but all the same 
I must go. I promised I’d be at the 
Embassy at eleven-thirty. Good 
night, dear. Good night, Robert. 
No, don’t see me down— the car’s 
outside, isn’t it? 

ROBERT. Yes, it’s been there for a 
long while. 

MARGARET. Happy New Year to 
you both. Remember you’re both 
dining with me on Thursday. 

ROBERT. Good night. Margaret- 
same to you. 

(MARGARET gOeS OUt ROBERT gOeS 
over to JANE.) 


Did Franklin bring the champagne 
up? 

JANE. Yes, it’s by the table. 
ROBERT. Good! 

JANE. Well, Robert— here we go 
again. 

ROBERT. I believe you laugh at me 
inside— for my annual sentimental 
outburst. 

JANE. No dear, I don’t laugh at you. 

ROBERT. One more year behind us. 

JANE. One more year before us. 

ROBERT. Do you mind? 

JANE. Oh, no— everything passes— 
even time. 

ROBERT. It seems incredible, doesn’t 
it? Here we are in this same room! 

JANE. Yes. I’ve hated it for years. 

ROBERT. Do you want to move? 

JANE. Of course not. 

ROBERT. We might have some new 
curtains. 

JANE. We have, dear. 

ROBERT. Good God, so we have! 
I never noticed. 

JANE. They’vfe only been up a week, 

ROBERT. They look very nice. 

JANE. Dear Robert. (She pats 
Robert’s hand) What toast have 
you in mind for tonight— something 
gay and original, I hope? 
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ROBERT. Just our old friend— the 
future. The Future of England. 

JANE. It’s starting— the champagne, 
quick! 

(ROBERT gets a champagne bottle 
out of the bucket and struggles 
with it. JANE opens the window.) 

ROBERT. I can’t get the damned 
thing open. 

JANE. Let me try. 

ROBERT {doing it). There! 

(jane holds the glasses, robert 
fills the glasses. Meanwhile the 
chimes and sirens are beginning 
outside. ) 


JANE {holding up her glass). First 
of all, my dear, I drink to you. 
Loyal and loving always. {She 
drinks) Now, then, let’s couple the 
Future of England with the past 
of England. The glories and vic- 
tories and triumphs that are over, 
and the sorrows that are over, too. 
Let’s drink to our sons who made 
part of the pattern and to our 
hearts that died with them. Let’s 
drink to the spirit of gallantry and 
courage that made a strange 
Heaven out of unbelievable Hell, 
and let’s drink to the hope that 
one day this country of ours, which 
we love so much, will find dignity 
and greatness and peace again. 
{They both lift their glasses and 
drink as the lights fade.) 


SCENE 11 

Principals 

Robert 

Jane 

Fanny 

Margaret 

Ellen 

Full Company 


Scene— A Night Club. 

Time— Evening— 1 930. 

This Scene begins with a night club in which fanny is singing, seated 
on a piano. The decoration is angular and strange, and the sang she is 
singing is oddly discordant. 

TWENTIETH CENTURY BLUES 
verse 

Why is it that civilised humanity 
Must make the world so wrong? 

In this hurly burly of insanity 
Your dreams cannot last long. 
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'We*x>e r eached a headline— 

The Press headline— every sorrow. 

Blues value is News value tomorrow, 

REFRAIN 

Blues, Twentieth Century Blues, are getting me down, 

Whos escaped those weary Twentieth Century Blues. 

Why, if there*s a God in the sky, why shouldnt he grin? 

High above this dreary Twentieth Century din. 

In this strange illusion. 

Chaos and confusion. 

People seem to lose their way. 

What is there to strive for. 

Love or keep alive for? Say— 

Hey, hey, call it a day. 

Blues, nothing to win or to lose. 

IPs getting me down. 

Blues, Vve got those weary Twentieth Century Blues. 

When the song is finished, people rise from the table and dance without 
apparently any particular enjoyment; it is the dull dancing of habit. The 
lights fade away from everything but the dancers, who appear to be rising 
in the air. They disappear and down stage left six *Hncurables* in blue hos- 
pital uniform are sitting making baskets. They disappear and fanny is 
seen singing her song for a moment, then far away up stage a jazz band 
is seen playing wildly. Then down stage jane and Robert stariding with 

E ^es of champagne held aloft, then ellen sitting in front of a Radio 
speaker; then Margaret dancing with a young man. The visions are 
repeated quicker and quicker, while across the darkness runs a Riley light 
sign spelling out news. Noise grows louder and louder. Steam rivets, loud 
speakers, jazz bands, aeroplane propellers, etc., until the general effect is 
complete chaos. 

Suddenly it all fades into darkness and silence and away at the back a 
Union Jack glows through the blackness. 

The lights slowly come up and the whole stage is composed of massive 
tiers, upon which stand the entire Company. The Union Jack flies ovei 
their heads as they sing **God Save the King."" 
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SCENE 


A dug-out in the British trenches before St, Quentin. 

A few rough steps lead into the trench above, through a low doorway. 
A table occupies a good space of the dug-out floor. A wooden frame, cov- 
ered with wire netting, stands against the left wall and serves the double 
purpose of a bed and a seat for the table. A wooden bench against the 
back wall makes another seat, and two boxes serve for the other sides. 

Another wire- covered bed is fixed in the right corner beyond the door- 
way. 

Gloomy tunnels lead out of the dug-out to left and right. 

Except for the table, beds, and seats, there is no furniture save the 
bottles holding the candles, and a few tattered magazine pictures pinned 
to the wall of girls in flimsy costumes. 

The earth walls deaden the sounds of war, making them faint and fa^ 
away, although the front line is only fifty yards ahead. The flames of the 
candles that burn day and night are steady in the still, damp air. 

ACT ONE 

Evening on Monday, the 18th March, 1918 

ACT TWO 

SCENE I 

Tuesday morning 

SCENE II 

Tuesday afternoon 

ACT THREE 

SCENE I 

Wednesday afternoon 

SCENE n 

Wednesday night 

SCENE m 

Thursday, towards dawn 



JOURNEY’S END 


ACT ONE 


The evening of a March day, A pale glimmer of moonlight shines dowth 
the narrow steps into one corner of the dug-out. Warm yellow candle- 
flames light the other corner from the necks of two bottles on the table. 
Through the doorway can be seen the misty grey parapet of a trench and 
a narrow strip of starlit sky. A bottle of whiskey, a jar of water, and a 
mug stand on the table amongst a litter of papers and magazines. An 
officers equipment hangs in a jumbled mass from a nail in the wall. 

CAPTAIN HARDY, fl rcd-faced, cheerful-looking man is sitting on a box 
by the table, intently drying a sock over a candle-flame. He wears a heavy 
trench-boot on his left leg, and his right foot, which is naked, is held above 
the damp floor by resting it on his left knee. His right boot stands on the 
floor beside him. As he carefully turns the sock this way and that— feeling 
it against his face to see if it is dry— he half sings, half hums a song— hum- 
ming when he is not quite sure of the words, and marking time with the 
toes of his right foot. 


HARDY. One and Two its with 
Maud and Lou; 

Three and Four, two girls more; 
Five and Six it*s with— hm— hnv- 
hm— 

Seven, Eight, Clara and Caro- 
line — 

(He lapses into an indefinite hum- 
ming, and finishes with a lively 
burst. ) 

Tickl— Tock!— wind up the clock. 
And we’ll start the day over again. 

(A mans legs appear in the moon- 
lit trench above, and a tall, thin 
man comes slowly down the dug- 
out steps, stooping law to avoid the 
roof. He takes his helmet off and 
reveals a fine head, with close- 
cropped, iron-grey hair. He looks 
about forty-five— physically as hard 
as nails.) 

hardy (looking round). Hullo, Os- 
borne! Your fellows taiving? 


OSBORNE (hitching off his pack and 
dropping U in a corner). Yes. 
They’re just coming in. 

HARDY. Splendid! Have a drink. 

OSBORNE. Thanks. (He crosses and 
sits on the left-hand bed.) 

HARDY (passing the whiskey and 
mug). Don’t have too much watei< 
It’s rather strong today. 

OSBORNE (slowly mixing a drink). 
I wonder what it is they put in 
the water. 

HARDY. Some sort of disinfectant, 1 
suppose. 

OSBORNE. I’d rather have the mi- 
crobes, wouldn’t you? 

HARDY. I would— yes 

OSBORNE. Well, cheero. 
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HARDY. Cheero. Excuse my sock, 
won’t you? 

OSBORNE. Certainly. It’s a nice-look- 
ing sock. 

HARDY. It is rather, isn’t it? Guar- 
anteed to keep the feet dry. Trou- 
ble is, it gets so wet doing it. 

OSBORNE. Stanhope asked me to 
come and take over. He’s looking 
after the men coming in. 

HARDY. Splendid! You know. I’m 
awfully glad you’ve come. 

OSBORNE. I heard it was a quiet bit 
of line up here. 

HARDY. Well, yes— in a way. But 
you never know. Sometimes noth- 
ing happens for hours on end; then 
—all of a sudden— “over she comes!” 
--rifle grenades— Minnies— and those 
horrid little things like pineapples 
—you know. 

OSBORNE. I know. 

HARDY. Swish— swish— swish— swish 
—bang! 

OSBORNE. All right— all right— I 
know. 

HARDY. They simply blew us to bits 
jresterday. Minnies— enormous ones; 
about twenty. Three bang in the 
trench. I really am glad you’ve 
come; I’m not simply being polite. 

OSBORNE. Do much damage? 

HARDY. Awful. A dug-out gOt 
blown up and came down in the 
men’s tea. They were frightfully 
annoyed. 


OSBORNE. I know. There’s nothing 
worse than dirt in your tea. 

HARDY. By the way, you know the 
big German attack’s expected any 
day now? 

OSBORNE. It’s been expected for the 
last month. 

HARDY. Yes, but it’s very near now; 
there’s funny things happening 
over in the Boche country. I’ve 
been out listening at night when 
it’s quiet. There’s more transport 
than usual coming up— you can 
hear it rattling over the pave all 
night; more trains in the distance- 
puffing up and going away again, 
one after another, bringing up loads 
and loads of men 

OSBORNE. Yes. It’s coming— pretty 
soon now. 

HARDY. Are you here for six days? 
OSBORNE. Yes. 

HARDY. Then I should think you’ll 
get it— right in the neck. 

OSBORNE. Well, you won’t be far 
away. Come along, let’s do this 
handing over. Where’s the map? 

HARDY. Here we are. {He gropes 
among the papers on the table and 
finds a tattered map) We hold 
about two hundred yards of front 
line. We’ve got a Lewis gun just 
here— and one here, in this little 
sap. Sentry poSts where the ciosses 
are 

OSBORNE. Where do the men 
sleep? 

HARDY. I don’t know. The sergeant- 
major sees to liiat. (He points off 
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to the left) The servants and sig- 
nallers sleep in there. Two officers 
in here, and three in there. (He 
points to the right hand tunnel) 
That is, if you Ve got five officers. 

OSBORNE. WeVe only got four at 
present, but a new man s coming 
up tonight. He arrived at transport 
lines a day or two ago. 

HARDY. I hope you get better luck 
than I did with my last officer. He 
got lumbago the first night and 
went home. Now he’s got a job 
lecturing young officers on "Life in 
the Front Line.” 

OSBORNE. Yes. They do send some 
funny people over here nowadays. 
I hope we’re lucky and get a 
youngster straight from school. 
They’re the kind that do best. 

HARDY, I suppose they are, really. 

OSBORNE. Five beds, you say? (He 
examines the one he is sitting on) 
Is this the best one? 

HARDY. Oh, no. (He points to the 
bed in the right corner) Thafs 
mine. The ones in the other dug- 
out haven’t got any bottoms to 
them. You keep yourself in by 
hanging your arms and legs over 
the sides. Mustn’t hang your legs 
too low, or the rats gnaw your 
boots. 

OSBORNE. You got m^ny rats here? 

HARDY. I should say— roughly— 
about two million; but then, of 
course, I don’t see them all. (He 
begins to put on his sock and draw 
on his boot) Well, there’s nothing 
else you want to know, is there? 
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OSBORNE. You haven’t told me any- 
thing yet. 

iLARDY. What else do you want to 
know? 

OSBORNE. Well, what about trench 
stores? 

HARDY. You are a fussy old man. 
Anybody ’d think you were in the 
Army. (He finds a tattered piece 
of paper) Here you are: 115 rifle 
grenades— I shouldn’t use them if I 
were you; they upset Jerry and 
make him offensive. Besides, they 
are rusty, in any case. Then there’s 
500 Mills bombs, 34 gum boots 

OSBORNE. That’s seventeen pairs 

HARDY. Oh, no; 25 right leg, and 
9 left leg. But everything’s down 
here. (He hands the list to os- 
borne.) 

OSBORNE. Did you check it when 
you took over? 

HARDY. No. I think the sergeant- 
major did. It’s quite all right. 

OSBORNE. I expect Stanhope would 
like to see you before you go. He 
always likes a word with the com- 
pany commander he’s relieving. 

HARDY. How is the dear young 
boy? Drinking like a fish, as usual? 

OSBORNE. Why do you say that? 

HARDY. Well, damn it, it’s just the 
natural thing to ask about Stan- 
hope. (He pauses, and looks cu^ 
riously at osborne) Poor old man. 
It must be pretty rotten for you, 
being his second in command, and 
you such a quiet, sober old thing. 
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dSBOBNE. He’s a long way the best 
company commander we’ve got. 

HARDY. Oh, he’s a good chap, I 
know. But I never did see a young- 
ster put away the whiskey he does. 
D’you know, the last time we were 
out resting at Valennes he came 
to supper with us and drank a 
whole bottle in one hour fourteen 
minutes— we timed him. 

OSBORNE. I suppose it amused 
everybody; I suppose everybody 
cheered him on, and said what a 
splendid achievement it was. 

HARDY. He didn’t want any "cheer- 
ing” on 

OSBORNE. No, but everybody 
thought it was a big thing to do. 
{There is a pause) Didn’t they? 

HARDY. Well, you can’t help, some- 
how, admiring a fellow who can do 
that— and then pick out his own hat 
all by himself and walk home 

OSBORNE. When a boy like Stan- 
hope gets a reputation out here for 
drinking, he turns into a kind of 
freak show exhibit. People pay with 
a bottle of whiskey for the morbid 
curiosity of seeing him drink it. 

HARDY. Well, naturally, you’re 
biased. You have to put him to 
bed when he gets home. 

OSBORNE. It rather reminds you of 
bear-baiting— or cock-fighting— to sit 
and watch a boy drink himself un- 
conscious. 

HARDY. Well, damn it, it’s pretty 
d^ill without something to liven 
people up. I mean, after aU— Stan- 
liiOpe reiuly is a sort of freak; I 


mean it is jolly fascinating to see a 
fellow drink like he does— glass 
after glass. He didn’t go home on 
his last leave, did he? 

OSBORNE. No. 

HARDY. I suppose he didn’t think 
he was fit to meet papa. (A pause) 
You know his father’s vicar of a 
country village? 

OSBORNE. I know. 

HARDY (laughing). Imagine Stan- 
hope spending his leave in a coun- 
try vicarage sipping tea! He spent 
his last leave in Paris, didn’t he? 

OSBORNE. Yes. 

HARDY. I bet it was some leave! 

OSBORNE. Do you know how long 
he’s been out here? 

HARDY. A good time, I know. 

OSBORNE. Nearly three years. He 
came out straight from school— 
when he was eighteen. He’s com- 
manded this company for a year- 
in and out of the front line. He’s 
never had a rest. Other men come 
over here and go home again ill, 
and young Stanhope goes on stick- 
ing it, month in, month out. 

HARDY. Oh, I know he’s a jolly good 
fellow 

OSBORNE. I’ve seen him on his back 
all day with trench fever— then on 
duty all night^ 

HARDY. Oh, I know; he’s a splendid 
chap! 

OSBORNE. And because he’s stuck 
it till his nerves have got battered 
to bits, he’s called a drunkard. 
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habdy. Not a drunkard; just a— 
just a hard drinker; but youre 
quite right about his nerves. They 
flffe all to blazes. Last time out rest- 
ing we were playing bridge and 
something happened— I don’t re- 
member what it was; some silly 
little argument— and all of a sudden 
he jumped up and knocked all the 
glasses oflE the table! Lost control of 
himself; and then he— sort of— came 
to— and cried 

OSBORNE. Yes, I know. 

HARDY. You heard about it? 

OSBORNE. He told me. 

HARDY. Did he? We tried to hush 
it up. It just shows the state he’s in. 
(He rises and puts on his pack. 
There is a pause) You know, Os- 
borne, you ought to be command- 
ing this company. 

OSBORNE. Rubbish! 

HARDY. Of course you ought. It 
sticks out a mile. I know he’s got 
pluck and all that, but, damn it, 
man, you’re twice his age— and 
think what a dear, level-headed old 
thing you are. 

OSBORNE. Don’t be an ass. He was 
out here before I joined up. His 
experience alone makes him worth 
a dozen people like me. 

HARDY. You know as well as I do, 
you ought to be in <gommand. 

OSBORNE. There isn’t a man to 
touch him as a commander of men. 
He’ll command the battalion one 
day if 

hardy. Yes, if! (He laughs.) 
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OSBORNE. You don’t know him as I 
do; I love that fellow. I’d go to 
hell with him. 

HARDY. Oh, you sweet, sentimental 
old darling! 

OSBORNE. Come along. Finish hand- 
ing over and stop blithering. 

HARDY. There’s nothing else to do. 

OSBORNE. What about the log-book? 

HARDY. God! you are a worker. Oh, 
well. Here we are. (He finds a 
tattered little hook among the 
papers on the table) Written right 
up to date; here's my last entry: ‘ 
“5 p.m. to 8 p.m. All quiet. Ger- 
man airman flew over trenches. 
Shot a rat.” 

OSBORNE. Did he? 

HARDY. No, I shot the rat, you ass. 
Well, finish up your whiskey. I 
want to pack my mug. I’ll leave 
you that drop in the bottle. 

OSBORNE. Thanks. (He drinks up 
his whiskey and hands hardy the 
mug.) 

hardy (tucking the mug into his 
pack). I’ll be off. 

OSBORNE. Aren’t you going to wait 
and see Stanhope? 

HARDY. Well, no, I don’t specially 
want to see him. He’s so fussy 
about the trenches, I expect they 
are rather dirty. He’ll talk for hours 
if he catches me. (He hitches his 
pack over his shoulders, hangs on 
his gas satchel, map-case, binocu’^ 
lars, compass-case, until he looks 
like a travelling pedJar. As he 
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dresses:) Well, I hope you have 
a nice six days. Don’t forget to 
change your clothes if you get wet. 

OSBORNE. No, papa. 

HARDY. And don’t forget about the 
big attack. 

OSBORNE. Oh, Lord, no, I mustn’t 
miss that; I’ll make a note in my 
diary. 

HARDY {fully dressed). There we 
arel Do I look every inch a soldier? 

OSBORNE. Yes. I should get quite a 
fright if I were a German and met 
you coming round a corner. 

HARDY. I should bloody well hope 
you would. 

OSBORNE. Shouldn’t be able to run 
away for laughing. 

HARDY. Now don’t be rude. (He 
leans over to light a cigarette from 
a candle, and looks down on the 
table) Well, I’m damned. Still at 
it! 

OSBORNE. What is? 

HARDY. Why, that little cockroach. 
It’s been running round and round 
that candle since tea-time; must 
have done a mile. 

OSBORNE. I shouldn’t hang about 
here if I were a cockroach. 

HARDY. Nor should I. I’d go home. 
Ever had cockroach races? 

OSBORNE. No. 

KABDY. Great fun. WeVe had W 
every evening. 


OSBORNE. What are the rules? 

HARDY. Oh, you each have a cock- 
roach, and start ’em in a line. On 
the word “Go” you dig your cock- 
roach in the ribs and steer him 
with a match across the table. I 
won ten francs last night— had a 
splendid cockroach. I’ll give you a 
tip. 

OSBORNE. Yes? 

HARDY. Promise not to let it go any 
farther? 

OSBORNE. Yes. 

HARDY. Well, if you want to get 
the best pace out of a cockroach, 
dip it in whiskey— makes ’em go 
like hell! 

OSBORNE. Right. Thanks awfully. 

HARDY. Well, I must be off. 
Cheero! 

OSBORNE. Cheerol 

HARDY (goes up the narrow steps 
into the trench above, singing softly 
and happily to himself), 

“One and Two, it’s with Maud and 
Lou; 

Three and Four, two girls 
more ” 

(The words trail away into the 
night,) 

( OSBORNE rises and takes his pack 
from the floor to the bed by the 
table. While he undoes it a soldier 
SERVANT comes out of the tunnel 
from the left with a table-cloth over 
his arm and a plate with half a loaf 
of bread on it) 

MASON. Excuse me, sir. Can I lay 
supper? 



JOURNEY'S END 


OSBORNE. Yes, do. {He shuffles up 
the papers from the table and puts 
them on the bed,) 

MASON. Thank you, sir. (He lays 
the table.) 

OSBORNE. What are you going to 
tempt us with tonight, Mason? 

MASON. Soup, sir—cutlets— and pine- 
apple. 

OSBORNE (suspiciously). Cutlets? 

MASON. Well, sir— well, yes, sir- 
cutlets. 

OSBORNE. What sort of cutlets? 

MASON. Now, sir, youVe got me. 
I shouldn’t like to commit meself 
too deep, sir. 

OSBORNE. Ordinary ration meat? 

MASON. Yes, sir. Ordinary ration 
meat, but a noo shape, sir. Smells 
like liver, sir, but it ’asn’t got that 
smooth, wet look that liver’s got. 
(mason leaves the dug-out. os- 
BORNE sits up to the table and ex- 
amines the map. Voices come from 
the trench above; a gruff voice 
says:) “This is ‘C’ Company ’Ead- 
quarters, sir.” 

(A boyish voice replies.) “Oh, 
thanks.” 

(There is a pause, then the gruff 
voice says:) “Better go down, sir.” 
(The boyish voice Replies.) “Yes. 
Righto.” 

(An OFFICER comes groping down 
the steps and stands in the candle- 
light. He looks round, a little be- 
wildered. He is a well-built, 
healthy-looking boy of about eight- 
een, with the very new uniform of 
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a 2nd lieutenant, osborne looks up 
from the trench map, surprised and 
interested to see a stranger.) 

OSBORNE. Hullo! 

RALEIGH. Good evening (he notices 
Osborne’s grey hair and adds) sir. 

OSBORNE. You the new officer? 

RALEiGEi. Er— yes. I’ve been to Bat- 
talion Headquarters. They told me 
to report here. 

OSBORNE. Good. We’ve been ex- 
pecting you. Sit down, won’t you? 

RALEIGH. Thanks. (He sits gingerly 
on the box opposite osborne.) 

OSBORNE. I should take your pack 
off. 

RALEIGH. Oh, right. (He slips hu 
pack from his shoulders.) 

OSBORNE. Will you have a drink? 

RALEIGH. Er— well 

OSBORNE. You don’t drink whiskey? 

RALEIGH (hastily). Oh, yes— er-' 
just a small one, sir. 

OSBORNE (pouring out a small whis- 
key and adding water). Whiskey 
takes away the taste of the 
water 

RALEIGH. Oh, yes? (He pauses, and 
laughs nervously.) 

OSBORNE.— and the water takes away 
the taste of the whiskey. (He hands 
RALEIGH the drink) Just out from 
England? 
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RAU5IGH. Yes» I landed a week ago. 

OSBORNE. Boulogne? 

RALEIGH. Yes. (A pause, then he 
self-consciously holds up his drink) 
Well, here’s luck, sir. 

OSBORNE {taking a drink himself). 
Good luck. (He takes out a cig- 
arette case) Cigarette? 

RALEIGH. Thanks. 

OSBORNE (holding a bottle across so 
that RALEIGH can light his cigarette 
from the candle in it). Ever been 
up in the line before? 

RALEIGH. Oh, no. You see, I only 
left school at the end of last sum- 
mer term. 

OSBORNE. I expect you find it a bit 
strange. 

RALEIGH (laughing). Yes— I do— a 
bit 

OSBORNE. My name’s Osborne. I’m 
second in command of the com- 

E . You only call me “sir” in 
of the men. 

RALEIGH. I see. Thanks. 

OSBORNE. You’ll find the other oflS- 
cers call me “Uncle.” 

RALEIGH. Oh, yes? (He smiles,) 

OSBORNE. What’s your name? 

RALEIGH. Raleigh. 

OSBORNE. I knew a Raleigh. A mas- 
ter at Rugby. 

RALEIGH. Oh? He may be a relation. 
1 don’t know. I’ve got lots of uncles 
and— and things l&e that. 


OSBORNE. WeVe only just moved 
into these trenches. Captain Stan- 
hope commands the company. 

RALEIGH (suddenly brightening 
up), 1 know. It’s a frightful bit of 
luck. 

OSBORNE. Why? D’you know him? 

RALEIGH. Yes, rather! We were at 
school together— at least— of course 
—I was only a kid and he was one 
of the big fellows; he’s three years 
older than I am. 

(There is a pause; osborne seems 
to be waiting for raleigh to go on, 
then suddenly he says, ) 

OSBORNE. He’s up in the front line 
at present, looking after the relief. 
(Another pause) He’s a splendid 
chap. 

RALEIGH. Isnt he? He was skipper 
of football at Barford, and kept 
wicket for the eleven. A jolly good 
bat, too. 

OSBORNE. Did you play football— 
and cricket? 

RALEIGH. Oh, yes. Of course, I 
wasn’t in the same class as Dennis 
—I say, I suppose I ought to call 
him Captain Stanhope? 

OSBORNE. Just “Stanhope.” 

RALEIGH. I see. Thanks. 

OSBORNE. Did you get your colours? 

RALEIGH. 1 did for football. Not 
cricket. 

OSBORNE. Football and cricket seem 
a long way from here. 
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RALEIGH (laughing). They do, 
rather. 

OSBORNE. We play a bit when we re 
out of the line. 

RALEIGH. Good! 

OSBORNE (thoughtfully). So you 
were at school with Stanhope. 
(Pause) I wonder if hell remember 
you? I expect you’ve grown in the 
last three years. 

RALEIGH. Oh, I think he’ll remem- 
ber me. (He stops, and goes on 
rather awkwardly) You see, it 
wasn’t only that we were just at 
school together; our fathers were 
friends, and Dennis used to come 
and stay with us in the holidays. 
Of course, at school I didn’t see 
much of him, but in the holidays 
we were terrific pals. 

OSBORNE. He’s a fine company com- 
mander. 

RALEIGH. I bet he is. Last time he 
was on leave he came down to the 
school; he’d just got his M.C. and 
been made a captain. He looked 
splendid! It— sort of— made me 
feel 

OSBORNE, —keen? 

RALEIGH. Yes. Keen to get out here. 
I was frightfully keen to get into 
Dennis’s regiment. I thought, per- 
haps, with a bit of luck I might 
get to the same battulion. 

OSBORNE. It’s a big fluke to have 
got to the same company. 

RALEIGH. 1 know. It’s an amazing 
bit of luck. When I was at the 
base I did an awful thing. You see. 
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my uncle’s at the base— he has to 
detail ofiBcers to regiments 

OSBORNE. General Raleigh? 

RALEIGH. Yes. I went to see him 
on the quiet and asked him if he 
could get me into this battalion. 
He bit my head off, and said I’d 
got to be treated like everybody 
else 

OSBORNE. Yes? 

RALEIGH, —and next day I was told 
I was coming to this battalion. 
Funny, wasn’t it? 

OSBORNE. Extraordinary coinci- 
dence! 

RALEIGH. And when I got to Bat- 
talion Headquarters, and the colo- 
nel told me to report to “C” Com- 
pany, I could have cheered. I ex- 
pect Dennis’ll be frightfully sur 
prised to see me. I’ve got a mes 
sage for him. 

OSBORNE. From the colonel? 

RALEIGH. No. From my sister. 

OSBORNE. Your sister? 

RALEIGH. Yes. You see, Dennis used 
to stay with us, and naturally my 
sister (he hesitates)— well— perhaps 
I ought not 

OSBORNE. That’s all right. I didn’t 
actually know that Stanhope 

RALEIGH. They’re not— er— oflBcially 
engaged 

OSBORNE. No? 

RALEIGH. Shell be awfully glad I’m 
with him here; I can write and tell 
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her all about him. He doesn’t say 
much in his letters; can we write 
often? 

OSBORNE. Oh, yes. Letters are col- 
lected every day. 

{There is a pause.) 

RALEIGH. You don’t think Dennis’ll 
mind my— sort of— forcing myself 
into his company? I never thought 
of that; I was so keen. 

OSBORNE. No, of course he won’t. 
(Pause) You say it’s— it’s a good 
time since you last saw him? 

RALEIGH. Let’s see. It was in the 
summer last year— nearly a year 
ago. 

OSBORNE. You know, Raleigh, you 
mustn’t expect to find him— quite 
the same. 

RALEIGH. Oh? 

OSBORNE. You see, he’s been out 
here a long time. It— it tells on a 
man— rather badly 

RALEIGH (thinking). Yes, of course, 
I suppose it does. 

OSBORNE. You may find he’s— he’s 
a little bit quick-tempered. 

RALEIGH (laughing). Oh, I know 
old Dennis’s temper! I remember 
once at school he caught some 
chaps in a study with a bottle of 
whiskey. Lord! the roof nearly blew 
off. He gave them a dozen each 
with a cricket stump, (osborne 
laughs) He was so keen on the 
fellows in the house keeping fit. He 
was frightfully down on smoking— 
and that sort of thing. 


OSBORNE. You must remember he’s 
commanded this company for a 
long time— through all sorts of rot- 
ten times. It’s— it’s a big strain on 
a man. 

RALEIGH. Oh, it must be. 

OSBORNE. If you notice a— difference 
in Stanhope— you’ll know it’s only 
the strain 

RALEIGH. Oh, yes. 

( OSBORNE rouses himself and speaks 
briskly. ) 

OSBORNE. Now, let’s see. We’ve got 
five beds here— one each. Two in 
here and three in that dug-out 
there. I’m afraid you’ll have to wait 
until the others come and pick the 
beds they want. 

RALEIGH. Righto! 

OSBORNE. Have you got a blanket? 

RALEIGH. Yes, in my pack. (He 
rises to get it.) 

OSBORNE. Better wait and unpack 
when you know where you are 
sleeping. 

RALEIGH. Righto! (He sits down 
again. ) 

OSBORNE. We never undress when 
we’re in the line. You can take your 
boots off now and then in the day- 
time, but it’s better to keep pretty 
well dressed always. 

t- 

RALEiGH. I see. Thanks. 

OSBORNE. I expect we shall each do 
about three hours on duty at a 
time and then six off. We all go 
on duty at stand-to. That’s at dawn 
and dusk. 
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OSBORNE. About a hundred yards. 


OSBORNE. I expect Stanhope’ll send 
you on duty with one of us at first 
—till you get used to it. 

(There is a pause, raleigh turns, 
and looks curiously up the steps 
into the night.) 

RALEIGH. Are we in the front line 
here? 

OSBORNE. No. That’s the support 
line outside. The front line’s about 
fifty yards farther on. 

RALEIGH. How frightfully quiet it 
isl 

OSBORNE. It’s often quiet— like this. 

RALEIGH. I thought there would be 
an awful row here— all the time. 

OSBORNE. Most people think that. 
(Pause.) 

RALEIGH. I’ve never known any- 
thing so quiet as those trenches we 
came by; just now and then I heard 
rifle firing, like the range at Bisley, 
and a sort of rumble in the dis- 
tance. 

OSBORNE. Those are the guns up 
north— up Wipers way. The guns 
are always going up there; it’s 
never quiet like this. (Pause) I 
expect it's all very strange to you? 

RALEIGH. It’s— it’s not exactly what 
I thought. It’s just this— this quiet 
that seems so funny. 

OSBORNE. A hundred yards from 
here the Germans are sitting in 
their dug-outs, thinking how quiet 
it is. 

HAXEiGH. Are they as near as that? 


RALEIGH. It seems— uncanny. It 
makes me feel we’re— we’re all just 
waiting for something. 

OSBORNE. We are, generally, just 
waiting for something. When any- 
thing happens, it happens quickly. 
Then we just start waiting again. 

RALEIGH. I never thought it was 
like that. 

OSBORNE. You thought it was fight- 
ing all the time? 

RALEIGH (laughing). Well, yes, in 
a way. 

OSBORNE (after puffing at his pipe 
in silence for a while). Did you 
come up by trench tonight— or over 
the top? 

RALEIGH. By trench. An amazing 
trench— turning and twisting for 
miles, over a sort of plain. 

OSBORNE. Lancer’s Alley it’s called 

RALEIGH. Is it? It’s funny the way 
it begins— in that ruined village, a 
few steps down into the cellar of 
a house— then right under the house 
and through a little garden— and 
then under the garden wall— then 
alongside an enormous ruined fac- 
tory place— then miles and miles of 
plains, with those green lights bob- 
bing up and down ahead— all along 
the front as far as you can see. 

OSBORNE. Those are the Very lights. 
Both sides fire them over No Man’s 
Land— to* watch for raids and pa- 
trols. 
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RALEIGH. 1 knew they fired lights. 
{Fause) I didn't expect so many— 
and to see them so lar away. 

OSBORNE. I know. (He puffs at his 
pipe) There's something rather ro- 
mantic about it all. 

RALEIGH (eagerly). Yes, I thought 
that, too. 

OSBORNE. You must always think of 
it like that if you can. Think of it 
all as— as romantic. It helps. 
(mason comes in with more dinner 
utensils.) 

MASON. D'you expect the captain 
soon, sir? The soup’s 'ot. 

OSBORNE. He ought to be here very 
soon now. This is Mr. Raleigh, Ma- 
son. 

MASON. Good evening, sir. 

RALEIGH. Good evening. 

MASON (to Osborne). I’ve 'ad 
rather a unpleasant surprise, sir. 

OSBORNE. What's happened? 

MASON. You know that tin o' pine- 
apple chunks I got, sir? 

OSBORNE. Yes? 

MASON. Well, sir, I m sorry to say 
It’s apricots. 

OSBORNE. Good heavens! It must 
have given you a turn. 

MASON. Indistinctly said "'pineapple 
chunks'* At the canteen. 

OSBORNE. Wasn't there a label on 

the ttoP 


MASON. No, sir. I pointed that out 
to the men. I said was 'e certain 
it was pineapple chunks? 

OSBORNE. I suppose he said he was. 

MASON. Yes, sir. 'E said a leopard 
can't change its spots, sir. 

OSBORNE. What have leopards got 
to do with pineapple? 

MASON. That's just what 1 thought, 
sir. Made me think there was some- 
thing fishy about it. You see, sir, I 
know the captain can't stand the 
sight of apricots. 'E said next time 
we 'ad them 'e'd wring my neck. 

OSBORNE. Haven't you anything 
else? 

MASON. There's a pink blancmange 
I've made, sir. But it ain't any- 
where near stiff yet. 

OSBORNE. Never mind. We must 
have the apricots and chance it. 

MASON. Only I thought I'd tell you, 
sir, so as the captain wouldn’t 
blame me. 

OSBORNE. All right. Mason. (Voices 
are heard in the trench above) 
That sounds like the captain com- 
ing now. 

MASON (hastening away). Ill go 
and dish out the soup, sir. 

(The voices grow nearer; two fig- 
ures appear Ai the trench above 
and grope down the steps^-the 
leading figure tall and thin, the 
other short and fat. The tall figure 
is CAPTAIN STANHOPE. At the bot- 
tom of the steps he straightens him- 
self, pulls off his pack, and drops 
it on the Tnen he takes off 
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his helmet and throws it on the 
right-hand hed. Despite his stars of 
rank he is no more than a boy; 
tall, slimly built, but broad-shoul- 
dered, His dark hair is carefully 
brushed; his uniform, though old 
and war-stained, is well cut and 
cared for. He is good-looking, 
rather from attractive features than 
the healthy good looks of baleigh. 
Although tanned by months in the 
open air, there is a pallor under his 
skin and dark shadows under his 
eyes. His short and fat companion 
—2nd lieutenant trotter— w 
middle-aged and homely looking. 
His face is red, fat, and round; 
apparently he has put on weight 
during his war service, for his 
tunic appears to he on the verge 
of bursting at the waist. He carries 
an extra pack belonging to the 
officer left on duty in the line.) 

STANHOPE (as he takes off his 
pack, gas satchel, and belt). Has 
Hardy gone? 

OSBORNE. Yes. He cleared off a few 
minutes ago. 

STANHOPE. Lucky for him he did. 
I had a few words to say to Master 
Hardy. You never saw the blasted 
mess those fellows left the trenches 
in. Dug-outs smell like cess-pits; 
rusty bombs; damp rifle grenades; 
it s perfectly foul. Where are the 
servants? 

OSBORNE. In there. 

STANHOPE (calling into mason’s 
dug-out). Hil MasonI 

MASON (outside). Coming, sir! Just 
bringing the soup, sir. 

STANHOPE (taking a cigarette from 
his case and lighting it). Damn the 
soup! Bring some whiskey! 
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OSBORNE. Here's a new officer. 
Stanhope— just arrived. 

STANHOPE. Oh, sorry, (He turns 
and peers into the dim corner 
where raleigh stands smiling 
awkwardly) I didn’t see you in 
this miserable light. (He stops 
short at the sight of raleigh. There 
is silence.) 

RALEIGH. Hullo, Stanhopc! 
(stanhope stares at raleigh as 
though dazed, raleigh takes a step 
forward, half raises his hand, then 
lets it drop to his side.) 

stanhope (m a low voice). How 
did you— get here? 

raleigh. I was told to report to 
your company, Stanhope. 

STANHOPE. Oh. I see. Rather a co» 
incidence. 

RALEIGH (with a nervous laugh). 
Yes. 

(There is a silence for a moment, 
broken by osborne in a matter-of- 
fact voice.) 

OSBORNE. I say. Stanhope, it’s a 
terrible business. We thought we’d 
got a tin of pineapple chunks; it 
turns out to be apricots. 

TROTTER. Ha! Give me apricots 
every time! I ’ate pineapple chunks; 
too bloomin’ sickly for me! 

RALEIGH. I’m awfully glad I got 
to your company. Stanhope. 

STANHOPE. When did you get here? 

RALEIGH. Well, I’ve only just come. 
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OSBOBNE. He came up with the 
transport while you were taking 
over. 

STANHOPE. I see. 

(mason brings in a bottle of ivhis- 
key, a mug, and two plates of soup 
—so precariously that osborne has 
to help with the soup plates on to 
the table,) 

STANHOPE {with sudden forced 
gaiety). Come along, Unclel Come 
and sit here. (He waves towards 
the box on the right of the table) 
You better sit there, Raleigh. 

RALEIGH. Right! 

TROTTER (taking a pair of pince- 
nez from his tunic pocket, putting 
them on, and looking curiously at 
Raleigh). You Raleigh? 

RALEIGH. Yes. 

(Pause,) 

TROTTER. I m Trotter. 

RALEIGH. Oh, yes? 

(Pause,) 

TROTTER. How are you? 

RALEIGH. Oh, all right, thanks. 
TROTTER. Been out 'ere before? 
RALEIGH. No. 

TROTTER. Feel a bit odd, I s pose? 

RALEIGH. Yes. A bit. 

TROTTER (getting a box to sit on). 
Oh, well, you'll soon get used to 
it; youll feel you've been 'ere a 
year in about an hour's time. (He 
puts the box on its side and sits 


on it. It is too low for the table, 
and he puts it on its end. It is then 
too high. He tries the other side, 
which is too low; he finally con- 
trives to make himself comfortable 
by sitting on his pack, placed on 
the side of the box,) 

(mason arrives with two more 
plates of soup,) 

OSBORNE. What kind of soup is 
this. Mason? 

MASON. It's yellow soup, sir. 

OSBORNE. It's got a very deep yel- 
low flavour. 

TROTTER (taking a melodious sip). 
It wants some pepper; bring some 
pepper, Mason. 

MASON (anxiously). I'm very sorry, 
sir. When the mess box was packed 
the pepper was omitted, sir. 

TROTTER (throwing his spoon with 
a clatter into the plate). Oh, I say, 
but damn it! 

OSBORNE. We must have pepper. 
It's a disinfectant. 

TROTTER. You must have pepper in 
soup! 

STANHOPE (quietly). Why wasn't it 
packed. Mason? 

MASON. It— it was missed, sir. 

STANHOPE. W^y? 

MASON (miserably). Well, sir, I 
left it to— 

STANHOPE. Then I advise you never 
to leave it to anyone else again— 
unless you want to rejoin your 
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platoon out there. (He points into 
the moonlit trench.) 

MASON. rm~rm very sorry, sir. 

STANHOPE. Send one of the sig- 
nallers. 

MASON. Yes, sir. (He hastens to 
the tunnel entrance and calls) Bert, 
you’re wanted! 

(A SOLDIER appears, with a rifle 
slung over his shoulder. He stands 
stiffly to attention.) 

STANHOPE. Do you Icnow "A” Com- 
pany Headquarters? 

SOLDIER. Yes, sir. 

STANHOPE. Go there at once and 
ask Captain Willis, with my com- 
pliments, if he can lend me a little 
pepper. 

SOLDIER. Very good, sir. 

(He turns smartly and goes up the 
steps, MASON stopping him for a 
moment to say confidentially: “A 
screw of pepper, you ask for.”) 

OSBORNE. We must have pepper. 

TROTTER. I mean— after all— war s 
bad enough with pepper— ( noisy 
sip)— but war without pepper— its 
— it s bloody awful! 

OSBORNE. What’s it like outside? 

TROTTER. Quiet as ail empty ’ouse. 
There’s a nasty noise going on up 
north. 

OSBORNE. Wipers, I expect. I be- 
lieve there’s trouble up there. I 
wish we knew more of what’s go- 
ing on. 


TROTTER. So do I. Still, my wife 
reads the papers every morning 
and writes and tells me. 

OSBORNE. Hardy says they had a 
lively time here yesterday. Three 
big Minnies right in the trench. 

TROTTER. I know. And they left the 
bloomin’ ’oles for us to fill in. 
(mason arrives with cutlets on 
enamel plates) What’s this? 

MASON. Meat, sir. 

TROTTER. I know that. What sort? 

MASON. Sort of cutlet, sir. 

TROTTER. Sort of cutlet, is it? You 
know, Mason, there’s cutlets and 
cutlets. 

MASON. I know, sir; that one’s a 
cutlet. 

TROTTER. Well, it won’t let me cut 
it. 

MASON. No, sil? 

TROTTER. That’s a joke. 

MASON. Oh. Right, sir. (He goes 
out.) 

OSBORNE (studying the map). 
There’s a sort of ruin marked on 
this map— just in front of here, in 
No Man’s Land— called Beauvais 
Farm. 

TROTTER. That’s what we saw stick- 
ing up, skipper. I wondered what 
it was. 

STANHOPE. Better go out and look 
at it tonight. 
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TROTTER. I 'ate ruins in No Man s 
Land; too bloomin' creepy for me. 

OSBORNE. There's only about sixty 
yards of No Man's Land, according 
to this map— narrower on the left, 
from the head of this sap; only 
about fifty. 

TROTTER {who hos been looking 
curiously at stanhope, eating his 
meal with lowered head). Cheer 
up, skipper. You do look glum! 

STANHOPE. I'm tired. 

OSBORNE. I should tum in and get 
some sleep after supper. 

STANHOPE. I've got hours of work 
before I sleep. 

OSBORNE. I’ll do the duty roll and 
see the sergeant-major— and all that. 

STANHOPE. That’s all right, Uncle. 
Ill see to it. {He turns to raleigh 
for the first time) Trotter goes on 
duty directly he’s had supper. You 
better go on with him— to learn. 

RALEIGH. Oh, right. 

TROTTER. Look 'ere, skipper, it's 
nearly eight now; couldn't we make 
it 'alf-past? 

STANHOPE. No. I told Hibbcrt he'd 
be relieved at eight. Will you take 
from eleven till two, Uncle? 

OSBORNE. Right. 

STANHOPE. Hibbert can do from 
two till four, and I'll go on from 
then till stand-to. That'll be at six. 

TROTTER. Well, boysl 'Ere we are 
for six days again. Six bloomin’ 


eternal days. (He makes a calcula- 
tion on the table) That's a hundred 
and forty-four hours; eight thou- 
sand six 'undred and forty minutes. 
That doesn't sound so bad; we've 
done twenty of 'em already. I've 
got an ideal I'm going to draw a 
hundred and forty-four little circles 
on a bit o' paper, and every hour 
I'm going to black one in; that’ll 
make the time go all right. 

STANHOPE. It's five to eight now. 
You better go and relieve Hibbert. 
Then you can come back at eleven 
o'clock and black in three of your 
bloody little circles. 

TROTTER. I 'aven't 'ad my apricots 
yet! 

STANHOPE. We'll keep your apricots 
till you come back. 

TROTTER. I never knew anything 
like a war for upsetting meals. I’m 
always down for dooty in the mid- 
dle of one. 

STANHOPE. That's because you 
never stop eating. 

TROTTER. Any'ow, let's 'ave some 
coffee. Hi! Mason! Coffee! 

MASON. Coming, sir! 

TROTTER {getting up). Well, 111 
get dressed. Come on, Raleigh. 

RALEIGH {rising quickly). Right! 

TROTTER. Just wear your belt with 
revolver case on it. Must have your 
revolver to shoot rats. And your 
gas mask— come here— I'll show you. 
{He helps raleigh) You wear it 
sort of tucked up under your chin 
like a serviette. 
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BALEiGH. Yes. I was shown the way 
at home. 

TROTTER. Now your hat. That's 
right. You don’t want a walking- 
stick. It gets in your way if you 
have to run fast. 

RALEIGH. Why— er— do you have to 
run fast? 

TROTTER. Oh, Lord, yes, ofteni If 
you see a Minnie coming— that’s a 
big trench-mortar shell, you know- 
short for Minnywerfer-^yon see ’em 
coming right out of the Boche 
trenches, right up in the air, then 
down, down, down; and you have 
to judge it and run like stink some- 
times. 

(mason comes in with two cups of 
coffee,) 

MASON. CoflFee, sir? 

TROTTER. Thanks. (He takes the 
cup and drinks standing up,) 

RALEIGH. Thanks. 

TROTTER. You might leave my ap- 
ricots out. Mason. Put ’em on a 
separate plate and keep ’em in 
there. (He points to mason’s dug- 
out.) 

MASON. Very good, sir. 

TROTTER. If you bring ’em in ’ere 
you never know what might ’appen 
to ’em. 

mason. No, sir. 

TROTTER. "B” Company on our 
right, aren’t they, skipper? 

STANHOPE. Yes. There’s fifty yards 
of imdefended area between. You 
better patrol that a good deal. 
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TROTTER. Aye, aye, sir. 

STANHOPE. Have a look at that 
Lewis gun position on the left. See 
what field of fire they’ve got. 

TROTTER. Aye, aye, sir. You don’t 
want me to go out and look at that 
blinkin’ ruin? 

STANHOPE. I’ll see to that. 

TROTTER. Good. I don’t fancy 
crawling about on my belly after 
that cutlet. (To raleigh) Well, 
come on, my lad, let’s go and see 
about this ’ere war. 

(The two go up the steps, leaving 
STANHOPE and osborne alone, ma- 
son appears at his dug-out door,) 

MASON. Will you take apricots, sii? 

STANHOPE. No, thanks. 

MASON. Mr. Osborne? 

OSBORNE. No, thanks. 

MASON. I’m sorry about them being 
apricots, sir. I explained to Mr. 
Osborne 

STANHOPE (curtly). That’s all right. 
Mason— thank you. 

MASON. Very good, sir. (He goes 
out,) 

OSBORNE (over by the right-hand 
bed). Will you sleep here? Thi* 
was Hardy’s bed. 

STANHOPE. No. You sleep there. I’d 
rather sleep by the table here. I 
can get up and work without dis- 
turbing you. 


OSBORNE. This is a better one. 
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STANHOPE. You take it. Must have 
a little comfort in your old age, 
Uncle. 

OSBORNE. I wish you’d turn in and 
sleep for a bit. 

STANHOPE. Sleep?— I can’t sleep. 
(He takes a whiskey and water, A 
man appears in the trench and 
comes down the steps— a smalh 
slightly built man in the early 
twenties, with a little moustache 
and a pallid face.) 

STANHOPE (looking hard at the 
newcomer). Well, Hibbert? 

HiBBERT. Everything’s fairly quiet. 
Bit of sniping somewhere to our 
left; some rifle grenades coming 
over just on our right. 

STANHOPE. I see. Mason’s got your 
supper. 

HIBBERT (gently rubbing his fore- 
head), I don’t think I can manage 
any supper tonight. Stanhope. It’s 
this beastly neuralgia. It seems to 
be right inside this eye. The beastly 
pain gets worse every day. 

STANHOPE. Some hot soup and a 
good tough chop’ll put that right. 

HIBBERT. I’m afraid the pain rather 
takes my appetite away. I’m damn 
'sorry to keep on talking about it, 
Stanhope, only I thought you’d 
wonder why I don’t eat anything 
much. 

rrANHOPE. Try and forget about it. 

BiBBERT (with a little laugh). Well 
‘-I wish I could. 

iTANHOPE. Get ti^t. 


HIBBERT. I think I’ll turn straight in 
for a rest— and try and get some 
sleep. 

STANHOPE. All right. Turn in. You’re 
in that dug-out there. Here’s your 
pack. (He picks up the pack that 
TROTTER brought down) You go 
on duty at two. I take over from 
you at four. I’ll tell Mason to call 
you. 

HIBBERT (faintly). Oh, right- 
thanks, Stanhope— cheero. 

STANHOPE. Cheero. (He watches 
HIBBERT go down the tunnel into 
the dark,) 

HIBBERT (returning). Can I have 
a candle? 

STANHOPE (taking one from the 
table). Here you are. 

HIBBERT. Thanks. 

(He goes out again. There is si- 
lence. STANHOPE turns to OSBORNE.) 

STANHOPE. Another little worm try- 
ing to wriggle home. 

OSBORNE (filling his pipe). 1 won- 
der if he really is bad. He looks 
rotten. 

STANHOPE. Pure bloody funk, that’s 
all. He could eat if he wanted to; 
he’s starving himself purposely. 
Artful little swinel Neuralgia’s a 
splendid idea. No proof, as far as 
I can see. * 

OSBORNE. You can’t help feeling 
sorry for him. I think he’s tried 
hard. 

STANHOPE. How long’s he been out 
here? Three months, I suppose. 
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Now he's decided he's done his bit. stanhope. You think so.'' 

He's decided to go home and spend 

the rest of the war in comfortable osborne. Small boys at school gen 
nerve hospitals. Well, he's mistaken, erally have their heroes. 

I let Warren get away like that, 

but no more. stanhope. Yes. Small boys at 

school do. 

OSBORNE. I don't see how you can 

prevent a fellow going sick. osborne. Often it goes on as long 

as 

stanhope. I'll have a quiet word 

with the doctor before he does. He stanhope, -as long as the hero’s 
thinks he's going to wriggle off be- ^ hero, 
fore the attack. We'll just see about 

that. No man of mine’s going sick osbobne. It often goes on all 
before the attack. They're going to through life, 
take an equal chance— together. 

STANHOPE. I wonder. How many 
osborne. Raleigh looks a nice chap, battalions are there in France? 


STANHOPE (looking hard at osBOBNE 
before replying). Yes. 

osborne. Good-looking youngster. 
At school with you, wasn't he? 

stanhope. Has he been talking al- 
ready? 

osborne. He just mentioned it. It 
was a natural thing to tell me when 
he knew you were in command. 
(stanhope is lounging at the table 
with his back to the wall, osborne, 
sitting on the right-hand bed, be- 
gins to puff clouds of smoke into 
the air as he lights his pipe) He's 
awfully pleased to get into your 
company, (stanhope makes no re- 
ply. He picks up a pencil and 
scribbles on the back of a maga- 
zine) He seems to \hink a lot of 
you. 

STANHOPE (looking up quickly at 
osborne and laughing). Yes, Im 
his hero. 


osborne. Why? 

stanhope. We'll say fifty divisions. 
That's a hundred and fifty brigades 
—four hundred and fifty battalions. 
That's one thousand eight hundred 
companies. (He looks up at os- 
borne from his calculations on the 
magazine cover) There are one 
thousand eight hundred companies 
in France, Uncle. Raleigh might 
have been sent to any one of those, 
and, my God! he comes to mine. 

osborne. You ought to be glad. 
He's a good-looking youngster. I 
hke him. 

stanhope. I knew you'd like him. 
Personality, isn't it? (He takes a 
worn leather case from his breast 
pocket and hands a small photo- 
graph to osborne) I've never 
shown you that, have I? 

osborne (looking at the photo- 
graph). No. (Pause) Raleigh's sis- 
ter, isn't it? 


osborne. It's quite natural. 
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STANHOFB, How did you know? 

OSBOBNE. There’s a strong likeness. 

STANHOPE. I suppose there is. 

OSBORNE (intent on the picture). 
She’s an awfully nice-looking girl. 

STANHOPE. A photo doesn’t show 
much, really. Just a face. 

OSBORNE. She looks awfully nice. 
(There is silence, stanhope lights 
a cigarette, osborne hands the 
photo back) You’re a lucky chap. 

STANHOPE (putting the photo back 
into his case). I don’t know why I 
keep it, really. 

OSBORNE. Why? Isn’t she— I 
thought 

STANHOPE. What did you think? 

OSBORNE. Well, I thought that per- 
haps she was waiting for you. 

STANHOPE. Yes. She is waiting for 
me— and she doesn’t know. She 
thinks I m a wonderful chap— com- 
manding a company. (He turns to 
OSBORNE and points up the steps 
into the line) She doesn’t know 
that if I went up those steps into 
the front line— without being doped 
with whiskey— I’d go mad with 
fright. 

(There is a pause, osborne stirs 
himself to speak.) 

OSBORNE. Look here, old man. I’ve 
meant to say it, for a long time, 
but it sounds damned impudence. 
You’ve done longer out here than 
any man in the battalion. It’s time 
you went away for a rest. It’s due 
to you. 


STANHOPE. You suggest that I go 
sick, like that little worm in there— 
neuralgia in the eye? (He laughs 
and takes a drink.) 

OSBORNE. No. Not that. The colonel 
would have sent you down long 
ago, only 

STANHOPE. Only— what? 

OSBORNE. Only he can’t spare you. 

STANHOPE (laughing). Oh, rot! 

OSBORNE. He told me. 

STANHOPE. He thinks I’m in such 
a state I want a rest, is that it? 

OSBORNE. No. He thinks it’s due to 
you. 

STANHOPE. It’s all right. Uncle. I’ll 
stick it out now. It may not be 
much longer now. I’ve had my 
share of luck— more than my share. 
There’s not a man left who was 
here when I came. But it’s rather 
damnable for that boy— of all the 
boys in the world— to have come to 
me. I might at least have been 
spared that. 

OSBORNE. You’re looking at things 
in rather a black sort of way. 

STANHOPE. I’ve just told you. That 
boy’s a hero-worshipper. I’m three 
years older than he is. You know 
what that means at school. I was 
skipper of football and all that sort 
of thing. It doesn’t sound much to 
a man out here— but it does at 
school with a kid of fourteen. 
Damn it, Uncle, you’re a school- 
master; you know. 

OSBORNE. I’ve just told you what I 
think of hero-worship. 
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STANHOPE. Raleigh's father knew 
mine, and I was told to keep an 
eye on the kid. I rather liked the 
idea of looking after him. I made 
him keen on the right things—and 
all that. His people asked me to 
stay with them one summer. I met 
his sister then 

OSBORNE. Yes? 

STANHOPE. At first I thought of her 
as another kid like Raleigh. It was 
just before I came out here for the 
first time that I realised what a top- 
ping girl she was. Funny how you 
realise it suddenly. I just prayed 
to come through the war— and— and 
do things—and keep absolutely fit 
for her. 

OSBORNE. You Ve done pretty well. 
An M.C. and a company. 

STANHOPE {taking another whis- 
key), It was all right at first. When 
I went home on leave after six 
months it v/as jolly fine to feel Td 
done a little to make her pleased. 
(He takes a gulp of his drink) It 
was after I came back here— in that 
awful affair on Vimy Ridge. I knew 
I’d go mad if I didn’t break the 
strain. I couldn’t bear being fully 
conscious all the time— i/ou’ue felt 
that, Uncle, haven’t you? 

OSBORNE. Yes, often. 

STANHOPE. There were only two 
ways of breaking the strain. One 
was pretending I was ill— and going 
home; the other was this. {He 
holds up his glass) Which would 
you pick. Uncle? 

OSBORNE. 1 haven’t been through as 
much as you. I don’t know yet. 
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STANHOPE. I thought it all out. It’s 
a slimy thing to go home if you’re 
not really ill, isn’t it? 

OSBORNE. I think it is. 

STANHOPE. Well, then. {He holds 
his glass up to osborne) Cheero, 
and long live the men who go 
home with neuralgia. {He puts his 
glass down) I didn’t go home on 
my last leave. I couldn’t bear to 
meet her, in case she realised 

osborne. When the war’s over— 
and the strain’s gone— you’ll soon 
be as fit as ever, at your age. 

STANHOPE. I’ve hoped that all the 
time. I’d go away for months and 
live in the open air— and get fit— 
and then go back to her. 

9SBORNE. And so you can. 

STANHOPE. If Raleigh had gone to 
one of those other one thousand 
eight hundred companies. 

OSBORNE. I don’t see why you 
should think 

STANHOPE. Oh, for Lord’s sake 
don’t be a damn fool. You knowl 
You know he’ll write and tell her 
I reek of whiskey all day. 

OSBORNE. Why should he? He’s not 

STANHOPE. Exactly. He’s not a 
damned little swine who’d deceive 
his sister. 

OSBORNE. He’s very young; he’s got 
hundreds of strange things to learn; 
he’ll realise that men sae-^iffereni 
—out here. 
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5TANHOPE. It's no good, Uncle. 
Didn’t you see him sitting there 
at supper?— staring at me?— and 
wondering? He’s up in those 
trenches now— still wondering— and 
beginning to understand. And all 
these months he’s wanted to be 
with me out here. Poor little devill 

OSBORNE. I believe Raleigh’ll go on 
liking you— and looking up to you— 
through everything. There’s some- 
thing very deep, and rather fine, 
about hero-worship. 

STANHOPE. Hero-worship be 
damned! (He pauses, then goes on, 
in a strange, high-pitched voice) 
You know, Uncle, I’m an awful 
fool. I’m captain of this company. 
What’s that bloody little prig of a 
boy matter? D’you see? He’s a little 
prig. Wants to write home and tell 
Madge all about me. Well, he 
won’t; d’you see, Uncle? He worFt 
write. Censorship! I censor his 
letters— cross out all he says about 
me. 

OSBORNE. You can’t read his letters. 

STANHOPE (dreamily). Cross out all 
he says about me. Then we all go 
west in the big attack— and she 
goes on thinking I’m a fine fellow 
for ever— and ever— and ever. (He 
pours out a drink, murmuring 
Ever— and ever— and ever,**) 

OSBORNE (rising from his bed). It’s 
not as bad as all that. Turn in and 
have a sleep. 

STANHOPE. Sleep! Catch me wast- 
ing my time with sleep. 

OSBORNE (picking up stanhope’s 
pack and pulling out the blanket). 
Come along, old chap. You come 


and lie down here. (He puts tH 
ack as a pillow on stanhope’^ 
ed, and spreads out the blanket,) 

stanhope (with his chin in his 
hands). Little prig— that’s what he 
is. Did 1 ask him to force his way 
into my company? No! I didn’t. 
Very well, he’ll pay for his damn 
cheek, (osborne lays his hand 
gently on stanhope’s shoulder to 
persuade him to lie down) Go 
away! (He shakes osborne’s hand 
off) What the hell are you trying 
to do? 

OSBORNE. Come and lie down and 
go to sleep. 

stanhope. Go sleep y’self. I censor 
his letters, d’you see. Uncle? You 
watch and see he doesn’t smuggle 
any letters away. 

OSBORNE. Righto. Now come and 
lie down. You’ve had a hard day 
of it. 

stanhope (looking up suddenly). 
Where’s Hardy? D’you say he’s 
gone? 

OSBORNE. Yes. He’s gone. 

stanhope. Gone, has he? Y’know, 
I had a word to say to Master 
Hardy. He would go, the swine! 
Dirty trenches— everything dirty— 
I wanner tell him to keep his 
trenches clean. 

OSBORNE (standing beside stan- 
hope and piAting his hand gently 
on his shoulder again) We’ll clean 
them up tomorrow. 

(stanhope looks up at osborne 
and laughs gaily.) 

stanhope. Dear old Uncle! Clean 
trenches up— with little dustpan and 



journey’s end 617 


brush. (He laughs) Make you little 
apron— with lace on it. 

OSBORNE. Thatll be fine. Now then, 
come along, old chap. Til see you 
get called at two o’clock. (He 
^rmly takes stanhope by the arm 
and draws him over to the bed) 
You must be tired. 

STANHOPE (in a dull voice) God, 
Vm bloody tired; ache— all over- 
fed sick— 

( OSBORNE helps him on to the bed, 
takes the blanket and puts it over 
him . ) 

OSBORNE. You’ll feel all right in a 
minute. How’s that? Comfortable? 

STANHOPE. Yes. Comfortable. (He 
looks up into osborne’s face and 
laughs again) Dear old Uncle. 
Tuck me up. 

( OSBORNE fumbles the blankets 
round stanhope.) 

OSBORNE. There we are. 

STANHOPE. Kiss me, Uncle. 

OSBORNE. Kiss you be blowedl You 
go to sleep. 

STANHOPE (closing his eyes). Yes— 
I go sleep. (He turns slowly on to 
his side with his face to the earth 
wall. ) 

( OSBORNE stands watching for a 
while, then blows out the candle 


by stanhope’s bed. stanhope gives 
a deep sigh, and begins to breathe 
heavily, osborne crosses to the 
servants dug-out and calls softly.) 

OSBORNE. Mason! 

mason (appearing with unbut- 
toned tunic at the tunnel entrance), 
Yessir? 

OSBORNE. Will you call me at ten 
minutes to eleven— and Mr. Hib- 
bert at ten minutes to two? I’m 
going to turn in for a little while. 

MASON. Very good, sir. (Pause) 
The pepper’s come, sir. 

OSBORNE. Oh, good. 

MASON. I’m very sorry about the 
pepper, sir. 

OSBORNE. That’s all right, Mason. 

MASON. Good night, sir. 

OSBORNE. Good night. 

(mason leaves the dugout. os - 
borne turns, and looks up the nar- 
row steps into the night, where the 
Very lights rise and fade against 
the starlit sky. He glances once 
more at stanhope, then crosses to 
his own bed, takes out from his 
tunic pocket a large, old-fashioned 
watch, and quietly winds it up. 
Through the stillness comes the low 
rumble of distant guns.)' 


THE curtain falls 
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ACT TWO 

SCENE I 


Early next morning, 

A pale shaft of sunlight shines down the steps, but candles still burn in 
the dark corner where osborne and raleigh are at breakfast, mason has 
put a large plate of bacon before each, and turns to go as trotter comes 
down the steps, whistling gaily and rubbing his hands. 


TROTTER. What a lovely smell of 
baconi 

MASON. Yes, sir. I reckon there’s 
enough smell of bacon in ’ere to last 
for dinner. 

trotter. Well, there’s nothing like 
a good fat bacon rasher when 
you’re as empty as I am. 

MASON. I’m glad you like it fat, 
€ii. 

TROTTER. Well, I like a bit o’ lean, 
too. 

MASON. There was a bit of lean in 
the middle of yours, sir, but it’s 
kind of shrunk up in the cooking. 

•trotter. Bad cooking, that’s all. 
Any porridge? 

MASON. Oh, yes, sir. There’s por- 
ridge. 

TROTTER. Lumpy, I s’pose? 

MASON. Yes, sir. Quite nice and 
lumpy. 

TROTTER. Well, take the lumps out 
o’ mine. 


MASON. And just bring you the 
gravy, sir? Very good, sir. 

(mason goes out. trotter looks 
after him suspiciously.) 

TROTTER. You know, that man’s 
getting familiar. 

OSBORNE. He’s not a bad cook. 
(trotter has picked up his coffee 
mug, attd is smelling it. ) 

trotter. I say, d’you realise he’s 
washed his dish-cloth? 

OSBORNE. I know. I told him about 
it. 

TROTTER. Did you really? You’ve 
got some pluck. ’Ow did you go 
about it? 

OSBORNE. I wrote and asked my 
wife for a packet of Lux. Then I 
gave it to Mason and suggested he 
try it on something. 

« 

TROTTER. Good man. No, he’s not 
a bad cook. Might be a lot worse. 
When I was in the ranks we ’ad a 
prize cook— used to be a plumber 
before the war. Ought to ’ave seen 
the stew ’e made. Thin! Thin 
wasn’t the word. Put a bucketful 
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of 'is stew in a bath and pull the 
plug, and the whole lot would go 
down in a couple of gurgles. 
(mason brings trotter's pof- 
ridge.) 

MASON. IVe took the lumps out. 

TROTTER. Good. Keep ’em and use 
’em for dumplings next time we 
’ave boiled beef. 

MASON. Very good, sir. {He goes 
out.) 

TROTTER. Yes. That plumber was a 
prize cook, ’e was. Lucky for us 
one day ’e set ’imself on fire making 
the tea. ’E went ’ome pretty well 
fried. Did Mason get that pepper? 

OSBORNE. Yes. 

TROTTER. Good. Must ’ave pepper. 

OSBORNE. I thought you were on 
duty now. 

TROTTER. I’m supposed to be. Stan- 
hope sent me down to get my 
breakfast. He’s looking after things 
till I finish. 

OSBORNE. He’s got a long job then. 

TROTTER. Oh, no. I’m a quick eater. 
Hi! Mason! Bacon! 

MASON (outside). Coming, sir! 

OSBORNE. It’s a wonderful morning. 

i 

TROTTER. Isn’t it lovely? Makes you 
feel sort of young and ’opeful. I 
was up in that old trench under the 
brick wall just now, and damned if 
a bloomin’ little bird didn’t start 
singing! Didn’t ’arf sound funny. 
Sign of spring, I s’pose. (mason 


arrives with trotter’s bacon) That 
looks all right. 

MASON. If you look down straight 
on it from above, sir, you can see 
the bit o’ lean quite clear. 

TROTTER. Good Lord, yes! That’s it, 
isn’t it? 

MASON. No, sir; that’s a bit o’ rust 
off the pan. 

TROTTER. Ah! That's it, then! 

MASON. You’ve got it, sir. (He goes 
out.) 

TROTTER. Cut US a chunk of bread, 
Uncle. 

(OSBORNE cuts him off a chunk.) 

OSBORNE. How are things going up 
there? 

TROTTER. I don’t like the look of 
things a bit. 

OSBORNE. You mean— the quiet? 

TROTTER. Yes. Standing up there in 
the dark last night there didn’t 
seem a thing in the world alive— 
except the rats squeaking and my 
stomach grumbling about that cut- 
let. 

OSBORNE. It’s quiet even now. 

TROTTER. Too damn quiet. You 
can bet your boots the Boche is 
up to something. The big attack 
soon, I reckon. T don’t like it. Uncle. 
Pass the jam. 

OSBORNE. It’s strawberry. 

TROTTER. Is it? I’m glad we’ve gol- 
rid o’ that raspberry jam. Can’t 
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stand raspberry jam. Pips get be- 
hind your plate. 

OSBORNE. Did Stanhope tell you he 
wants two wiring parties out to- 
night? 

TROTTER. Yes. He’s fixing it up 
now. (He pauses, and goes on in 
a lou' voice) My goodness, Uncle, 
doesn’t he look ill! 

OSBORNE. I’m afraid he’s not well. 

TROTTER. Nobody ’d be well who 
went on like he does. (There is 
another pause) You know when 
you came up to relieve me last 
night? 

OSBORNE. Yes? 

TROTTER. Well, Raleigh and me 
came back here, and there was 
Stanhope sitting on that bed drink- 
ing a whiskey. He looked as white 
as a sheet. God, he looked awful; 
he’d drunk the bottle since dinner. 
I said " ’Ullo!” and he didn’t seem 
to know who I was. Uncanny 
wasn’t it, Raleigh? 

RALEIGH (with lowered head). Yes. 

TROTTER. He just Said, "Better go 
to bed, Raleigh”— just as if Ra- 
leigh’d been a chool kid. 

OSBORNE. Did he? (There is a 
pause) Look at the sun. It’ll be 
quite warm soon. 

(They look at the pale square of 
sunlight on the floor.) 

TROTTER. It’s Warm now. You can 
feel it on your face outside if you 
stand in it. First time this year. 
’Ope we ’ave an ’ot summer. 

OSBORNE. So do I. 


TROTTER. Fuimy about that bird. 
Made me feel quite braced up. 
Sort of made me think about my 
garden of an evening— walking 
round in me slippers after supper, 
smoking me pipe. 

OSBORNE. You keen on gardening? 

TROTTER. Oh, I used to do a bit 
of an evening. I ’ad a decent little 
grass plot in front, with flower- 
borders— geraniums, lobelia, and 
calsularia— you know, red, white, 
and blue. Looked rather nice in 
the summer. 

OSBORNE. Yes. 

TROTTER. ’Ad some fine ’olly ocks 
out the back. One year I ’ad one 
eight feet ’igh. Took a photer of it. 
(He fumbles in his pocket case) 
Like to look at it? 

OSBORNE. I would. (He looks at 
the photo) By Jove, it’s a beauty. 

TROTTER (looking over osborne’s 
shoulder). You see that, just there? 

OSBORNE. Yes? 

trotter. That’s the roof of the 
summer-’ouse. 

OSBORNE. Is it really! 

trotter. Just shows the ’ite of the 
’olly’ock. 

OSBORNE. It does. (He shows the 
photo to RALEIGH ) A beauty, isn’t 
it? 

RALEIGH. Rather! 

TROTTER. It never wanted no stick 
to keep it straight, neether. (There 
is a pause) You keen on gardening? 
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OSBORNE. Yes. A bit. I made a 
rockery when I was home on leave. 
I used to cycle out to the woods 
and get primroses and things like 
that, and try and get em to grow 
in my garden. 

TROTTER. I don’t supposc they 
would! 

OSBORNE. They would if you 
pressed a bit of moss round 
them 

TROTTER, —to make ’em feel at 
’ome, eh? (He laughs.) 

OSBORNE. They’ll be coming out 
again soon if they’ve got this sun 
at home. 

TROTTER. I reckon they will. I re- 
member one morning last spring— 
we was coming out of the salient. 
Just when it was getting light in 
the morning— it was at the time 
when the Boche was sending over a 
lot of that gas that smells like pear- 
drops, you know? 

OSBORNE. I know. Phosgene. 

TROTTER. That’s it. We were scared 
to hell of it. All of a sudden we 
smelt that funny sweet smell, and 
a fellow shouted ‘‘Gas! ’’—and we 
put on our masks; and then 1 
spotted what it was. 

OSBORNE. What was it? 

TROTTER. Why, a blihkin’ may-tree! 
All out in bloom, growing beside 
the path! We did feel a lot of silly 
poops— putting on gas masks be- 
cause of a damn may-tree! (He 
stretches himself and tries to but- 
ton his tunic) Lord! I must get my 
fat down. (He gets up) Well, I 


better go and relieve Stanhope. 
He’ll curse like hell if I don’t. I 
bet he’s got a red-hot liver this 
morning. 

OSBORNE. I relieve you at eleven. 

TROTTER. That’s right. I don’t like 
this time of day in the line. The 
old Boche ’as just ’ad ’is breakfast, 
and sends over a few whizz-bang2 
and rifle grenades to show ’e ain’t 
forgotten us. Still, I’d rather ’ave 
a bang or two than this damn 
quiet. (He puts on his helmet and 
gas mask satchel and goes up the 
steps) Cheero! 

OSBORNE. Cheero! 

RALEIGH. Cheero! 

OSBORNE, (to raleigh). I expecl 
Stanhope’ll let you go on duty alone 
now. 

RALEIGH. Will he? About what 
time? 

OSBORNE. Well, after me, I expect. 
From about two till four. 

RALEIGH. I see. 

(There is a pause. Then osborne 
looks at RALEIGH and laughs.) 

OSBORNE. What do you think about 
it all? 

RALEIGH. Oh, all right, thanks. (He 
laughs) I feel I’ve been here ages. 

OSBORNE (filling his pipe). I expect 
you do. The time passes, though. 

RALEIGH. Are we here for six days? 

OSBORNE. Yes. Seems a long time^ 
doesn’t it? 
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RALEIGH (laughing shortly). It does 
rather. I can’t imagine—the end of 
six days here 

OSBORNE. Anyhow, we ve done 
twelve hours already. It’s fine when 
you are relieved and go down the 
line to billets, and have a good hot 
bath, and sit and read under trees. 

RALEIGH. Good Lord, I feel I 
haven’t seen a tree for ages— not a 
real tree with leaves and branches 
—and yet I’ve only been here 
twelve hours. 

OSBORNE. How did you feel— in the 
front line? 

RALEIGH. Oh, all right. It seemed so 
frightfully quiet and uncanny— 
everybody creeping about and talk- 
ing in low voices. I suppose you’ve 
got to talk quietly when you’re so 
near the German front hne— only 
about seventy yards, isn’t it? 

OSBORNE. Yes. About the breadth 
of a football field. 

RALEIGH. It’s funny to think of it 
like that. 

OSBORNE. I always measure dis- 
tances like that out here. Keeps 
them in proportion. 

RALEIGH. Did you play football? 

OSBORNE. Yes. But mostly reSBng 
at school in the last few years. 

RALEIGH. Are you a schoolmaster, 
then? 

OSBORNE. Yes. I must apologise. 

RALEIGH. Oh, I don’t mind school- 
^Ihasters. (Hastily) I— I mean, I 
i^er met one outside a school. 


OSBORNE. They do get out some^ 
times. 

RALEIGH (laughing). Who did you 
play for? 

OSBORNE. The Harlequins. 

RALEIGH. I say, really I 

OSBORNE. I played for the English 
team on one great occasion. 

RALEIGH. Whatl For Englandl 

OSBORNE. I was awfully lucky to 
get the chance. It’s a long time ago 
now. 

RALEIGH (with awe) . Oh, but, good 
Lord! that must have been simply 
topping. Where did you play? 

OSBORNE. Wing three. 

RALEIGH. I say, I— I never realised 
—you’d played for England? 

OSBORNE. Tuppence to talk to me 
now! Anyhow, don’t breeze it 
about. 

RALEIGH. Don’t the others know? 

OSBORNE. We never talk about foot- 
ball. 

RALEIGH. They ought to know. It’d 
make them feel jolly bucked. 

OSBORNE (laughing). It doesn’t 

make much difference out herel 

« 

RALEIGH. It must be awfully thrill- 
ing, playing in front of a huge 
crowd— all shouting and cheer- 
ing — 

OSBORNE. You don’t notice it when 
the game begins. 
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baleich. You re too taken up with 
the game? 

OSBORNE. Yes. 

RALEIGH. I used to get wind up 
playing at school with only a few 
kids looking on. 

OSBORNE. You feel it more when 
there are only a few. (He has 
picked up a slip of paper from the 
table; suddenly he laughs) Look at 
this! 

RALEIGH (looking at it curiously). 
What is it? 

OSBORNE. Trotter's plan to make the 
time pass quickly. One hundred 
and forty-four little circles— one for 
each hour of six days. He's blacked 
in six already. He's six hours be- 
hind. 

RALEIGH. It's rather a good idea. I 
like Trotter. 

OSBORNE. He's a good chap. 

RALEIGH. He makes things feel- 
natural. 

OSBORNE. He's a genuine sort of 
chap. 

RALEIGH. That's it. He's genuine. 
(There is a pause. He has been 
filling a new pipe, osborne is puff- 
ing at his old one) How topping 
—to have played for^ England! 

OSBORNE. It was rather fun. 

(There is a pause.) 

RALEIGH. The Germans are really 
quite decent, aren't they? I mean, 
outside the newspapers? 
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OSBORNE. Yes. (Pause) I remembei 
up at Wipers we had a man shot 
when he was out on patrol. Just at 
dawn. We couldn't get him in that 
night. He lay out there groaning all 
day. Next night three of our men 
crawled out to get him in. It was 
so near the German trenches that 
they could have shot our fellows 
one by one. But, when our men 
began dragging the wounded man 
back over the rough ground, a big 
German officer stood up in their 
trenches and called out: “Carry 
him!”— and our fellows stood up 
and carried the man back, and the 
German officer fired some lights for 
them to see by. 

RALEIGH. How topping! 

OSBORNE. Next day we blew each 
other's trenches to blazes. 

RALEIGH. It all seems rather— siZZy, 
doesn't it? 

OSBORNE. It does, rather. 

( There is silence for a while . ) 

RALEIGH. I started a letter when 1 
came off duty last night. How do 
we send letters? 

OSBORNE. The quartermaster-ser* 
geant takes them down after he 
brings rations up in the evenings. 
(stanhope is coming slowly down 
the steps, raleigh rises.) 

RALEIGH. I think I'll go and finish 
it now— if I go on duty soon. 

OSBORNE. Come and write it in 
here. It's more cheery. 

RALEIGH. It's all right, thanks; I'm 
quite comfortable in there. I've 
rigged up a sort of little table be- 
side my bed. 
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OSBORNE. Righto. 

(RALEIGH goes ifito his dug-out, 
STANHOPE is slowly taking of his 
equipment.) 

STANHOPE. What a foul smell of 
bacon. 

OSBORNE. Yes. WeVe got bacon for 
breakfast. 

STANHOPE. So I gather. Have you 
told Raleigh about rifle inspection? 

OSBORNE. No. 

STANHOPE (at the entrance to Ra- 
leighs dug-out). Raleigh! 

RALEIGH (appearing). Yes? 

STANHOPE. You inspect your pla- 
toons rifles at nine o’clock. 

RALEIGH. Oh, righto. Stanhope. 
(He goes again.) 

STANHOPE . (siYtmg at the table). 
I ve arranged two wiring parties to 
begin at eight o’clock to-night— 
Corporal Burt with two men and 
Sergeant Smith with two. I want 
them to strengthen the wire all 
along the front. 

OSBORNE. It’s very weak at present. 

STANHOPE. Every company leaves 
it for the next one to do. There’re 
great holes blown out weeks ago. 

OSBORNE. I know. 

STANHOPE. Next night we’ll start 
putting a belt of wire down both 
sides of us. 

OSBORNE. Down the sides? 


STANHOPE. Yes. We’ll wire ourselves 
right in. If this attack comes, I’m 
not going to trust the companies on 
our sides to hold their ground. 
(mason has come in, and stands 
diffidently in the background. ) 

MASON. Would you like a nice bit 
o’ bacon, sir? 

STANHOPE. No, thanks. I’ll have a 
cup of tea. 

MASON. Right, sir. (He goes out.) 

STANHOPE. IVe been having a good 
look round. We’ve got a strong 
position here— if we wire ourselves 
right in. The colonel’s been talking 
to me up there. 

OSBORNE. Oh. Has he been round? 

STANHOPE. Yes. He says a German 
prisoner gave the day of attack as 
the 21st. 

OSBORNE. That’s Thursday? 

STANHOPE. Yes. Today’s Tuesday. 

OSBORNE. That means about dawn 
the day after tomorrow. 

STANHOPE. The second dawn from 
now. 

(There is a pause.) 

OSBORNE. Then it’ll come while 
we’re here. 

STANHOPE. Yes. It’ll come while 
we’re here. And we shall be in the 
front seats. 

OSBORNE. Oh, well 

(In the silence that follows, mason 
enters with a cup of tea.) 
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MASON. Would you like a nice plate 
of sardines, sir? 

STANHOPE. I should loathe it. 

MASON. Very good, sir. {He goes 
out.) 

OSBORNE. Did the colonel have 
much to say? 

STANHOPE. Only that when the at- 
tack comes we can’t expect any 
help from behind. We’re not to 
move from here. We’ve got to stick 
it. 

OSBORNE. I see. 

STANHOPE. We’ll wire ourselves in 
as strongly as possible. I’ve got to 
arrange battle positions for each 
platoon and section this afternoon. 

OSBORNE. Well, I’m glad it’s com- 
ing at last. I’m sick of waiting. 

STANHOPE {looking at trotter’s 
chart). What’s this extraordinary 
affair? 

OSBORNE. Trotter’s plan make 
the time pass by. A hundred and 
forty-four circles— one for each hour 
of six days. 

STANHOPE. How many hours are 
there till dawn on the 2Ist. 

OSBORNE. Goodness knows. Not 
many, I hope. 

• 

STANHOPE. Nearly nine o’clock 
now. I’wenty-four till nine tomor- 
row; twelve till nine at night— that’s 
thirty-six; nine till six next morn- 
ing; that’s forty-five altogether, 
{He begins to count off forty-five 
circles on trotter’s chart.) 
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OSBORNE. What are you going to 
do? 

STANHOPE. At the end of the forty- 
fifth circle I’m going to draw a pic- 
ture of Trotter being blown up in 
four pieces. 

OSBORNE. Don’t spoil his chart. It 
took him an hour to make that. 

STANHOPE. He won’t see the point. 
He’s no imagination. 

OSBORNE. I don’t suppose he has. 

STANHOPE. Funny not to have any 
imagination. Must be rather nice. 

OSBORNE. A bit dull, I should think. 

STANHOPE. It must be, rather. I 
suppose all his life Trotter feels 
like you and I do when we’re 
drowsily drunk. 

OSBORNE. Poor chap! 

STANHOPE. I suppose if Trotter 
looks at that wall he just sees a 
brown surface. He doesn’t see into 
the earth beyond— the worms wan- 
dering about round the stones and 
roots of trees. I wonder how a 
worm knows when it’s going up 
or down. 

OSBORNE. When it’s going down I 
suppose the blood runs into its 
head and makes it throb. 

STANHOPE. Worms haven’t got any 
blood. 

OSBORNE. Then I don’t suppose it 
ever does know. 

STANHOPE. Rotten if it didn’t— and 
went on going down when it 
thought it was coming up. 
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OSBORNE. Yes, 1 expect that’s the 
one thing worms dread. 

STANHOPE. Dyou think this life 
sharpens the imagination? 

OSBORNE. It must. 

STANHOPE. Whenever I look at any- 
thing nowadays I see right through 
it. Looking at you now there’s your 
uniform— your jersey— shirt— vest— 
then beyond that 

OSBORNE. Let’s talk about some- 
thing else— croquet, or the war. 

STANHOPE (laughing)^ Sorry! It’s a 
habit that’s grown on me lately— 
to look right through things, and 
on and on— till I get frightened and 
stop. 

OSBORNE. I suppose everybody out 
here— /eeis more keenly. 

STANHOPE. I hope so. I wondered 
if there was anything wrong with 
me. D you ever get a sudden feel- 
ing that everything’s going farther 
and farther away— till you’re the 
only thing in the world— and then 
the world begins going away— until 
you’re the only thing in— in the 
universe— and you struggle to get 
back— and can’t? 

OSBORNE. Bit of nerve strain, that’s 
aU. 

STANHOPE. You don’t think I’m go- 
ing potty? 

OSBORNE. Oh, Lord, nol 

STANHOPE {throwing back his head 
fmd laughing). Dear old Uncle! 
ym don’t rei^y know, do you? You 
pretend you do, to make me 
aU ri^t. 


OSBORNE. When people are going 



STANHOPE. Oh, well, that’s all right, 
then. (There is silence for a while) 
I had that feeling this morning, 
standing out there in the line while 
the sun was rising. By the way, did 
you see the sunrise? Wasn’t it gor- 
geous? 

OSBORNE. Splendid— this morning. 

STANHOPE. I was looking across at 
the Boche trenches and right be- 
yond— not a sound or a soul; just 
an enormous plain, all churned up 
like a sea that’s got muddier and 
muddier till it’s so stiflF that it can’t 
move. You could have heard a pin 
drop in the quiet; yet you knew 
thousands of guns were hidden 
there, all ready cleaned and oiled 
—millions of bullets lying in 
pouches— thousands of Germans, 
waiting and thinking. Then, grad- 
ually, that feeling came 

OSBORNE. I never knew the sun 
could rise in so many ways till I 
came out here. Green, and pink, 
and red, and blue, and grey. Ex- 
traordinary, isn’t it? 

STANHOPE. Yes. Hi! Mason! 

MASON (outside). Yessir! 

STANHOPE. Bring some mugs and a 
bottle of whiskey. 

f 

MASON. Yessir. 

OSBORNE (smiling). Sc early in the 
morning? 

STANHOPE. Just a spot. It’s damn 
cold in here. 
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OSBORNE {turning over the pages 
of a magazine). This show at the 
Hippodrome has been running a 
long time. 

STANHOPE. What? Zig-zag? 

OSBORNE. Yes. George Robey's in it. 

STANHOPE. Harper saw it on leave. 
Says it s damn good. Robey’s price- 
lessly funny. 

(mason brings whiskey and mugs 
and water.) 

OSBORNE. Wish rd seen a show on 
leave. 

STANHOPE. D you mean to say you 
didn’t go to any shows? 

OSBORNE (laughing). No. I spent 
all the time in the garden, making 
a rockery. In the evenings I used 
to sit and smoke and read—and my 
wife used to knit socks and play 
the piano a bit. We pretended 
there wasn’t any war at all— till my 
two youngsters made me help in a 
tin-soldier battle on the floor. 

STANHOPE. Poor old Unclel You 
can’t get away from it, can you? 

OSBORNE. I wish I knew how to 
fight a battle like those boys of 
mine. You ought to have seen the 
way they lured my men under the 
sofa and mowed them down. 

STANHOPE (laughing and helping 
himself to a drink), ifoxi going to 
have one? 

OSBORNE. Not now, thanks. 

STANHOPE. You go on duty at 
eleven, don’t you? 

OSBORNE. Yes. I relieve Trotter. 


STANHOPE. Raleigh better go on at 
one o’clock and stay with you for 
an hour. Then he can stay on alone 
till four. Hibbert relieves him at 
four. 

OSBORNE. Righto. 

STANHOPE. What’s Raleigh doing 
now? 

osBORNii. Finishing a letter. 

STANHOPE. Did you tell him? 

OSBORNE. About what? 

STANHOPE. Censorship. 

OSBORNE. You don’t mean that 
seriously? 

STANHOPE. Mean it? Of course I 
mean it. 

OSBORNE. You can’t do that. 

STANHOPE. Officially I’m supposed 
to read all your letters. Damn it all, 
Uncle! Imagine yourself in my 
place— a letter going away from 
here— from that boy 

OSBORNE. He’ll say nothing— rotten 
—about you. 

STANHOPE. You think so? (There 
is a pause) I heard you go on duty 
last night. After you’d gone, I got 
up. I was feeling bad. I forgot 
Raleigh was out there with Trotter. 
I’d forgotten all about him. I was 
sleepy. I just knew something 
beastly had happened. Then he 
came in with Trotter— and looked 
at me. After coming in out of the 
night air, this place must have 
reeked of candle-grease, and rats— 
and whiskey. One thing a boy like 
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that can’t stand is a smell that isn’t 
fresh. He looked at me as if I’d hit 
him between the eyes— as if I’d spat 
on him 

OSBORNE. You imagine things. 


STANHOPE. Yes. I have to censor all 
letters. 


RALEIGH (stammering). Oh, but- 
I haven’t said anything about— 
where we are 


STANHOPE (laughing). Imagine 
things! No need to imagine! 

OSBORNE. Why can’t you treat him 
like any other youngster? 

( RALEIGH comes in from his dug- 
out with a letter in his hand. He 
stops short as he notices the abrupt 
silence that follows his entry.) 

RALEIGH. I’m sorry. 


STANHOPE. It’s the rule that letters 
must be read. 

RALEIGH (nervously). Oh, I— I 
didn’t realise that. (He stands em- 
barrassed; then gives a short 
laugh) I— I think— I’ll just leave 
it, then. (He unbuttons his tunic 
pocket to put the letter away.) 
(stanhope rises, crosses slowly and 

faces RALEIGH.) 


OSBORNE. It’s all right, Raleigh. Go- stanhope. Give me that letter! 
ing to inspect rifles? 

RALEIGH ( astonished ) . But— Den- 
RALEIGH. Yes. nis 


OSBORNE. You needn’t bother if the 
wood’s a bit dirty— just the barrels 
and magazines and all the metal 
parts. 

RALEIGH. Righto, 

OSBORNE. See there’s plenty of oil 
on it. And look at the ammunition 
in the men’s pouches. 

RALEIGH. Right. (He crosses to- 
wards the door and turns) Where 
do we put the letters to be col- 
lected? 

OSBORNE. Oh, just on the table. 

RALEIGH. Thanks. (He begins to 
lick the flap of the envelope,) 

STANHOPE (in a quiet voice). You 
leave it open. 

RALEIGH (surprised). Open? 


STANHOPE (trembling). Give me 
that letter! 

RALEIGH. But it’s— it’s private. I 
didn’t know 

STANHOPE. D’you Understand an 
order? Give me that letter! 

RALEIGH. But I tell you— there’s 
nothing— (stanhope clutches ra- 
leigh’s wrist and tears the letter 
from his hand) Dennis— I’m 

STANHOPE. Don’t “Dennis” mel 
Stanhope’s my name! You’re not at 
school! Go and inspect your rifles. 
( RALEIGH stands in amazement at 
the foot of the steps.) 

STANHOPE (shouting), D’you un- 
derstand an order? 

(For a moment raleigh stares 
wide-eyed at stanhope, who is 
trembling and breathing heavily^ 
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then almost in a whisper he says: 
'‘Right,” and goes quietly up the 
narrow steps, stanhope turns to- 
ward the table.) 

OSBORNE. Good heavens, Stanhope! 

STANHOPE {wheeling furiously on 
OSBORNE ). Look here, Osborne, 
Tm commanding this company. I 
ask for advice when I want it! 

OSBORNE. Very well. 

(stanhope sinks down at the table 
with the letter in his hand. There 
is silence for a moment. Then he 
throws the letter on the table and 
rests his head between his hands.) 

STANHOPE. Oh, God! I don’t want 
to read the blasted thing! 

OSBORNE. You’ll let it go then? 

STANHOPE. I don’t care. 

(There is a pause.) 

OSBORNE. Shall I glance through it 
—for you? 

STANHOPE. If you like. 

OSBORNE. I don’t want to. 

STANHOPE. You better. I can’t. 
(OSBORNE takes the letter from the 
table and opens it. stanhope sits 
with his head in his hand, digging 
a magazine with a pencil. After a 
while, OSBORNE glances up at stan- 
hope.) 

« 

OSBORNE. D’you want to hear? 
STANHOPE. I suppose I better know. 
OSBORNE. He begins with a descrip- 
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tion of his getting here— he doesn’t 
mention the names of any places. 

STANHOPE. What does he say then? 

OSBORNE. The last piece is about 
you. 

STANHOPE. Go on. 

OSBORNE (reading). He says: “And 
now I come to the great news. I 
reported at Battalion Headquarters, 
and the colonel looked in a little 
book, and said, 'You report to 
“C” Company— Captain Stanhope.’ 
Can’t you imagine what I felt? I 
was taken along some trenches and 
shown a dug-out. There was an aw- 
fully nice officer there— quite old— 
with grey hair”— (osborne clears 
his throat) — 'ixnd then later Dennis 
came in. He looked tired, but that’s 
because he works so frightfully 
hard, and because of the responsi- 
bility. Then I went on duty in the 
front line, and a sergeant told me 
all about Dennis. He said that Den- 
nis is the finest officer in the bat- 
talion, and the men simply love 
him. He hardly ever sleeps in the 
dug-out; he’s always up in the front 
line with the men, cheering them 
on with jokes, and making them 
keen about things, like he did the 
kids at school. I’m awfully proud 
to think he’s my friend.” (There is 
silence, stanhope has not moved 
while OSBORNE has read) That’s all. 
(Pause) Shall I stick it down? 
(stanhope sits with lowered head. 
He murmurs something that sounds 
like “Yes, please.” He rises heavily 
and crosses to the shadows by os- 
borne’s bed. The sun is shining 
quite brightly in the trench out- 
side.) 


THE CURTAIN FALLS 
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SCENE II 

Afternoon on the same day. The sunlight has gone from the dug-out 
floor, but still shines brightly in the trench, 

STANHOPE is lying on his bed reading by the light of a candle on the 
table beside nim, A burly figure comes groping down the steps and 
stands blinking in the shadows of the dug-out. A huge man, with a heavy 
black moustache, a fat red face, and massive chin. 

STANHOPE puts the magazine down, rises and sits up to the table. 


STANHOPE. I want to talk with you, 
sergeant-major. 

S.-M. (standing stolidly by the 
steps). Yes, sir? 

STANHOPE. Sit down. Have a whis- 
key? 

s.-M. (a suspicion of brightness in 
his voice). Thank you, sir. (The 
SERGEANT-MAJOR diffidently takes 

a small tot.) 

STANHOPE. I say. You won’t taste 
that. Take a proper one. 

s.-M. Well— sir— (stanhope reaches 
over, helps the sergeant-major to 
a large tot, and takes one himself) 
Turning chilly again, sir. Quite 
warm this morning. 

stanhope. Yes. 

s.-M. Well, here’s your very good 
health, sir. (He raises his glass and 
drinks.) 

stanhope. Cheero. (He nuts down 
his glass and abruptly cnanges his 
tone) Now, look here, sergeant- 
.major. We must expect this attack 
on Thursday mor^g, at dawn. 
ThatV the second dawn from now. 


( The sergeant-major takes a very 
dirty little notebook from his 
pocket and jots down notes with 
a very small stub of pencil.) 

s.-M. Thursday morning. Very 
good, sir. 

STANHOPE. Were to hold these 
trenches, and no man’s to move 
from here. 

s.-M. Very good, sir. 

STANHOPE. It may happen that 
companies on our sides will give 
way, leaving our flanks exposed; so 
I want a screen of wire put down 
both flanks till it meets the wire in 
the support line. 

s.-M. (writing hurriedly). Both 
flanks— yes, sir. 

STANHOPE. When the attack begins, 

I shall take charge of the left, and 
Mr. Osborne ^the right. You will be 
with Mr. Osborne, and Sergeant 
Baker with me; 9 and 10 Platoons 
will move over here. (He points 
out the position on the trench map) 

II and 12 Platoons to the left. 

S.-M. I see, sir. 
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STANHOPE, Is there anything you re 
not clear about? 

s.-M. (looking at his notes). Seems 
all clear, sir. 

STANHOPE. Anything you want to 
know? 

s.-M. Well, sir (clears his throat) 
—when the attack comes, of course, 
we beat ’em off— but what if they 
keep on attacking? 

STANHOPE. Then we keep on beat- 
ing them off. 

s.-M. Yes, sir. But what I mean is 
—they’re bound to make a big thing 
of it. 

STANHOPE (cheerily). Oh, I think 
they willl 

s.-M. Well, then, sir. If they don’t 
get through the first day, they’ll at- 
tack the next day and the next 

STANHOPE. They’re bound to. 

s.-M. Then oughtn’t we to fix up 
something about, well (he gropes 
for the right u;orcis)—er— falling 
back? 

STANHOPE. There’s no need to— you 
see, this company’s a lot better 
than “A” and Companies on 
either side of us. 

s.-M. Quite, sir. 

STANHOPE. Well, then, if anyone 
breaks, “A” and “B” will break be- 
fore we do. As long as we stick 
here when the other companies 
have given way, we can fire into 
the Boche as they try and get 
through the gaps on our sides— 
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we'll make a hell of a mess of them. 
We might delay the advance a 
whole day. 

s.-M. (diffidently). Yes, sir, but 
what 'appens when the Boche ’as 
all got round the back of us? 

STANHOPE. Then we advance and 
win the war. 

s.-M. (pretending to make a note). 
Win the war. Very good, sir. 

STANHOPE. But you Understand 
exactly what I mean, sergeant- 
major. Our orders are to stick here. 
If you’re told to stick where you 
are you don’t make plans to retire. 

S.-M. Quite, sir. 

( Osborne’s voice is calling down 
the steps, sergeant-major rises.) 

OSBORNE. Are you there, Stanhope? 

stanhope (rising quickly). Yes. 
What’s the matter? 

OSBORNE. The colonel’s up here. 
Wants to see you 

STANHOPE. Oh, right. I’ll come up. 

COLONEL (from above). All right. 
Stanhope— I’ll come down. 

s.-M. (who has risen). Anything 
more, sir? 

STANHOPE. I don’t think so. I’ll see 
you at stand-to this evening. 

s.-M. Very good, sir. (He stands 
back a pace and salutes stanhope 
smartly, stanhope’s eye falls on the 
SEtiGEANT-MAjOR’s nearly finished 
drink on the table. He points to it.) 

STANHOPE. Hoy! What about that? 



R. C. SHERRIFF 


632 

S.-M. Thank you, sir. (He finishes 
the drink. The colonel comes 
down the steps.) 

COLONEL. Good morning, sergeant- 
major. 

s,-M. Good morning, sir. (The ser- 
geant-major goes up the steps.) 

STANHOPE. Hullo, sirl 

COLONEL. Hullo, Stanhope! (He 
sniffs) Strong smell of bacon. 

STANHOPE. Yes, sir. We had some 
bacon for breakfast. 

COLONEL, Hangs about, doesn’t it? 

STANHOPE. Yes, sir. Clings to the 
walls. 

COLONEL. Lovely day. 

STANHOPE. Splendid, sir. 

COLONEL. Spring’s coming. (There 
is a pause) I’m glad you’re alone. 
I’ve got some rather serious news. 

STANHOPE. I’m sorry to hear that, 
sir. Will you have a drink? 

COLONEL. Well, thanks— just a spot. 
(stanhope mixes a drink for the 
COLONEL and himself) Here’s luck. 

stanhope. Cheero, sir. (Bringing 
forward a box) Sit down, sir. 

COLONEL. Thanks. 

stanhope. What’s the news, sir? 

COLONEL. The brigadier came to 
see me this morning. (He pauses) 
It seems almost certain the attack’s 
to come on Thursday morning. 


They’ve got information from more 
than one source— but they don’t 
know where it’s going to fall the 
hardest. The Boche began relieving 
his frontline troops yesterday. 
They’re bound to put in certain 
regiments where they intend to 
m^e the hardest push 

STANHOPE. Naturally 

COLONEL. And the general wants 
us to make a raid to find out who’s 
come into the line opposite here. 
(There is a pause.) 

STANHOPE. I see. When? 

COLONEL. As soon as possible. He 
said tonight. 

STANHOPE. Oh, but that’s absurd! 

(iOLONEL. I told him so. I said the 
earliest would be tomorrow after- 
noon. A surprise daylight raid 
under a smoke screen from the 
trench-mortar people. I think day- 
light best. There’s not much moon 
now, and it’s vitally important to 
get hold of a Boche or two. 

STANHOPE. Quite. 

COLONEL. I suggest Sending two of- 
ficers and ten men. Quite enough 
for the purpose. Just opposite here 
there’s only seventy yards of No 
Man’s Land. To-night the trench- 
mortars can blow a hole in the 
Boche wire and you can cut a hole 
in yours. Harrison of the trench- 
mortars is coming in to dinner with 
me this evening to discuss every- 
thing. I’d like you to come too. 
Eight o'clock suit you? 

STANHOPE. Very good, sir. 
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COLONEL, ril leave you to select 
the men. 

STANHOPE. You Want me to go with 
them, sir? 

COLONEL. Oh, no, Stanhope. I—I 
can't let you go. No. I want one 
officer to direct the raid and one to 
make the dash in and collar some 
Boche. 
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COLONEL. Yes. Just the type. Plenty* 
of guts 

STANHOPE. He’s awfully new to it 
all 

COLONEL. All to the good. His 
nerves are sound. 

STANHOPE. It's rotten to send a 
fellow who's only just arrived. 


STANHOPE. Who do you suggest, 
sir? 

COLONEL. Well, I suggest Osborne, 
for one. He's a very level-headed 
chap. He can direct it. 


COLONEL. Well, who else is there? 
I could send an officer from another 
company 

STANHOPE (quickly). Oh, Lord, no 
We'll do it. 


STANHOPE. And who else? 


COLONEL. Well, there’s Trotter— but 
he's a bit fat, isn’t he? Not much 
good at dashing in? 


STANHOPE. No. D’you suggest Hib- 
bert? 


COLONEL. Well, what do you think 
of Hibbert? 


COLONEL. Then I suggest Osborne 
to direct the raid and Raleigh to 
make the dash— v/ith ten good men. 
We'll meet Harrison at supper and 
arrange the smoke bombs— and 
blowing a hole in the wire. You 
select the men and talk to Osborne 
and Raleigh about it in the mean- 
time. 

STANHOPE. Very well, sir. 


STANHOPE. I don’t think so. 

COLONEL. No. 

(There is a pause.) 

STANHOPE. Why not send a good 
sergeant, sir? 

COLONEL. No. I don’t think a ser- 
geant. The men expect officers to 
lead a raid. 1 

STANHOPE. Yes. There is that. 

COLONEL. As a matter of fact. Stan- 
hope, I’m thinking of that young- 
ster I sent up to you last night. 

STANHOPE. Raleigh? 


COLONEL. Better send Osborne and 
Raleigh down to me in the morn- 
ing to talk things over. Or, better 
still— I'll come up here first thing 
tomorrow morning. 

STANHOPE. Right, sir. 

COLONEL. It’s ail a damn nuisance; 
but, after all— it’s necessary. 

STANHOPE. I suppose it is. 

COLONEL. Well, so long. Stanhope. 
I'll see you at eight o’clock. Do you 
like fish? 

STANHOPE. Fish, sir? 
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coLONirx.. Yes. WeVe had some 
fresh fish sent up from railhead for 
supper tonight. 

STANHOPE. Splendid, sirl 

COLONEL. Whiting, I think it is. 

STANHOPE. GoodI 

COLONEL. Well, bye-bye. {The 
COLONEL up the steps,) 
(STANHOJF. stands watching for a 
moment, then turns and walks 
to the table, hibbert comes 

3 into the dug-out from the 
leading from his sleeping 
quarters.) 

STANHOPE. Hullo! I thought you 
Were asleep. 

HIBBERT, I Just Wanted a word with 
you. Stanhope. 

STANHOPE. Fire away. 

HIBBERT. This neuralgia of mine. 
Im awfully sorry. Tm afraid I can’t 
stick it any longer 

STANHOPE. I know. It s rotten, isn’t 
it? IVe got it like hell 

HIBBERT {taken aback). You have? 

STANHOPE. Had it for weeks. 

HIBBERT. Well, Im sorry. Stan- 
hope. It’s no good. IVe tried 
damned hard; But I must go 
down 

n'ANHOPE. Go down— where? 

HiBBEnT. Why, go sick— go down 
the line. I must go into hospital 
and have some kind of treatment. 
is a silence for a moment. 


STANHOPE is looking at hibbert— 
tUl HIBBERT turns away and walks 
towards his dug-out) I’ll go right 
along now, I think 

STANHOPE {quietly). You’re going 
to stay here. 

HIBBERT. I’m going down to see the 
doctor. He’ll send me to hospital 
when he understands 

STANHOPE. I’ve seen the doctor. I 
saw him this morning. He won’t 
send you to hospital, Hibbert; he’ll 
send you back here. He promised 
me he would. {There is silence) 
So you can save yourself a walk. 

HIBBERT {fiercely). What the 
hell ! 

STANHOPE. Stop that! 

HIBBERT. I’ve a perfect right to go 
sick if I want to. The men can- 
why can’t an ofiBcer? 

STANHOPE. No man’s sent down un- 
less he’s very ill. There’s nothing 
wrong with you, Hibbert. The Ger- 
man attack’s on Thursday; almost 
for certain. You’re going to stay 
here and see it through with the 
rest of us. 

HIBBERT {hysterically). I tell you, 
I can’t— the pain’s nearly sending 
me mad. I’m going! I’ve got all my 
stuff packed. I’m going now— you 
can’t stop me! {He goes excitedly 
into the dug-out. stanhope walks 
slowly towards the steps, turns, and 
undoes the -flap of his revolver 
holster. He takes out his revolver, 
and stands casually examining it. 
HIBBERT returns with his pack 
slung on his back and a walking* 
stick in his hand. He pauses at the 
sight of STANHOPS by the steps.) 
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hibbert. Let's get by. Stanhope. 

STANHOPE. You re going to stay here 
and do your job. 

mBBERT. Haven’t I told you? I 
cant! Don’t you understand? Let- 
let me get by. 

STANHOPE. Now loolc here, Hibbert. 
IVe got a lot of work to do and no 
time to waste. Once and for all, 
you’re going to stay here and see it 
through with the rest of us. 

HIBBERT. I shall die of this pain if 
I don’t go! 

STANHOPE. Better die of pain than 
be shot for deserting. 

HIBBERT (in a low voice). What do 
you mean? 

STANHOPE. You know what I 
mean 

HIBBERT. I’ve a right to see the 
doctor! 

STANHOPE. Good God! Don’t you 
understand!— he’ll send you back 
here. Dr. Preston’s never let a 
shirker pass him yet— and he’s not 
going to start now— two days before 
the attack— 

HIBBERT (pleadingly). Stanhope— 
if you only knew how awful I feel 

Please do let me go by (He 

walks slowly round behind stan- 
hope. STANHOPE turrJS and thrusts 
him roughly back. With a lightning 
movement hibbert raises his stU^ 
and strikes blindly at stanhope, 
who catches the stick, tears it from 
hibbert's hands, smashes it across 
his knee, and throws it on the 
ground.) 
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STANHOPE. God!— you little swine. 
You know what that means— don’t 
you? Striking a superior oflBcer! 
(There is silence, stanhope takes 
hold of his revolver as it swings 
from its lanyard, hibbert stands 
quivering in front of stanhope) 
Never mind, though. I won’t have 
you shot for that 

hibbert. Let me go— 

stanhope. If you went. I’d have 
you shot— for deserting. It’s a hell 
of a disgrace— to die like that. I’d 
rather spare you the disgrace. I 
give you half a minute to think. 
You either stay here and try and 
be a man— or you try to get out of 
that door— to desert. If you do that, 
there’s going to be an accident. 
D’you understand? I’m fiddling 
with my revolver, d’you see?— 
cleaning it— and it’s going off bj 
accident. It often hiippens out here. 
It’s going off, and it’s going to shoot 
you between the eyes. 

hibbert (m a whisper). You 
daren’t 

stanhope. You don’t deserve to be 
shot by accident— but I’d save you 
the disgrace of the other way— I 
give you half a minute to decide. 
(He holds up his wrist to look at 
his watch) Half a minute from 
now— 

(There is silence; a few seconds 
go by. Suddenly hibbert bursts 
into a high-pitched laugh.) 

hibbert. Go on, then, shoot! You 
won’t let me go to hospital. I swear 
I’ll never go into those trenches 
again. Shoot!— and thank God— 

stanhope (with his eyes on his 
watch). Fifteen more seconds-*-^ 
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HiBBEixTa Go on! I m ready* — 

STANHOPE. Ten. (He looks up at 
HiBBERT, who hos closcd his eyes) 
Five. 

(Again stanhope looks up. After 
a moment he quietly drops his re- 
volver into its holker and steps 
towards hibbert, who stands with 
lowered head and eyes tightly 
screwed up, his arms stretched 
stiffly by his sides, his hands tightly 
clutching the edges of his tunic. 
Gently stanhope places his hands 
on hibbert’s shoulders, hibbert 
starts violently and gives a little 
cry. He opens his eyes and stares 
vacantly into stanhope’s face. 
STANHOPE is smiling.) 

stanhope. Good man, Hibbert. I 
liked the way you stuck that. 

HIBBERT (hoarsely). Why didn’t 
you shoot? 

stanhope. Stay here, old chap— 

and see it through 

(hibbert stands trembling, trying 
to speak. Suddenly he breaks down 
and cries, stanhope takes his 
hands from his shoulders and turns 
away.) 

HIBBERT. Stanhope! I’ve tried like 
hell— I swear I have. Ever since I 
came out here I’ve hated and 
loathed it. Every sound up there 
makes me all— cold and sick. I’m 
different to— to the others— you 
don’t understand. It’s got worse 
and worse, and now I can’t bear 
it any longer. I’ll never go up those 
steps again— into the line— with the 
men looking at me~and knowing 
—I’d rather die here. (He is sitting 
on stanhope’s bed, crying without 
effort to restrain himself!) 


stanhope (pouring out a whis^ 
key). Try a drop of this, old 
chap 

HIBBERT. No, thanks. 

stanhope. Go on. Drink it. (hib- 
bert takes the mug and drinks. 
STANHOPE sits dowu beside hib- 
bert and puts an arm round his 
shoulder) I know what you feel, 
Hibbert. I’ve known all along 

HIBBERT. How Can you know? 

stanhope. Because I feel the same 
—exactly the samel Every little 
noise up there makes me feel— just 
as you feel. Why didn’t you tell me 
instead of talking about neuralgia? 
We all feel like you do sometimes, 
if you only knew. I hate and loatlie 
it all. Sometimes I feel I could just 
lie down on this bed and pretend I 
was paralysed or something— and 
couldn’t move— and just lie there 
till I died— or was dragged away, 

HIBBERT. I can’t bear to go up into 
those awful trenches again. 

STANHOPE. When are you due to go 
on? 

HIBBERT. Quite soon. At four. 

STANHOPE. Shall we go on together? 
We know how we both feel now. 
Shall we see if we can stick it 
together? 

HIBBERT. I can’t 

ft 

STANHOPE. Supposing I said I can’t 
—supposing we all say we can’t— 
what would happen then? 

HIBBERT. I don’t care. What does it 
matter? It's all so— so beastly— noth 
ing matters 
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STANHOPE. Supposing the worst 
happened— supposing we were 
knocked right out. Think of all the 
chaps who Ve gone already. It can’t 
be very lonely there— with all those 
fellows. Sometimes I think it’s lone- 
lier here. (He pauses, hibbert is 
sitting quietly now, his eyes roving 
vacantly in front of him) Just go 
and have a quiet rest. Then we’ll 
go out together. 

HIBBERT. Do please let me go. 
Stanhope 

STANHOPE. If you Went— and left 
Osborne and Trotter and Raleigh 
and all those men up there to do 
your work— could you ever look a 
man straight in the face again— in 
all your life? ( There is silence 
again) You may be wounded. Then 
you can go home and feel proud— 
and if you’re killed you— you won’t 
have to stand this hell any more. 
I might have fired just now. If I 
had you would have been dead 
now. But you’re still alive— with a 
straight fighting chance of coming 
through. Take the chance, old 
chap, and stand in with Osborne 
and Trotter and Raleigh. Don’t you 
think it worth standing in with 
men like that?— when you know 
they all feel like you do— in their 
hearts— and just go on sticking it 
because they know it’s— it’s the only 
thing a decent man can do. (Again 
there is silence) What about it? 

HIBBERT. I’ll— I’ll try 

STANHOPE. Good mani 

HIBBERT. You— you won’t say any- 
thing, Stanhope— about this? 

STANHOPE. If you promise not to 
tell anyone what a blasted funk I 
am. 
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HIBBERT (with a little laugh). No, 

STANHOPE. Splendid! Now go and 
have ten minutes’ rest and a smoke 
—then we’ll go up together and 
hold each other’s hands— and jump 
every time a rat squeaks. (h/b< 
BERT rises and blows his nose) 
We’ve all got a good fighting 
chance. I mean to come through— 
don’t you? 

HIBBERT. Yes. Rather. (He goes 
timidly towards his dug-out, and 
turns at the doorway) It’s awfully 
decent of you. Stanhope— (stan- 
hope is pouring himself out a 
whiskey) And thanks most awfully 
for 

STANHOPE. Thats all right. 
(hibbert goes away, stanhope 
takes a drink and sits down at the 
table to write, mason comes in.) 

MASON. Will you have a nice cup 
of tea, sir? 

stanhope. Can you guarantee it’s 
nice? 

mason. Well, sir— it’s a bit oniony, 
but that’s only because of the 
saucepan. 

stanhope. In other words, it’s 
onion soup with tea-leaves in it? 

MASON. Not till dinner-time, sii*. 

stanhope. All right. Mason. Bring 
two cups of onion tea. One for Mr. 
Hibbert. 

MASON. Very good, sir. (Going to- 
wards the door, he meets osborne 
coming in) Will you have a nice 
cup of tea, sir? 
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OSBORNE. I know nothing yet. Ex- 
cept that it s got to be done. 

TROTTER. What a damn nuisance! 

OSBORNE. It is, rather. 

TROTTER. I reckon the Boche are 
all ready waiting for it. Did you 
’ear about the raid just south of 
’ere the other night? 

OSBORNE. Nothing much. 

TROTTER. The trench-mortars go 
and knock an *ole in the Boche 
ivire to let our fellers through— 
and in the night the Boche went 
out and tied bits o’ red rag on each 
ride of the ’ole! 

OSBORNE. Yes. I heard about that. 

TROTTER. And even then our fellers 
’ad to make the raid. It was mur- 
der. Doesn’t this tea taste of 
onions? 

OSBORNE. It does a bit. 

TROTTER. Pity Mason don’t clean 
’is pots better, (mason brings some 
bread on a plate) This tea tastes 
of onions. 

MASON. I’m sorry, sir. Onions do 
’ave such a way of cropping up 
again. 

TROTTER. Yes, but we ’aven’t ’ad 
onions for days! 

MASON. I know, sir. That’s what 
makes it so funny. 

TROTTER. Well, you better do some- 
thing about it. 

MASON. I’ll look into it, sir. {He 
goes out.) 


( OSBORNE and trotter prepare 
themselves slices of bread and 
jam, ) 

trotter. Joking apart. It’s damn 
ridiculous making a raid when the 
Boche are expecting it. 

OSBORNE. We’re not doing it for 
fun. 

TROTTER. I know. 

OSBORNE. You might avoid talking 
to Raleigh about it. 

TROTTER. Why? How do you mean? 

OSBORNE. There’s no need to tell 
him it’s murder 

TROTTER. Oh, Lord! no. {He 
pauses) I’m sorry ’e’s got to go. 

’E’s a nice young feller (os- 

BORNE turns to his book. There is 
silence) What are you reading? 

OSBORNE {wearily)^ Oh, just a 
book. 

TROTTER. What’s the title? 

OSBORNE {showing him the cover). 
Ever read it? 

TROTTER {leaning over and reading 
the cover). Alice's Adventures in 
Wonderland— v/hy, that’s a kid’s 
book! 

OSBORNE. Yes. 

TROTTER. You aren’t reading it? 
OSBORNE. Yes. 

TROTTER. What— a kid's book? 
OSBORNE. Haven’t you read it? 
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trotter ( 5 Corn/w% ). NoI 

OSBORNE. You ought to. (Reads) I 
^How doth the little crocodile 
Improve his shining tail. 

And pour the waters of the Nile 
On every golden scale? 

**How cheerfully he seems to grin 
And neatly spread his claws. 
And welcomes little fishes in 
With gently smiling jawsr 

TROTTER (after a moment* s 
thought). 1 don’t see no point in 
that. 

OSBORNE (wearily). Exactly. That’s 
just the point. 

TROTTER (looking curiously at os- 
borne). You are a funny chap! 

(stanhope returns.) 

STANHOPE. The sergeant-major’s 
getting volunteers. 

OSBORNE. Good! 

trotter. Sorry to ’ear about the 
raid, skipper. 

STANHOPE (shortly). So am I. What 
do you make the time? 

TROTTER. Just on four. 

(mason brings in more tea.) 

STANHOPE (taking the mug of tea). 
Was Hibbert asleep when you 
came out of there? 

TROTTER. No. ’E was just lying on 
'is bed, smoking. 

STANHOPE (going to the sleeping 
dug-out). Hibbertl 


HIBBERT (coming out). I’m ready, 
Stanhope. 

STANHOPE. Had some tea? 

lUBBERT. Yes, thanks. 

TROTTER. I reckon Raleigh’ll be 
glad to be relieved. Rotten being on 
dooty for the first time alone. 

OSBORNE. I don’t think he minds. 

STANHOPE. I shall be up there some 
time. Uncle. 

OSBORNE. I say, why don’t you have 
a rest— you’ve been on the go all 
day. 

STANHOPE. There’s too much to do. 
This raid’s going to upset the ar- 
rangements of the wiring party to- 
night. Can’t have men out there 
while the toch-emmas are blowing 
holes in the Boche wire. (He drinks 
up his tea) Ready, Hibbert? Come 
on, my lad. 

(stanhope and hibbert leave the 
dug-out together, trotter looks 
after them curiously, and turns to 

OSBORNE. ) 

trotter. Can’t understand thai 
little feller, can you? 

OSBORNE. Who? 

TROTTER. Why, ’Ibbert. D’you see, 
’is eyes? All red. ’E told me in there 
’e’d got ’ay-fever. 

OSBORNE. Rotten thing, hay-fever. 

TROTTER. If you ask me, ’e’s been 
crying 

(OSBORNE is writing at the table.) 
OSBORNE. Maybe. 
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TROTTER. Funny little bloke, isn’t 

’eP 

OSBORNE. Yes. I say— d you mind? I 
just want to get a letter off. 

TROTTER. Oh, sorry. They ’aven’t 
collected the letters yet, then? 

OSBORNE. Not yet. 

TROTTER, ril get one off to my old 
lady. {He goes towards his dug- 
out) She’s wrote and asked if Tve 
got fleas. 

OSBORNE. Have you? 

TROTTER {gently rotating his shoul- 
ders). I wish it was fleas. 
(trotter goes into his dug-out; 
OSBORNE continues his letter, ra- 
LJBiGH comes down the steps from 
the trench.) 


RALEIGH {excitedly). I say, Stan- 
hope’s told 'me about the raid. 

OSBORNE. Has he? 

RALEIGH. Just you and me, isn’t it 
—and ten men? 

OSBORNE. Yes, tomorrow. Just be- 
fore dusk. Under a smoke cloud. 

RALEIGH. I say— it’s most frightfully 
exciting! 

OSBORNE. We shall know more 
about it after Stanhope sees the 
colonel tonight. 

RALEIGH. Were you and I picked— 
specially? 

OSBORNE. Yes. 

RALEIGH. I— say! 


THE CURTAIN FALLS 


ACT THREE 

SCENE I 

The following day, towards sunset. The earth wall of the trench outside 
glows with a light that slowly fades with the sinking sun. 

STANHOPE is alone, wandering to and fro across the dug-out. He looks 
up the steps for a moment, crosses to the table, and glances down at the 
map. He looks anxiously at his watch, and, going to the servants dug-out. 


STANHOPE. Mason! 

MASON {outside). Yessirl 

STANHOPE. Are you making the 
coffee? 

MASON. Yessir! 


STANHOPE, hfake it hot and strong. 
Ready in five minutes. Ill call when 
it’s wanted. 

MASON. Very good, sir. 

{Again stanhope wanders rest- 
lesdy to and fro. The colonel 
comes down tne steps.) 
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COLONEL. Everything ready? 

STANHOPE. Yes, sir. (There is si- 
lence) You've no news, then? 

COLONEL. I'm afraid not. It's got 
to be done. 

STANHOPE (after a pause). I see. 

COLONEL. The brigadier says the 
Boche did the same thing just south 
of here the other day. 

STANHOPE. I know; but didn't you 
suggest we altered our plans and 
made a surprise raid farther up the 
line after dark? 

COLONEL. Yes. I suggested that. 

STANHOPE. What did he say? 

COI.ONEL. He said the present ar- 
rangements have got to stand. 

STANHOPE. But surely he must 
realise ? 

COLONEL (impatiently breaking in). 
Look here. Stanhope, I’ve done all 
I can, but my report's got to be 
at headquarters by seven this eve- 
ning. If we wait till it's dark we 
shall be too late. 

STANHOPE. Why seven? 

COLONEL. They've got some con- 
ference to arrange the placing of 
reserves. 

•» 

STANHOPE. They can't have it later 
because of dinner, I suppose. 

COLONEL. Lots of raids have taken 
place along the line today. With 
the attack tomorrow morning, 
headquiarters naturally want all the 
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information they can get as early 
as possible. 

STANHOPE. Meanwhile the Boche 
are sitting over there with a dozen 
machine-guns trained on that hole 
—waiting for our fellows to come. 

COLONEL. Well, I can't disobey 
orders. 

STANHOPE. Why didn’t the trench- 
mortars blow a dozen holes in dif- 
ferent places— so the Boche would- 
n't know which we were going 
to use? 

COLONEL. It took three hours to 
blow that one. How could they 
blow a dozen in the time? It's no 
good worrying about that now. It's 
too late. Where's Osborne and 
Raleigh? 

STANHOPE. They're up in the sap, 
having a last look round. What 
d'you make the time, sir? 

COLONEL. Exactly nineteen minutes 
to. 

STANHOPE. I'm thirty seconds be- 
hind you. 

COLONEL. Funny. We checked this 
morning. 

STANHOPE. Still, it's near enough. 
We shan’t go till the smoke blows 
across. 

COLONEL. The smoke ought to 
blow across nicely. The wind's just 
right. I called on the trench-mortars 
on the way up. Everything's ready. 
Thevll drop the bombs thhty yar^ 
to tne right. 

STANHOPE. Are you going to stay 
here? 
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COLONEL, ril watch from the 
trench just above, I think. Bring 
the prisoners straight back here. 
Well question them right away. 

STANHOPE. Why not take them 
straight down to your headquar- 
ters? 

COLONEL. Well, the Boche are 
bound to shell pretty heavily. I 
don’t want the risk of the prisoners 
being knocked out before weVe 
talked to them. 

STANHOPE. All right, ril have them 
brought back here. 

(There is a pause. The colonel 
sticks hard at his pipe, stanhope 
roves restlessly about, smoking a 
cigarette , ) 

colonel. It’s no good getting de- 
pressed. After all, it’s only sixty 
yards. The Boflhe’ll be firing into 
a blank fog. Osborne’s a cool, level- 
headed chap, and Raleigh’s the 
very man to dash in. You’ve picked 
good men to follow them? 

stanhope. The best. All young- 
sters. Strong, keen chaps. 

COLONEL. Good. (Another pause) 
You know quite well I’d give any- 
thing to cancel the beastly aflEair. 

stanhope. I know you would, sir. 

COLONEL. Have these red rags on 
the wire upset the men at all? 

stanhope. It’s hard to tell. They 
naturally take it as a joke. They 
^ay the rags are just what they 
want to show them the way 
through the gap. 

colonel. That’s the spirit, Stan- 
hope. (OSBORNE and baleigh come 


down the steps) Well, Osborne. 
Everything ready? 

OSBORNE. Yes, I think we’re all 
ready, sir. I make it just a quarter 
to. 

COLONEL. That’s right. 

OSBORNE. The men are going to 
stand by at three minutes to. 

COLONEL. The smoke bombs drop 
exactly on the hour. You’ll give the 
word to go when the smoke’s thick 
enough? 

OSBORNE. That’s right, sir. 

stanhope (at the servants* dug- 
out), Mason! 

MASON. Coming, sir! 

stanhope. Were the men having 
their rum. Uncle? 

OSBORNE. Yes. Just as we left. It 
gives it a quarter of an hour to 
soak in. 

COLONEL. That’s right. Are they 
cheerful? 

OSBORNE. Yes. Quite. 

(mason brings in two cups of 
coffee and puts them on table,) 

stanhope. Would you like to go 
up and speak to them, sir? 

colonel. WV3II, don’t you think 
they’d rather be left alone? 

stanhope. I think they would ap- 
preciate a word or two. 

COLONEL. All right. If you think 
they would. 
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OSBORNE. They're all in the centre 
dug-out, sir. 

COLONEL. Right. You coming, Stan- 
hope? 

STANHOPE. Yes. ril come, sir. 

{The COLONEL lingers a moment. 
There is an awkward pause. Then 
the COLONEL clears his throat and 
speaks . ) 

COLONEL. Well, good luck, Os- 
borne. Im certain you'll put up a 
good show. 

OSBORNE (taking the colonel's 
hand). Thank you, sir. 

colonel. And, Raleigh, just go in 
like blazes. Grab hold of the first 
Boche you see and bundle him 
across here. One'll do, but bring 
more if you see any handy. 

RALEIGH (taking the colonel's 
offered hand). Right, sir. 

COLONEL. And, if you succeed. I'll 
recommend you both for the M.C. 
( OSBORNE and raleigh murmur 
their thanks) Remember, a great 
deal may depend on bringing in a 
German. It may mean the winning 
of the whole war. You never know. 
(Another pause) Well, good luck 
to you both. (Again osborne and 
RALEIGH murmur their thanks. The 
COLONEL and stanhope go towards 
the door.) 

colonel (over his shckilder) . Don't 
forget to empty your pockets of 
papers and things. 

RALEIGH. Oh, no. (He goes into his 
dug-out, taking letters and papers 
from his pockets.) 

(stanhope is about to follow the 
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colonel up the steps when os- 
borne calls him back.) 

OSBORNE. Er— Stanhope— just a mo 
ment. 

stanhope (returning). Hullo! 

OSBORNE. I say, don't think I'm 
being morbid, or anything like that, 
but would you mind taking these? 

STANHOPE. Sure. Until you come 
back, old man. 

OSBORNE. It's only just in case 

(He takes his watch and a letter 
from his tunic pocket and puts 
them on the table. Then he pulls 
off his ring) If* anything should 
happen, would you send these 
along to my wife? (He pauses, and 
gives an awkward little laugh.) 

STANHOPE (putting the articles to- 
gether on the table.) You're coming 
back, old man. Damn it! what on 
earth should I do without you? 

OSBORNE (laughing). Goodness 
knows! 

STANHOPE. Must have somebody to 
tuck me up in bed. (There is a 
pause) Well, I'll see you up in the 
sap, before you go. Just have a spot 
of rum in that coflFce. 

OSBORNE. Righto. 

(stanhope goes to the steps and 
lingers for a moment.) 

stanhope. Cheero! 

(For a second their eyes met; they 
laugh, stanhope goes slowly up 
the steps. There is silence in the 
dug-out. OSBORNE hos been filling 
his pipe, and stands lighting it as 
RALEIGH returns.) 
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OSBCANE. Just time for a small pipe. 

RALEIGH. Good. I’ll have a cigar- 
ette, I ^ think. (He feels in his 
pocket.) 

osBOBNEf Here you are. (He offers 
his case to raleigh.) 

RALEIGH. I say, I’m always smoking 
yours. 

OSBORNE. That’s all right. (Pause) 
What about this coffee? 

RALEIGH. Sure. (They sit at the 
table.) 

OSBORNE. Are you going to have a 
drop of rum in it? 

RALEIGH. Don’t you think it might 
make us a— a bit muzzy? 

OSBORNE. I’m just having the coffee 
as it is. 

RALEIGH. I think I will, too. 

OSBORNE. We’ll have the rum after- 
wards—to celebrate. 

RALEIGH. That’s a much better idea. 
(They stir their coffee in silence. 
Osborne’s eyes meet raleigh’s. He 
smiles.) 

OSBORNE. How d'you feel? 

RALEIGH. All right. 

OSBORNE. I’ve got a sort of empty 
feeling inside. 

RALEIGH. That’s just what I've gotl 
OSBORNE. Wind upl 

I keep wanting to yawn. 


OSBORNE. That’s it. Wind up. I keep 
wanting to yawn too. It’ll pass off 
directly we start. 

RALEIGH (taking a deep breath), 
I wish we could go now. 

OSBORNE (looking at his watch on 
the table). We’ve got eight min- 
utes yet. 

RALEIGH. Oh, Lord! 

OSBORNE. Let’s just have a last look 
at the map. (He picks up the map 
and spreads it out) Directly the 
smoke’s thick enough. I’ll give the 
word. You run straight for this 
point here 

RALEIGH. When I get to the Boche 
wire I lie down and wait for you. 

OSBORNE. Don't forget to throw 
your bombs. 

RALEIGH (patting his pocket). No. 
I’ve got them here. 

OSBORNE. When I shout “Rightol’* 
—in you go with your eight men. 
I shall lie on the Boche parapet, 
and blow my whistle now and then 
to show you where I am. Pounce 
on the first Boche you see and 
bundle him out to me. 

RALEIGH. Righto. 

OSBORNE. Then we come back like 
blazes. 

c 

RALEIGH. The whole thing'll be 
over quite quickly? 

OSBORNE. I reckon with luck we 
shall be back in three minutes. 

RALEIGH. As quick as that? 
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OSBORNE. I think so. (He folds up 
the map) And now let’s forget all 
about it for— (fte looks at his 
watch) --lor six minutes. 

RALEIGH. Oh, Lord* I can tl 

OSBORNE. You must. 

RALEIGH. How topping if we both 
get the M.C.I 

OSBORNE. Yes. (Pause) Your coflFee 
sweet enough? 

RALEIGH. Yes, thanks. It s jolly good 
coflFee. (Pause) I wonder what the 
Boche are doing over there now? 

OSBORNE. I don’t know. D you like 
coflFee better than tea? 

RALEIGH. I do for breakfast. 
(Pause) Do these smoke bombs 
make much row when they burst? 

OSBORNE. Not much. (Pause) Per- 
sonally, I like cocoa for breakfast. 

RALEIGH (laughing), Tm sorry! 

osBOR]>nE. Why sorry? Why should- 
n’t I have cocoa for breakfast? 

RALEIGH. I don’t mean that. I— 
mean— I’m sorry to keep talking 
about the raid. It’s so diflBcult to— 
to talk about anything else. I was 
just wondering— will the Boche re- 
taliate in any way after the raid? 

OSBORNE. Bound to— if bit. 

RALEIGH. ShelUng? 

OSBORNE. 

" *The time has come* the Walrus 
said, 

'To talk of many things: 
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Of shoes— and ships— and seeding- 
wax— 

Of cabbages— and kings,*** 

RALEIGH. 

" *And why the sea is boiling hot- 
And whether pigs have wings,* *^ 

OSBORNE. Now we’re oflF! Quick, 
let’s talk about pigs! Black pigs or 
white pigs? 

RALEIGH. Black pigs. In the New 
Forest you find them, quite wild, 

OSBORNE. You know the New For 
est? 

RALEIGH. Rather! My home’s down 
there. A little place called Allum 
Green just outside Lyndhurst. 

OSBORNE. I know Lyndhurst well. 

RALEIGH. It’s rather nice down 
there. 

OSBORNE. I like it more than any 
place I know. 

RALEIGH. I think I do, too. Of 
course, it’s diflFerent when you’ve 
always lived in a place. 

OSBORNE. You like it in a diflFerent 
way. 

RALEIGH. Yes. Just behind our 
house there’s a stream called the 
Highland; it runs for miles— right 
through the middle of the forest. 
Dennis and I followed it once as 
far as we could. 

OSBORNE. I used to walk a lot round 
Lyndhurst. 

RALEIGH. I wish we’d known each 
other then. You could have come 
with Dennis and me. 
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OSBORNE. I wish I had. I used to 
walk alone. 

RALEIGH. You must comc and stay 
with us one day. 

OSBORNE. I should like to— awfully. 

RALEIGH. I can show you places in 
the forest that nobody knows about 
except Dennis and me. It gets 
thicker and darker and cooler, and 
you stir up all kinds of funny wild 
animals. 

OSBORNE. They say there are ruins, 
somewhere in the forest, of villages 
that William the Conqueror pulled 
down to let the forest grow. 

RALEIGH. I know. We often used 
to look for them, but we haven’t 
found them yet. (Pause) You must 
come and help look one day. 

OSBORNE. I’ll find them all right! 

RALEIGH. Then you can write to 
the papers. ‘‘Dramatic Discovery of 
/Professor Osborne!” 

(OSBORNE laughs,) 

OSBORNE. I did go exploring once— 
digging up Roman remains. 

RALEIGH. Where was that? 

OSBORNE. Near my home in Sussex 
there’s a Roman road called Stane 
Street; it runs as straight as a line 
from the coast to London. 

RALEIGH. I know it. 

OSBORNE. Near where I live the 
road runs over Bignor Hill, but 
in recent times a new road’s been 
cut round the foot of the hill, meet- 
ing the old road again farther on. 


The old road over the hill hasn’t 
been used for years and years— 
and it’s all grown over with grass, 
and bushes and trees grow in the 
middle of it. 

RALEIGH. Can you still see where 
it runs? 

OSBORNE. Quite easily, in places. 

RALEIGH. Did you dig a bit of it 
up, then? 

OSBORNE. Yes. We got permission 
to dig out a section. It was in won- 
derful condition. 

RALEIGH. Did you find anything? 

OSBORNE. We found a horseshoe— 
and a Roman penny. 

RALEIGH (laughing). Splendid! 

OSBORNE. It’s awfully fascinating, 
digging like that. 

RALEIGH. It must be. ( OSBORNE 
glances at his watch) Is it time yet? 

OSBORNE. Two minutes. Then we 
must go up. I wish we had a good 
hot bath waiting for us when we 
get back. 

RALEIGH. So do I. (Pausc) We’re 
having something special for din- 
ner, aren’t we? 

OSBORNE. How did you know? It’s 
supposed to be a secret. 

RALEIGH. Mason dropped a hint. 

OSBORNE. Well, we’ve had a fresh 
chicken sent up from Noyelle 
Farm. 

RALEIGH. I sayl 



JOURNEY S END 640. 


osBOBNK. And a most awful luxury 
—two bottles of champagne and 
half a dozen cigars! One each, and 
one spare one in case one explodes. 

RALEIGH. Ive never smoked a cigar. 

OSBORNE. Its bound to make you 
sick. 

(RALEIGH notices OSBORNES Hng on 
the table; he picks it up.) 

RALEIGH. I say, here’s your ring. 

OSBORNE. Yes. I’m— Fm leaving it 
here. I don’t want the risk of los- 
ing it. 

RALEIGH. Oh! (There is silence. He 
puts the ring slowly down.) 

OSBORNE (rising). Well, I think 
perhaps we ought to get ready. 

RALEIGH. Yes. Righto. (He also 
rises. ) 

OSBORNE. I’m not going to wear a 
belt— just my revolver, with the lan- 
yard round my neck. 

RALEIGH. I see. (He puts his lan- 
yard round his neck and grips his 
revolver) I feel better with this in 
my hand, don’t you? 

OSBORNE. Yes. Something to hold. 
Loaded all right? 

RALEIGH. Yes. 

(They put on their* helmets, os- 
BORNE takes his pipe from his 
mouth and lavs it carefuUu on the 
table.) 

OSBORNE. I do hate leaving a pipe 
when it’s got a nice glow on the 
top like that. 


RALEIGH (with a short laugh). 
What a pity! 

(There is another pause, osborne 
glances at his watch as it lies on 
the table.) 

OSBORNE. Three minutes to. I think 
we’d better go. 

RALEIGH. Righto. 

(Their eyes meet as osborne iurm 
from the table.) 

OSBORNE. I’m glad it’s you and I- 
together, Raleigh. 

RALEIGH (eagerly). Are you— 
really? 

OSBORNE. Yes. 

RALEIGH. So am I— awfully. 

OSBORNE. We must put up a good 
show. 

RALEIGH. Yes. Rather! 

( There is a short pause. ) 

OSBORNE. Let’s go along, shall we? 

RALEIGH. Righto. ( They go towards 
the steps, mason comes to the em 
trance of his dug-out as they pass. ) 

MASON. Good luck, sir. 

OSBORNE. Thanks, Mason. 

MASON. It’s a lovely chicken for 
dinner, sir. 

OSBORNE (slowly going up the 
steps). Splendid! 

MASON. Good luck, Mr. Raleigh. 

RALEIGH. Thanks. 

(osborne and raleigh go up to- 
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gather into the pale evening sun. 
MASON tidies the papers on the 
table; picks up the two coffee 
mugs, and goes away. There is si- 
lence in the trenches above the 
deserted dug-out. Then, suddenly, 
there comes the duU "crush** of 
bursting smoke bombs, followed in 
a second by the vicious rattle of 
machine-guns. The red and green 
glow of German alarm rockets 
comes faintly through the dug-out 
door. Then comes me thin whistle 
and crash of falling shells; first one 
by itself, then two, almost together. 
Quicker and quicker they come, till 
the noise mingles together in con- 
fused turmoil. Yet the noise is dead- 
ened by the earth walls of the tiny 
dug-out, and comes quite softly till 
the whine of one shell rises above 
the others to a shriek and a crash. 
A dark funnel of earth leaps up 
beyond the parapet of the trench 
outside; earth falls and rattles down 
the steps, arid a black cloud of 
smoke rises slowly out of sight. 
Gradually the noise dies away— 
there is a longer pause between the 
crash of each bursting shell. The 
machine-guns stop— rattle again and 
stop—ratUe for the last time— and 
stop. Voices are calling in the 
trench outside; stanhope’s voice is 
heard.) 

STANHOPE. All right, sir. Come 
down quickly! 

COLONEL. How many? 

STANHOPE. Only one. {Another 
shell whines and shrieks and crashes 
near by. There is silence for a mo- 
ment, then STANHOPE speaks again) 
Hurt, sir? 

COLONEL. No. It’s all right 
(STANHOPJS, pale and haggard. 


comes down the steps, followed by 
the COLONEL.) 

STANHOPE (calling up the steps). 
Bring him down, sergeant-major. 

s.-M. (above). Coming, sir. 

STANHOPE (to the colonel). You 
won’t want me, will you? 

COLONEL. Well— er 

ffrANHOPE. I want to go and see 
those men. 

COLONEL. Oh, all right. 

(stanhope goes to the door, mak- 
ing way for the sergeant-major 
to come down, followed by a bare- 
headed GERMAN BOY, in field grey, 
sobbing bitterly. Behind come two 
SOLDIERS with fixed bayonets, stan- 
hope goes up the steps. The ser- 
geant-major takes the german 
BOY by the arm and draws him into 
the centre of the dug-out to face 
the colonel, who has seated him- 
self at the table. The two soldiers 
stand behind.) 

s.-M. (soothingly to the german 
boy). All right, sonny, we ain’t 
going to ’urt you. 

(Suddenly the boy falls on his 
knees and sobs out some words in 
broken English.) 

german. Mercy— mister— mercy! 

s.-M. Come on, lad, get up. (With 
a huge fist hf, takes the boy by the 
collar and draws him to his feet.) 
(The BOY sobs hysterically. The 
COLONEL clears his throat and 
begins in somewhat poor German.) 

COLONEL. Was ist sein Regiment? 

german. Wurtembergisches. 
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COLONEL. Was ist der nummer von 
sein Regiment? 

german. Zwanzig. 

COLONEL (making a note). Twen- 
tieth Wurtembergers. (He looks up 
again) Wann kommen sie hier? 

german. Gestem abend. 

COLONEL (making a note and look- 
ing up again) . Wo kommen sie her? 

german (after a moment's 
thought). Mein Geburtsort? 

COLONEL (forgetting himself for a 
moment). What’s that? 

GERMAN (in halting English), You 
—wish— to know— where I was— 
born? 

COLONEL. Nol What town did you 
come up to the line from? 

GERMAN (after a little hesitation), 
1— do not tell you. 

COLONEL. Oh, well, that’s all right. 
(To the sergeant-major) Search 
him. 

(The sergeant-major’s big fists 
grope over the boy’s pockets. He 
produces a small book.) 

s.-M. (giving it to the colonel). 
Looks like ’is pay-book, sir. 

COLONEL (looking eagerly into the 
book). Good. 

(The SERGEANT-MAJOR hos fouTtd a 

pocket-book; the german boy 
clutches at it impulsively,) 

S.-M. ’Ere, stop thatl 

german. Lass michl (He pauses) 
Let— me— please— keep— that. 


s.-M. (very embarrassed). You let 
go! (He wrenches the case away 
and gives it to the colonel.) 

COLONEL (glancing at the papers in 
the case). Look like letters. May be 
useful. Is that all, sergeant-major? 

s.-M. (looking at a few articles in 
his hands). ’Ere’s a few oddments, 
sir— bit o' string, sir; little box o’ 
fruit drops; pocket-knife; bit o’ 
cedar pencil— and a stick o’ choco- 
late, sir. 

COLONEL. Let him have those back, 
except the pocket-knife. 

s.-M. Very good, sir. (He turns to 
the GERMAN BOY with a smile) 
’Ere you are, sonny. 

(The german boy takes back the 
oddments. ) 

COLONEL. All right, sergeant-major. 
Send him straight back to my head- 
quarters. I’ll question him again 
there. 

s.-M. Very good, sir. (He turns to 
the german) Come on, sonny, up 
you go. (He points up the steps.) 
(The GERMAN BOY, colm now, bows 
stiffly to the colonel and goes 
away, followed by the two sol- 
diers and the sergeant-major. 
The colonel is deeply absorbed in 
the German’s pay-book. He mutters 
**Splendidr to himself, then looks 
at his watch and rises quickly, 
stanhope comes slowly down the 
steps.) 

colonel ( excitedly ) . Splendid, 
Stanhope! We’ve got all we wanted 
— 20 th Wurtembergers! His regi- 
ment came into the line last night. 
1 must go right away and ’phone 
the brigadier. He’ll be very pleased 
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about it. It’s a feather in our cap^ 
Stanhope. 

(stanhope has given one look of 
astonishment at the colonel and 
strolled past him. He turns at the 
table and speaks in a dead voice.) 

STANHOPE. How awfully nice—if 
the brigadiers pleased. 

(The COLONEL stares at stanhope 
and suddenly collects himself.) 

colonel. Oh— er—what about the 
raiding-party— are they all safely 
back. 

stanhope. Did you expect them 
to be all safely back, sir? 

COLONEL. Oh— er—what— er 

stanhope. Four men and Raleigh 
came safely back, sir. 

colonel. Oh, I say. I’m sonyl 
That’s— er— six men and— er— Os- 
borne? 

STANHOPE. Yes, sir. 

colonel. I’m very sorry. Poor Os- 
borne! 

STANHOPE. Still it’ll be awfully nice 
if the brigadier’s pleased. 

COLONEL. Don’t be silly, Stanhope. 
Do you know— er—what happened 
to Osborne? 

STANHOPE. A hand grenade— while 
he was waiting for Raleigh. 

COLONEL. I’m very sorry. And the 
six men? 

STANHOPE. Machine-gun bullets, I 
suppose. 

COLONEL. Yes. I was afraid— er 

{His words trail away; he fidgets 
uneasily as stanhope looks at him 


with a pale, expressionless face. 
BALEiGH comes slowly down the 
steps, walking as though he were 
asleep, his hands are bleeding. The 
COLONEL turns to the boy with en- 
thusiasm) Very well done, Raleigh. 
Well done, my boy. I’ll get you a 
Military Cross for this! Splendid! 
(RALEIGH looks at the COLONEL and 
tries to speak. He raises his hand 
to his forehead and sways. The 
COLONEL takes him by the arm) 
Sit down here, my boy. (raleigh 
sits on the edge of osborne’s bed) 
Have a good rest. Well, I must be 
oflF. (He moves towards the steps, 
and turns once more to raleigh as 
he leaves) Very well done. (With a 
quick glance at stanhope, the 
COLONEL goes away.) 

(There is silence now in the 
trenches outside; the last shell has 
whistled over and crashed. Dusk is 
beginning to fall over the German 
lines. The glow of Very lights 
begins to rise and f^e against the 
evening sky. stanhope is staring 
dumbly at the table— at osborne’s 
watch and ring. Presently he turns 
his haggard face towards raleigh, 
who cits with lowered head, look- 
ing at the palms of his hands, stan- 
hope moves slowly across towards 
the doorway, and pauses to look 
down at raleigh. raleigh looks up 
into stanhope’s face, and their eyes 
meet. When stanhope speaks, his 
voice is still expressionless and 
dead.) 

stanhope. Must you sit on Os- 
borne’s bed?*' 

(He turns and goes slowly up the 
steps. RALEIGH tises unsteadily, 
murmurs "*sorry*—and stands with 
lowered head. Heavy guns "are 
booming miles away.) 
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SCENE II 


Late evening on the same day. 

The dug-out is lit quite festively by an unusual number of candles. Two 
champagne bottles stand prominently on the table. Dinner is over. 

STANHOPE, with a cigar between his teeth, lounges across the table, one 
elbow among the plates and mugs. His hair is ruffled; there is a bright 
red flush on his cheeks. He has just made a remark which has sent hib- 
bert and trotter into uproarious laughter; he listens with a smile. 
TROTTER is sitting on the box to the right of the table, leaning back 
against the wall. A cigar is embedded in his podgy fingers; his face is a 
shiny scarlet, with deep red patches below the ears. The three bottom 
buttons of his tunic are undone, and now and then his hand steals gently 
over his distended stomach, hibbert sits on the bed to the left, his thin 
white fingers nervously twitching the ash from his cigar. His pale face is 
shiny with sweat from the heat of the candles; his laugh is high-pitched 
and excited, trotter speaks in a husky voice as the laughter dies away. 


TROTTER. And what did she say to 
that? 

STANHOPE. She said, “Not in these 
trousers”--in French. 

(trotter and hibbert burst into 
laughter again.) 

trotter ( coughing and wheez- 
ing). Oh— dear-o-dear! 

STANHOPE. I simply drew myself up 
and said, “Very well, mam’sel, have 
it your own way.” 

TROTTER. And she did? 

STANHOPE. No. She didn’t. 

(Again the others laugh, trotter 
wipes a tear from hi^ eye.) 

trotter. Oh, skipper, you are a 
scr^^— and no mistake! 

hibbert. I never forget picking up 
a couple of tarts one night and 
taking 'em out to dinner. 


TROTTER (winking at stanhope). 
'E's orf again. 

hibbert. We drank enough bubbly 
to sink a battleship 

stanhope. To float a battleship. 

hibbert. Well— to float a battleship. 
Then I took 'em for a joy-ridb; out 
to Maidenhead— did sixty all the 
way. We danced a bit at Skindles, 
and drank a lot of port and muck. 
Then damned if I didn't lose the 
way coming back— got landed miles 
from anywhere. And those tarts 
began cursing me like hell— said I'd 
done it on purpose. I said if they 
didn't damn well shut up I'd^huck 
'em both out in the road and leave 
'em. 

STANHOPE ( ironically ) . Hurrah! 
That's the idea! Treat 'em rough! 

HIBBERT (giggling). That shut ’em 
up all right! Then I started doing 
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about sixty down all sorts of roads 
—I went round a comer on two 
wheels with those girls* hair on end 
—didn't have any more trouble from 
themi {He chtwkles at the memory , 
and takes an unsteady gulp of 
champagne,) 

STANHOPE. You're the sort of fellow 
who makes girls hard to please. 

TROTTER {heavily). Well, I never 
'ad no motorcar; my old lady and 
me used to walk; legs is good 
enough for me. 

STANHOPE. You satisfied with legs? 

TROTTER. 1 am— yes! 

STANHOPE. Much cheaper. 

HiBDERT ( laughing delightedly ) . 
That's damn good! 

STANHOPE {raising his mug). Well, 
here's a toast to legs— C^d bless 
"em! 

BiBBERT {raising his mug). Good 
old legs! 

TROTTER {raising his mug) . Shank's 
mare. 

STANHOPE. Shank's what? 

TROTTER. Shank's mare, they call 
'em. 

STANHOPE. Call what? 

TROTTER. Why— legs. 

HiBBERT {almost screaming with 
delight ) . Oh, Trotter! you're a 
dreami 

TROTTER {turning a baleful eye on 
BIBBERT ). You've 'ad too much 
db^pagne, you 'ave. 


( HIBBERT takes a leather case from 
his pocket and produces some pic- 
ture post-cards.) 

HIBBERT. I say, I've never shown 
you these, have I? {He hands them 
one by one to stanhope, smiling 
up into stanhope's face for ap- 
proval. ) 

stanhope. Where did you get these 
from? 

HIBBERT. In Bethune. {He hands 
up a card) She's all right, isn't she? 

STANHOPE. Too fat. 

HIBBERT {looking over stanhope's 
shoulder) , Oh, I don't know. 

STANHOPE. Much too fat. {He 
hands the card to trotter) What 
do you think, Trotter? 

(trotter takes a pair of pince-nez 
from his pocket, balances them on 
his fat nose, and looks at the pic- 
ture.) 

HIBBERT. All right, isn't she? 

TROTTER. Well, I don't know. If 
you ask me I'd rather 'ave a decent 
picture of Margate Pier. 

HIBBERT {impatiently). Oh, you 
don't understand art. {He hands 
another card to stanhope) There's 
a nice pair of legs for you. 

stanhope. Too thin— aren't they, 
Trotter? {He hands trotter the 
card.) * 

TROTTER {after some thought). 
Scraggy, I call 'em. 

HIBBERT {handing stanhope an- 
other card), Thafs die one 1 like 
best > 
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STANHOPE. Not bad. 

hibbert. Glorious bedroom eyes. 

STANHOPE. She's all right. 

mBBERT. Ever seen that show Zip 
at the Hippodrome? Couple of 
damn fine girls in that— twins. Did 
you see 'em, skipper? 

STANHOPE {wearily), I don't know 
—seen stacks of shows— can't re- 
member them all. (He brightens 
up) Now then, swallow up that 
bubbly! Hi! Mason! 

MASON. Yessir! 

(mason appears.) 

STANHOPE. Bring some whiskey. 

MASON. Yessir. (He disappears.) 

TROTTER. What? Whiskey on top 
of champagne? 

STANHOPE. Why not? It's all right. 

TROTTER. Well, I don't know; 
doesn't sound right to me. I feel 
as if somebody's blown me up with 
a bicycle pump. 

STANHOPE. You look it, too. 

TROTTER (blowing a stream of cigar 
smoke up to the dark ceiling). Any- 
'ow, it was a jolly bit o' chicken— 
and I'd go a mile any day for a 
chunk o' that jam pudding, 
(mason brings a boftle of whis- 
hey.) 

STANHOPE. Your pudding's made 
Mr. Trotter feel all blown out. 
Mason. 

mason. I'm sorry, sir; it wasn't 
meant, sir* 
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TROTTER. It was all right. Mason, 
take it from me. I know a decent 
bit o' pudden when I see it. 

MASON. It was only boiled ration 
biscuits and jam, sir. (He turns to 
stanhope) I thought I better tell 
you, sir— this is the last bottle. 

stanhope. The last bottle! Why, 
damn it, we brought six! 

MASON. I know, sir. But five's gone. 

STANHOPE. Where the devil's it 
gone to? 

MASON. Well, sir, you remember 
there was one on the first night— 
and then one 

STANHOPE. Oh, for Lord's sake 
don't go through them one by one; 
this'll last till sunrise. (He turns to 
TROTTER and hibbert) Sunrise to- 
morrow, my lads! 

trotter. Oh, forget that. 

stanhope. You bet we will! Now 
then! Who's for a spot of whiskey? 

trotter. I reckon I'm about full 
up. I'd like a nice cup o' tea. 
Mason. 

MASON. Very good, sir. (He goes 
out.) 

stanhope. Tea! 

TROTTER. Yes. That's what I want. 
Decent cup o' tea. Still, I'll just 'ave 
about a spoonful o' whiskey— got a 
touch of pulpitations. 

stanhope. Here you are— say when! 

TROTTER. Wol That's enoughl 
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STANHOPE. Youll havc a decent 
spot, won't you, Hibbert? 

HiBBERT. Yes. I'm gamel 

TROTTER (stifling a hiccup). Just 
a cup o' tea— then I'll go and re- 
lieve young Raleigh. Pity 'e didn’t 
come down to supper. 

STANHOPE. I told him to. I told him 
to come down for an hour and let 
the sergeant-major take over. 

TROTTER. I wonder why 'e didn't 
come. 

HIBBERT. That lad's too keen on 
his “duty.” He told me he liked 
being up there with the men better 
than down here with us. 

STANHOPE (quietly). He said that? 

HIBBERT. Yes. I told him about the 
chicken and champagne and cigars 
—and he stared at me and said, 
“You're not having that, are you?” 
—just as if he thought we were 
going to chuck it away! 

Trotter. I reckon that raid shook 
‘im up more'n we thought. I like 
that youngster. 'E's got pluck. 
Strong lad, too— the way he came 
back through the smoke after that 
raid, carrying that Boche under 'is 
arm like a baby. 

HIBBERT. Did you see him after- 
wards, though? He came into that 
dug-out and never said a word— 
didn’t seem to know where he was. 

TROTTER. Well, 'e's only a lad. 

STANHOPE (to hibbert). He actu- 
ally told you he preferred being 
up with the men better than down 
here? 


hibbert. That's what he said. 

TROTTER. Well, I 'ope 'e gets the 
M.C., that's all; 'e's just the kid 
I'd like if ever I 'ave a kid— strong 
and plucky. 

STANHOPE. Oh, for God’s sake for- 
get that bloody raid! Think I want 
to talk about it? 

TROTTER (surprised) .No— huty 
after all 

STANHOPE. Well— shut up! 

TROTTER (uneasily). All right— all 
right. 

STANHOPE. We were having a jolly 
decent evening till you started 
blabbing about the war. 

TROTTER. 1 didn't start it. 

STANHOPE. You did. 

TROTTER. You began it about 

stanhope. Well, for God's sake 
stop it, then! 

TROTTER. All right— all right. 

HIBBERT. Did I ever tell you the 
story about the girl I met in Soho? 

STANHOPE. I don't know— I expect 
you did. 

HIBBERT (undismayed). Itll amuse 
you. I'd been^to a dance, and I was 
coming home quite late 

STANHOPE. Yes, and it's late now. 
You go on duty at eleven. You bet- 
ter go and get some sleep. 

HIBBERT. It's all right. I’m as fresh 
as a daisy. 
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STANHOPE. You may be. But go to 
bed. 

hibdert. What? 

STANHOPE {louder). I said, “Go 
to bed!” 

HiBBERT. I say, that’s a nice end 
to a jolly evening! 

STANHOPE. I’m sorry. I’m tired. 

inBBERT (perkily). Well, you bet- 
ter go to bed! 

{There is silence, stanhope looks 
at HIBBERT, who sniggcrs.) 

STANHOPE. What was that you 
said? 

HIBBERT. I was Only joking. 

STANHOPE. I asked you what you 
said. 

HIBBERT. I said, “Yom better go to 
bed.” 

(stanhope’s flushed face is look- 
ing full into HIBBERT S. HIBBERT 
gives the ghost of a snigger.) 

stanhope. Clear out of here! 

HIBBERT (rising unsteadily). What 
—what d’you mean? 

STANHOPE. Get out of here, for 
God s sake! 

HIBBERT (blustering). I say— look 
here 

STANHOPE. Get out of my sight! 
(With a frightened glance at stan- 
hope, HIBBERT sneaks quietly away 
into his dug-out. There is silence, 
and the guns can be heard--deep 
and ominous) Little worm gets on 
my nerves. 
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TROTTER. Poor little bloke. Never 
seen ’im so cheerful before out ’ere. 

STANHOPE. Doesn’t he nearly drive 
you mad? 

TROTTER. I reckon ’e only wanted 
to keep cheerful. 

STANHOPE. Doesn’t his repulsive 
little mind make you sick? (mason 
brings trotter’s mug of tea and 
goes away) I envy you, Trotter. 
Nothing upsets you, does it? You’re 
always the same. 

TROTTER. Always the same, am I? 
(He sighs) Little you know 

STANHOPE. You ncvcr get sick to 
death of everything, or so happy 
you want to sing. 

TROTTER. I don’t know— I whistle 
sometimes. 

STANHOPE. But you always feel the 
same. 

TROTTER. I feel all blown out now. 
( There is a pause, trotter sips his 
tea and stanhope takes a whiskey) 
’Ere’s ’Ibbert’s post-cards. Funny 
a bloke carrying pictures like this 
about. Satisfies ’is lust, I s’pose— 
poor little feller. (He rises) Well, 
I’ll go and relieve young Raleigh, 
Pity ’e didn’t come down to supper. 
(He tries to button his tunic, with- 
out success. He buckles his web- 
bing belt over his unbuttoned tunic, 
puts on his helmet, and slings his 
respirator over his shoulder) Well, 
cheerol 

STANHOPE. You realise youre 
second-in-command now* donT 
you? 
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TROTTER. Well, you 'adn^t said 
nothing about it, but 

STANHOPE. Well, you are. 

TROTTER. Righto, slcippcr. (He 
pauses) Thanks. (He goes towards 
the door) I won’t let you down. 

STANHOPE. After your duty, have 
a decent sleep. We must be ready 
at half-past five. 

TROTTER. Righto, skippcr. Well, I’ll 
be going up. Give me a chance to 
cool off up there. It’s as ’ot as ’ell 
in ’ere, with all them damn caudles 
burning. 

STANHOPE. I suppose it is. My 
head’s nearly splitting. (He blows 
out three of the candles, leaving 
the dim light of one,) 

TROTTER (half up the steps). 
There’s a bit of a mist rising. 

STANHOPE (dully). Is there? (trot- 
ter disappears into the night, stan- 
hope broods over the table) Ma- 
sonl 

MASON (outside), Yessirl 

STANHOPE. You Can bring Mr. Ra- 
leigh’s dinner. 

MASON. Very good, sir. 

(mason brings a plate of steaming 
food, gathering up and taking away 
some of the used crockery, Pres- 
sently raleigh comes slowly down 
the steps. He pauses at the bottom, 
takes off his helmet, and hesitates, 
STANHOPE is sitting at the table 
puffing at the remains of his cigar. 
There is sUence except for the rumr 
hie of the guns,) 


STANHOPE. I thought I told you to 
come down to dinner at eight 
o’clock? 

RALEIGH. Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t 
think you— er 

STANHOPE. Well? You didn’t think I 
— er— what? 

RALEIGH. I didn’t think you’d— 
you’d mind— if I didn’t. 

STANHOPE. I see. And why do you 
think I asked you— if I didn’t mind? 

RALEIGH. I’m sorry. 

STANHOPE. Well, we’ve kept your 
dinner. It’s ready for you here. 

RALEIGH. Oh, it’s awfully good of 
you to have kept it for me, but— I— 
I had something to eat up there. 

STANHOPE. You— had something to 
eat up there? What do you mean, 
exactly? 

RALEIGH. They brought the tea 
round while I was on duty. I had 
a cup, and some bread and cheese. 

STANHOPE. Are you telling me— 
you’ve been feeding with the men? 

RALEIGH. Well, Sergeant Baker sug- 
gested — 

STANHOPE. So you take your orders 
from Sergeant Baker, do you? 

V 

RALEIGH. No, but 

STANHOPE. You eat the men’s ra- 
tions when there’s barely enough 
for each man? 

RALEIGH. They asked me to share. 
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STANHOPE. Now, loolc here. I know 
you’re new to this, but I thought 
you’d have the common sense to 
leave the men alone to their meals. 
Do you think they want an officer 
prowling round eating their rations, 
and sucking up to them like that? 
My officers are here to be respected 
-not laughed at. 

RALEIGH. Why did they ask me—if 
they didn’t mean it? 

STANHOPE. Don’t you realise they 
were making a fool of you? 

RALEIGH. Why should they? 

STANHOPE. So you know more 
about my men than I do? 

(There is silence, raleigh is facing 
STANHOPE squarely.) 

RALEIGH. I’m sorry then— if I was 
wrong. 

STANHOPE. Sit down. 

RALEIGH. It’s all right, thanks. 

STANHOPE (suddenly shouting). Sit 
downi (raleigh sits on the box 
to the right of the table, stanhope 
speaks quietly again) I understand 
you prefer being up there with the 
men than down here with us? 

RALEIGH. I don’t see what you 
mean. 

STANHOPE. What did you tell Hib- 
bert? ^ 

RALEIGH. Hibbert? I— I didn’t 
say 

STANHOPE. Don’t lie. 

raleigh (rising). I’m not lyingl 
Why should I— lie? 
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STANHOPE. Then why didn’t you 
come down to supper when I told 
you to? 

RALEIGH. I— I wasn’t hungry. I had 
rather a headache. It’s cooler up 
there. 

STANHOPE. You insulted Trotter and 
Hibbert by not coming. You realise 
that, I suppose? 

RALEIGH. I didn’t mean to do any- 
thing like that. 

STANHOPE. Well, you did. You 
know now— don’t you? (raleigh 
makes no reply. He is trying to 
understand why stanhope’s tem- 
per has risen to a trembling fury. 
STANHOPE can scarcely control his 
voice. Loudly) I say— you know 
now, don’t you? 

RALEIGH. Yes. I’m sorry. 

STANHOPE. My officers work to- 
gether. I’ll have no damn prigs. 

RALEIGH. I’ll speak to Trotter and 

Hibbert. I didn’t realise 

(stanhope raises his cigar. His 
hand trembles so violently that he 
can scarcely take the cigar between 
his teeth, raleigh looks at stan- 
hope, fascinated and horrified.) 

STANHOPE. What are you looking 
at? 

RALEIGH (lowering his head). 
Nothing. 

STANHOPE. Anything— funny about 
me? 

RALEIGH. No. (After a momenfs 
silence, raleigh speaks in a low, 
halting voice) I’m awfully sorxy^ 
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Dennis, if— if I annoyed you by 
coming to your company. 

STANHOPE. What on earth are you 
talking about? What do you mean? 

RALEIGH. You leseiit my being here. 

STANHOPE. Resent you being here? 

RALEIGH. Ever since I came 

STANHOPE. I don’t know what you 
mean. I resent you being a damn 
fool, that’s all. (There is a pause) 
Better eat your dinner before it’s 
cold. 

RALEIGH. I’m not hungry, thanks. 

STANHOPE. Oh, for God’s sake, sit 
down and eat it like a man! 

RALEIGH. I can’t eat it, thanks. 

STANHOPE (shouting). Are you go- 
ing to eat your dinner? 

RALEIGH. Oh! Good God! Don’t 
you understand? How can I sit 
down and eat that— when— (feis 
voice is nearly breaking) —when 

Osborne’s— lying— out there 

(stanhope rises slowly. His eyes 
are wide and staring; he is fighting 
for breath, and his words come 
brokenly.) 

STANHOPE. My God! You bloody 
little swine! You think I don’t care— 
you think you’re the only soul that 
cares! 

RALEIGH. And yet you can sit there 


and drink champagne— and smoke 
cigars 

STANHOPE. The one man I could 
trust— my best friend— the one man 
I could talk to as man to man— who 
understood everything— and you 
think I don’t care 

RALEIGH. But how can you 
when ? 

STANHOPE. To forget, you little fool 
—to forget! D’yoii understand? To 
forget! You think there’s no limit to 
what a man can bear? (He turns 
quickly from raleigh and goes to 
the dark corner by osborne’s bed. 
He stands with his face towards the 
tvall, his shoulders heaving as he 
fights for breath.) 

RALEIGH. I’m awfully sorry, Dennis. 
I— I didn’t understand, (stanhope 
makes no reply) You don’t know 
how— I 

STANHOPE. Go away, please— leave 
me alone. 

RALEIGH. Can’t I 

(stanhope turns wildly upon ra- 

LEIGH. ) 

STANHOPE. Oh, get out! For God’s 
sake, get out! 

(raleigh goes away into his dug- 
out, and STANHOPE is alone. The 
Very lights rise and fall outside, 
softly breaking the darkness with 
their glow— sometimes steel-blue, 
sometimes grey. Through the night 
there comes the impatient grumble 
of gunfire that never dies away-) 


THE CURTAIN FALLS 
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SCENE III 


Towards dawn. The candles are no longer burning. The intense darkness 
of the dug-out is softened by the glow of the Very lights in the sky 
beyond the doorway. There is no sound except the distant mutter of the 
guns. 

A man comes from the servants* dug-out; for a moment his head and 
shoulders stand out black against the glowing sky, then he passes on into 
the darkness by the table. There comes the rasp of a striking match— a tiny 
flame— and a candle gleams, mason blinks in the light and turns to stan- 
hope s bed. STANHOPE lies huddled with his blanket drawn tightly round 
him. 


MASON (softly). Sir (stanhope 

does not move; mason shakes him 
gently by the knee. A little louder) 
Sir 

stanhope. Yes? (There is a pause) 
That you, Mason? 

mason. ’Arf-past five, sir. 

stanhope. Oh, right. (He raises 
himself on his elbow) I was only 
half asleep. I keep on waking up. 
Its so frightfully cold in here. 

MASON. It’s a cold dug-out, this 
one, sir. IVe made some ’ot tea. 

stanhope. Good. You might bring 
me some. 

mason. Right you are, sir. 

stanhope. And take^ some to the 
ofiBcers in there—and wake them 
up. 

mason. Very good, sir. 

(mason goes to his dug-out. stan- 
hope rises stiffly from his bed, 
shudders from the cold, and slowly 


begins putting his equipment on. 
trotter wanders in from his dug- 
out vigorously lathering his face, 
lie is dressed, except for his col- 
lar.) 

TROTTER. Wash and brush-up, tup- 
pence! 

stanhope (looking up, surprised). 
Hullo! I thought you were asleep^ 

TROTTER. I ’ad a decent sleep when 
I come off dooty. What’s the time? 

stanhope. Half-past five. It’ll be 
getting light soon. You better buck 
up. 

TROTTER. All right. I shan’t be long. 
Sounds quiet enough out there. 

STANHOPE. Yes. 

(mason brings four mugs of tea.) 

TROTTER. Ah! that’s what I want. 
A decent cup of tea, 

MASON (putting a mug on the 
table for stanhope). Nice and *ot, 
sir. I’ve cut a packet of sambridge 
for each gentleman, sir. 
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STANHOPE. Good. 

(mason takes the other mugs of 
tea into the right-hand dug-out, 
TROTTER follows, lathering with 
gusto,) 

STANHOPE. You might give Hibbert 
and Raleigh a call. 

TROTTER. I woke em up, skipper. 
They're getting their things on. 
(mason returns,) 

STANHOPE. When you’ve cleared up 
your kitchen, you must dress and 
join your platoon in the line. 

MASON. Very good, sir. 

STANHOPE. If things are going well 
at eleven o’clock, come down here 
and do your best to get some lunch 
for us. We shall come down in 
turn as we can. 

MASON. Very good, sir. 

(stanhope sits at the table and 
begins to write a short report. The 
first sign of dawn is beginning to 
gleam in the dark sky, stanhope 
calls **Runnerr as he writes, A 
SOLDIER comes from the servants 
dug-out,) 

STANHOPE {folding the note). Take 
this to Battalion Headquarters. 
There’s no reply. 

SOLDIER. Yessir. 

(The SOLDIER salutes and goes up 
the steps, A plaintive noise comes 
from the other dug-out, trotter is 
singing **There*s a long, long trail 
a-windingr stanhope listens for 
a moment, then rises, takes a few 
small coins from his pocket, and 
throws them into trotter’s dug- 
out, The singing stops abruptly. 
After a moment trotter's voice 
.comes,) 


trotter. Thank you kindly, gov- 
'nor! 

{The sergeant-major comes down 
the steps,) 

STANHOPE. Morning, sergeant-ma- 
jor. 

s.-M. Morning, sir. Wiring parties 
aie just in, sir. Made a decent job 
of it— right down to the support 
line. 

STANHOPE. Good. Everything quiet? 

s.-M. It’s all right opposite 'ere, sir, 
but the guns are goin’ 'ard down 
south. 'Eavy bombardment. Not 
sure if it ain’t spreading up this 
way, sir. 

STANHOPE. Very likely it is. The 
oflBcers are coming up in a minute. 
They’ll stand by with their platoon. 
I must stay here awhile in case of 
messages. I shall come up directly 
things begin to happen. 

s.-M. Very good, sir. 

STANHOPE. Are the men having 
their tea? 

s.-M. Yessir. 

STANHOPE. Let ’em have a decent 
drop of rum. 

s.-M. About 'arf again, sir? 
STANHOPE. Yes. 

s.-M. If the attack don’t come, sir, 
'ow long are we to stand-toP 

STANHOPE. We must expect the at- 
tack any time up till midday. After 
then I don’t think it’ll come till to- 
morrow. 
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S.-M. Very good, sir. 

STANHOPE. We must naturally make 
our plans to meet things as they 
happen. 

s.-M. Quite, sir. 

STANHOPE. All right, sergeant-ma- 
jor. I’ll see you up there soon. 

s.-M. Yessir. {He salutes and goes 
away. ) 

(mason brings in four little packets 
of sandwiches, and puts one packet 
on the table for stanhope.) 

MASON. Your sambridges, sir. ’Arf 
bully beef and ’arf sardine. Sardine 
on top, sir. 

stanhope. How delicious. No pdte 
de foie gras? 

MASON. No what, sir? 

stanhope. No pdtd'de foie gras? 

MASON. No, sir. The milkman ’asn’t 
been yet. 

(mason takes the other parcels to 
the left-hand dug-out. stanhope 
pours a little whiskey into his tea 
and the remainder of the contents 
of the bottle into his flask, mason 
returns, ) 

stanhope. Get dressed as soon as 
you can. 

mason. Yessir. 

(mason goes out. trotter comes 
in, fully dressed for the line.) 

trotter. All ready, skipper. Want 
me to go up? 

STANHOPE. Yes. I think so. Go right 
round die line and see everything's 
all right. I'll be up soon. 
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{Suddenly there comes the faint 
whistle and thud of falling shells— 
a few seconds between each, stan- 
hope and trotter listen intently, 
four shells fall, then silence.) 

trotter. 'Ullo, 'ullo. 

(stanhope strides to the doorway, 
goes up a few steps, and looks out 
into the nwht. He comes slowlii 
back.) 

stanhope. Over on Lancers Alley 
—somewhere by the reserve line. 
{There comes the louder thud of 
three more shells.) 

trotter. That's nearer. 

stanhope. Better gb up, Trotter. 
Call the others. 

TROTTER {at the left-hand dug- 
out). 'Ibbert! Raleigh! come on! 
{He lights a cigarette over the 
candle— lingers a moment, and 
slowly goes up the steps) Cheero, 
skipper. See you later. 

STANHOPE. Send your runner down 
to tell me how things are going. 

TROTTER. Righto. 

(trotter disappears into the dark. 
A vague white line of dawn is 
broadening above the dark trench 
wall outside, stanhope sits at the 
table and sips his tea. He takes a 
cigarette and lights it with a quiv- 
ering hand, raleigh comes from 
his dug-out. stanhope lowers his 
head and writes in his note-book.) 

RALEIGH. Do you Want me to gc 
up? 

stanhope {without looking up) 
Yes. Trotter's gone. 
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RALEIGH. Right. (He goes to the 
steps and turns shyly) Cheero— 
Stanhope. 

STANHOPE {still writing with low- 
ered head). Cheero, Raleigh. I 
shall be coming up soon, (raleigh 
goes up the steps, stanhope stops 
writing, raises his head, and listens. 
The shells are jailing steadily now. 
He glances towards the left-hand 
dug-out and calls) Hibbert! (There 
is no reply. He slowly rises and 
goes to the left-hand dug-out door- 
way, He calls again— louder) Hib- 
bert!! (He looks into the doorway 
and says) What are you doing? 
(hibbert appears. He is very pale; 
he moves as if half asleep) Come 
along, man! 

hibbert. You want me to go up 
now? 

stanhope. Of course I do. The 
others have gone. 

hibbert. Got a drop of water? 

stanhope. What d you want water 
for? 

hibbert. Im so frightfully thirsty. 
All that champagne and stuflF— dried 
my mouth up. 

(stanhope pours a drop of water 
into a mug and gives it to hib- 
bert.) 

stanhope. Here you are. Didn’t 
you have any tea? 
hibbert. Yes. It was a bit sweet, 
though. 

( The shelling is steadily increasing, 
and now, above the lighter **crush" 
of the smaller shells, there comes 
the deep, resounding **boom*' of 
Minenwerfer. hibbert sips his 
water very slowly, rinsing his 


mouth deliberately with each sip, 
stanhope is by the doorway, look- 
ing up into the trench. He has just 
turned away as a sonorous drawn- 
out call comes floating through the 
dawn: ‘‘Stretcher bear-ers!” stan- 
hope half turns, then faces hib- 
bert. ) 

stanhope. Come on. Buck up. 

hibbert. There’s no appalling 
hurry, is there? 

stanhope. No hurry! Why d’you 
think the others have gone up? 

hibbert (slowly). What? Trotter 
and Raleigh? 

stanhope (sharply). Wake up, 
man! What the devil’s the matter 
with you? 

(hibbert slowly puts down his 
mug.) 

hibbert. Champagne dries the 
mouth up so. Makes the tongue 
feel like a bit of paper. 

(There is a slight pause,) 

stanhope. The longer you stay 
here, the harder it’ll be to go up. 

hibbert. Good Lord! You don’t 
think I’m 

stanhope. You’re just wasting as 
much time as you can. 

hibbert. Well, damn it, it’s no 
good going up till I feel fit. Let’s 
just have another spot of water. 
(hibbert takes the jug and pours 
out a little more water. He is the 
picture of misery, stanhope stands 
impatiently beside him, mason ap- 
pears from his dug-out, fully 
dressed for the line, his ri^ slung 
over his shoulder,) 



journey's end 


665 


mason, ril go right along, sir. I ve 
made up the fire to last a good 
three hours— if you don’t mind me 
popping down about nine o’clock 
to ’ave a look at it. 


s.-M. Beginning to get ’ot, sir. 
STANHOPE. Corporal Ross hit? 
s.-M. Yessir. 


STANHOPE. All right, Mason. Mr. stanhope. Badly? 
Hibbert’s coming up now. You can 

go along with him. s.-m. Pretty badly, sir. 


MASON {to hibbert). I’d like to 
come along of you if you don’t 
mind, sir. I ain’t bin up in this part 
of the front line. Don’t want to 
get lorst. 

STANHOPE. Mr. Hibbert’ll show you 
the way up. (He turns to ihbbert) 
Keep your men against the back 
wall of the trench as long as the 
shells are dropping behind. Cheero! 
(ihbbert looks at stanhope for a 
moment, then with a slight smue, 
he goes slowly up the steps and 
into the trench, mason following 
behind. A dark figure stanas out 
against the pale sky; comes hurry- 
ing down the steps— a private 
SOLDIER, out of breath and excited) 
Yes? 


SOLDIER. Message from Mr. Trotter, 
sir. Shells falling mostly behind 
support line. Minnies along front 
line. 


stanhope. Who’s just been hit? 

SOLDIER. Corporal Ross, I think it 
was, sir. Minnie dropped in the 
trench at the corner— just as I come 
away. 

(The SERGE ANT-MAjcfi comes down 
the steps, very much out of 
breath.) 

STANHOPE (to the soldier). All 
right, thanks. 

(The SOLDIER salutes, and goes up 
the steps slower than he came.) 


stanhope. Most of the shelling’s 
going over, isn’t it? 

S.-M. Most of the shells is be’ind, 
sir, but there’s Minnies and rifle 
grenades along the front line. 
Pretty ’ot it’s getting, sir. They’re 
attacking down south— there’s rifle 
fire. 

STANHOPE. All right, sergeant-ma- 
jor; thanks. 

S.-M. What I come to ask, sir— 
what about the wounded— getting 
’em down, sir? The shelling’s pretty 
thick over Lancer’s Alley. 

STANHOPE. What about Fosse Way? 

S.-M. Pretty bad there, too, sir. 

STANHOPE. Don’t try then. Take 
anyone badly hit down into the 
big dug-out on the right. Let the 
stretcher-bearers do what they can 
there. 


S.-M. Very good, sir. 

STANHOPE. Only Corporal Ross hit? 

S.-M. That’s all, sir 

(Again there comes the drawn-out 
call— several times as it is passed 
from man to man: "Stretcher bear- 
ersl” The sergeant-major’s eyes 
meet stanhope’s. He turns and 
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goes up the steps, stanhope is 
done. Flying fragments of shell 
whistle and hiss and moan over- 
head. The sharp **cracK* of the 
rifle grenades, the thud of the 
shells, and the boom of the Minen- 
werfer mingle together in a muf- 
fled roar, stanhope takes his belt 
from the table and buckles it on, 
puts his revolver lanyard round 
his neck, and drops his flask and 
sandwiches into his pocket. The 
SERGEANT-MAJOR reappears and 
comes hurrying down the steps . ) 

STANHOPE (turning quickly). What 
is it, sergeant-major? 

s.-M. Mr. Raleigh, sir 

STANHOPE. Whatl 

s.-M. Mr. Raleigh’s been ’it, sir. Bit 
of shell’s got ’im in the back. 

STANHOPE. Badly? 

G.-M. ’Fraid it’s broke ’is spine, sir; 
• 2 an't move ’is legs. 

STANHOPE. Bring him down here. 

S.-M. Down ’ere, sir? 

STANHOPE (shouting), Yesl Down 
here— quickly! 

(The SERGEANT-MAJOR hurries up 
the steps. A shell screams arid 
hursts very near. The sergeant- 
major shrinks back and throws his 
hand across his face, as though a 
human hand could ward off the 
hot flying pieces. He stumbles on 
again into the trench, and hur- 
riedly away, stanhope is by os- 
borne’s bed, fumbling a blanket 
over it. He takes a trench coat off 
the wdl and rolls it for a pillow. 
He goes to his own bed, takes up 
his blanket, and turns as the ser- 


geant-major comes carefully down 
the steps carrying raleigh like a 
child in his huge arms.) 

stanhope (with blanket ready). 
Lay him down there. 

s.-M. ’E’s fainted, sir. ’E was con- 
scious when I picked ’im up. 

(The sergeant-major lays the boy 
gently on the bed; he draws away 
his hands, looks furtively at the 
palms, and wipes the blood on the 
sides of his trousers, stanhope 
covers raleigh with his blanket, 
looks intently at the boy, and turns 
to the sergeant-major.) 

stanhope. Have they dressed the 
wound? 

s.-M. They’ve just put a pad on it, 
sir. Can’t do no more. 

STANHOPE. Go at once and bring 
two men with a stretcher. 

s.-M. We’ll never get ’im down, sir, 
with them shells falling on Lancer’s 
Alley. 

STANHOPE. Did you hear what 1 
said? Go and get two men with 
a stretcher. 

s.-M. (after a momenfs hesitation). 
Very good, sir. 

(The SERGEANT-MAJOR goes slowly 
away, stanhope turns to raleigh 
once more, then goes to the table, 
pushes his handkerchief into the 
water-jug, and brings it, wringing 
wet, to Raleigh’s bed. He bathes 
the boys fach. Presently raleigh 
gives a little moan, opens his eyes, 
and turns his head.) 

raleigh. Hullo— Dennis— 

stanhope. Well, Jimmy— (fee 
smifes)— you got one quicldy. 
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(There is silence for a while, stan- 
hope is sitting on a box beside 
RALEIGH. Presently raleigh speaks 
again— in a wondering voice.) 

RALEIGH. Why— how did I get down 
here? 

STANHOPE. Sergeant-major brought 
you down. 

(raleigh speaks again, vaguely, 
trying to recollect.) 

raleigh. Something— hit me in the 
back— knocked me clean over— sort 

of— winded me Tm all right 

now. (He tries to rise.) 

STANHOPE. Steady, old boy. Just 
lie there quietly for a bit. 

RALEIGH, ni be better if I get up 
and walk about. It happened once 
before— I got kicked in just the 
same place at football; it— it soon 
wore ofiF. It— it just numbs you a 
bit. (There is a pause) What’s that 
rumbling noise? 

STANHOPE. The guns are making a 
bit of a row. 

RALEIGH. Our guns? 

STANHOPE. No. Mostly theirs. 

(Again there is silence in the dug- 
out. A very faint rose light is be- 
ginning to glow in the dawn sky. 
RALEIGH speaks again— uneasily.) 

RALEIGH. I say— Dennis 

STANHOPE. Yes, old boy? 

RALEIGH. It— it hasn’t gone through, 
has it? It only just mt me?— and 
knocked me down? 

STANHOPE. It’s just gone through a 
bit, Jimmy. 

baleigh. I won’t have to— go on 
lying here? 
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STANHOPE. I’m going to have you 
taken away. 

RALEIGH. Away? Where? 

STANHOPE. Down to the dressing- 
station— then hospital— then home. 
(He smiles) You ve got a Blighty 
one, Jimmy. 

RALEIGH. But I— I can’t go home 
just for— for a knock in the back. 
(He stirs restlessly) I’m certain I’ll 
be better if— it I get up. (He tries 
to raise himself, and gives a sud- 
den cry) Oh— God! It does hurt! 

STANHOPE. It’s bound to hurt, 
Jimmy. 

RALEIGH. What’s— on my legs? 
Something holding them down 

STANHOPE. It’s all right, old chap; 
it’s just the shock— numbed them. 
(Again there is a pause. When 
RALEIGH speaks, there is a different 
note in his voice.) 

RALEIGH. It’s awfully decent of 
you to bother, Dennis. I feel rot- 
ten lying here— everybody else— up 
there. 

STANHOPE. It’s not youT fault, 
Jimmy. 

RALEIGH. So— damn— silly— getting 
hit. (Pause) Is there— just a drop 
of water? 

STANHOPE (rising quickly). Sure. 
I’ve got some here. (He pours 
some water into the mug and 
brings it to raleigh. Cheerfully) 
Got some tea-leaves in it. D’you 
mind? 

RALEIGH. No. That’s all right- 

thanks (stanhope holds the 

mug to Raleigh’s lips, and the boy 
drinks) I say, Dennis, don’t you 
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wait— if— if you want to be getting 
on. 

STANHOPE. It’s quite all right, 
Jimmy. 

RALEIGH. Can you stay for a bit? 

STANHOPE. Of course I can. 

RALEIGH (faintly). Thanks awfully. 
(There is quiet in the dug-out for 
a long time, stanhope sits with 
one hand on raleigh’s arm, and 
RALEIGH lies very still. Presently 
he speaks again— hardly above a 
whisper) Dennis 

stanhope. Yes, old boy? 

RALEIGH. Could we have a light? 
It’s— it’s so frightfully dark and 
cold. 

stanhope (rising). Sure! I’ll bring 
a candle and get another blanket. 
(stanhope goes to the left-hand 
dug-out, and raleigh is alone, very 
still and quiet, on osborne’s bed. 
The faint rosy glow of the dawn is 
deepening to an angry red. The 
grey night sky is dissolving, and the 
stars begin to go. A tiny sound 
comes from where raleigh is ly- 
ing-something between a sob and 
a moan, stanhope comes back with 
a blanket. He takes a candle from 
the table and carries it to ra- 
leigh’s bed. He puts it on the box 
beside raleigh and speaks cheer- 
fully) Is that better, Jimmy? (ra- 
leigh makes no sign) Jimmy 

(Still raleigh is quiet, stanhope 
gently takes his hand. There is a 
Jong silence, stanhope lowers Ra- 
leigh’s hand to the bed, rises, and 
takes the candle back to the table. 


He sits on the bench behind the 
table with his back to the wall, 
and stares listlessly across at the 
boy on osborne’s bed. The solitary 
candle-flame throws up the lines 
on his pale, drawn face, and the 
dark shadows under his tired eyes. 
The thudding of the shells rises and 
falls like an angry sea. A private 
soldier comes scrambling down 
the steps, his round, red face wet 
with perspiration, his chest heaving 
for breath.) 

soldier. Message from Mr. Trotter, 
sir— will you come at once, (stan- 
hope gazes round at the soldier— 
and makes no other sign) Mr. Trot- 
ter, sir—says will you come at once! 
(stanhope rises stiffly and takes his 
helmet from the table.) 

STANHOPE. All right, Broughton, 
I’m coming. 

( The soldier turns and goes away. 
STANHOPE pauses for a moment by 
osborne’s bed and lightly runs his 
fingers over raleigh’s tousled hair. 
He goes stiffly up the steps, his 
tall figure black against the dawn 
sky. The shelling has risen to a 
great fury. The solitary candle 
burns with a steady flame, and ra- 
leigh lies in the shadows. The 
whine of a shell rises to a shriek 
and bursts on the dug-out roof. 
The shock stabs out the candle- 
flame; the timber props of the door 
cave slowly in, sand-bags fall and 
block the passage to the open air. 
There is darkness in the dug-out. 
Here and there the red dawn 
glows through the jagged holes of 
the broken doorway. Very faintly 
there comes the dull rattle of ma- 
chine-guns and the fevered spatter 
of rifle fire.) 


THE* PLAY ENDS 
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THE BARRETTS OF WIMPOLE 
STREET 


ACT ONE 


PORTER IN A TANKARD 

ELIZABETH barrett’s bed-sitting-room at Number SO, Wimpole Street, 
London. A window overlooking the street at the back. A door on the left. 
Fireplace on the right. It is best to give a description of the room in 
Elizabetlis own words from a letter to a friend: 

. . The bed like a sofa and no bed: the large table placed out in the 
room, towards the wardrobe end of it; the sofa rolled where a sofa should 
be rolled— opposite the armchair: the drawers crowned with a coronal of 
shelves (of paper, deal, and crimson merino) to carry my books; the 
washing-table opposite turned into a cabinet with another coronal of 
shelves; and Chaucers and Homers busts on guard over their two depart- 
ments of English and Greek poetry; three more busts consecrate the ward- 
robe. ... In the wirulow is fixed a deep box full of soil, where are 
springing up my scarlet-runners, nasturtiums, and convolvuluses, although 
they were disturbed a few days ago by the revolutionary insertion among 
them of a great ivy root with trailing branches .so long and wide that the 
top tendrils were fastened to Henrietta's window of the higher storey, 
while the lower ones cover all my panes. . . 

It is evening; blinds and curiains are drawn; the fire glows dully; 
lamplight. , 

ELIZABETH Iws ou her sofa, her feet covered with a couvre-pieds. Seated 
beside her is doctor chambers, an elderly, white-whiskered man. He is 
feeling her pulse, watch in hand, fiajsu— Elizabeth's dog— lies asleep in 
his basket. On the table is a tray with the remains of a meal, and a pewter 
tankard. 


CHAMBERS (dropping her wrist and 
pocketing his watch). Hm—yes, Its 
this increasingly low vitality of 
yours that worries me. No life in 
you— none. . . . Wkat are we go- 
ing to do about it? 

ELIZABETH (lightly). Well, Doctor, 
if you shut a person up in one room 
for years on end, you can't very 
well expect to find her bursting 
with life and vigourl Why not pre- 


scribe something really exciting for 
a change? 

CHAMBERS. Exciting, eh? 

ELIZABETH. A gallop three times 
round the Park every morning- 
dumb-bell exercises— a course of 
calisthenics— a long sea voyage . . • 

CHAMBERS. How I wish I could, 
my dearl 
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BLiZABFni. It’s funny to think of 
It now— but you know, Doctor, as 
a child 1 was a regular tomboyl 

CHiiMBERS. Yes, IVe heard all about 
that— and, mentally, you’re a tom- 
boy stilll To tell you the truth, 
Miss Ba— oh forgive me, my dear 
Miss Elizabeth, that quaint nick- 
name of yours slipped out una- 
wares! I’m always hearing it from 
your brothers and sisters. . . . 

ELIZABETH (smiUng) . Oh, 
please . . . 

CHAMBERS. To tell you the truth. 
I’m not sure that brain of yours 
isn’t altogether too active. The 
trouble with you is that you never 
will do anything iij moderation— 
not even playing the invalid! Se- 
riously, aren’t we, perhaps, over- 
doing our studies? 

ELIZABETH. Of course not. 

CHAMBERS. Still hard at Greek? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, not more than two 
or three hours a day. 

CHAMBEJE^. Hm. Are you engaged 
on any literary work at the mo- 
ment? ^ 

ELIZABETH. Only a few articles for 
die Athenseum and other papers. 

CHAMBERS. The Athenasum—desLTy 
dear! . . . Now why not give all 
these heavy laboms a rest, and 
turn your mind to something light 
and easy for a change? . . . Poetry! 
You’re not neglecting your poetry, 
jt hope? 

'"U 

Meaning something— 
li^t end easy! {Laughs)^ Ob, Doc- 


tor, I must remember to teS that 
to Mr. Robert Browning when I 
see him tomorrow! 

CHAMBERS. Robert- Browning? A 
brother bard, eh? 

ELIZABETH. Don’t tell me you’ve 
never heard of him! 

CHAMBERS. Well, my dear, poetry 
isn’t much in my line, you know. 

ELIZABETH. That’s evident! All the 
same, read Mr. Browning’s “Sor- 
dello”— and then come back and 
tell me that poetry’s— light and 
easy! 

CHAMBERS. I’ll make a note of it. 
. . . Well, well, I suppose we 
mustn’t rob you of your mental 
exercises if they keep you con- 
tented. 

ELIZABETH. Contented! Oh, Doctor, 
I shudder to think what my life 
would be like if I hadn’t a turn for 
scribbling and study! 

CHAA^ERS. Hm, /es. Quite so. Yes. 
. . . And this isn’t the liveliest 
house for any one to live in— let 
alone an invalid. 

ELIZABETH. No, I suppose not. 
... I wish dear Papa were a hap- 
pier man! It would make such a 
world of difference to all of us. . . . 

CHAMBERS. Happier, eh? It’s no 
business of mine, but when a man 
has good health, plenty of money, 
and a jolly family of boys and 
girls, I can’t see why he should 
make life a burden to himself and 
others! . . . It’s amazing— incred^ 
ible, and— well, as I said, no 
concern of mine. But you 
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dear—and a very worrying concern, 
too! Of course, the winter has been 
abominable, and these spring 
months are always trying. The fact 
is you oughtn’t to live in England 
at all. Italy’s the place for you. 

ELIZABETH. Italy! Oh, Doctor, what 
a heavenly dream! 

CHAMBERS. Yes— and must remain 
a dream, I fear. . . . But if only I 
could prescribe some sort of change 
for you— something— anything—to 
get you out of these dismal sur- 
roundings for a time. . . . Tell me 
now, Miss Elizabeth, have you ven- 
tured on your feet at all lately? 

ELIZABETH. No, hardly at all. I 
rather lost my nerve after that fall 
I had last Christmas. 

CHAMBERS. I remember. 

ELIZABETH. Papa, as you know, or 
one of my brothers, carries me from 
my bed to the sofa in the morning, 
and back to bed again at night. 
Sometimes, when I’m feeling ven- 
turesome, my maid suppoi^ me 
across the room. 

CHAMBERS. Feeling venturesome at 
the moment? 

ELIZABETH. Not particularly. . . . 

CHAMBERS. All the Same, I tliink 
well try a step or two. (Rising, he 
takes both of her ttands) Quietly 
now— slowly— there’s no hurry. 
(With his assistance she gets on 
to her feet) There we are. (She 
sways a little. He supports her) 
Feeling giddy, eh? 

A litde. . . . 


CHAMBERS. Close your eyes and 
lean against me. It will pass in a 
minute. . . . Better? 

ELIZABETH. Yes. . . . Oh, yes. . . . 

CHAMBERS. Take your time now; 
and step carefully. Don’t be nerv- 
ous; I won’t let go your hands. 

. . . (She takes a couple of falter^ 
ing steps, he walking backwards, 
holding her hands) No-don’t look 
at the floor. Look straight ahead. 

. . . That’s first rate— that’s fine— 
splendid— splendid. . . . 

(After taking half a dozen steps 
she falters and sways.) 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Doctor! . . . 

(He quickly catches her in his arms 
and carries her back to the sofa.} 

CHAMBERS. Feeling faint? 

ELIZABETH. No, no. I’m all right. 

. . . I— I am really. . . . It’s only 
my knees— they don’t seem able 
—to support me. 

CHAMBERS. Well, if they can’t do 
that, they’re a pretty useless pair! 
Why, there’s no more to you than 
to a five-year-old! . . . How’s the 
appetite? Just peck at your food^ 
I suppose? 

ELIZABETH. I always try to eat what 
I’m given. But I’m never very hun- 
gry. (With sudden animation) 
Doctor, that reminds me! Do you 
remember Papa suggesting to you 
that a kind or beer— called porter-^ 
might do me good? 

CHAMBERS. Yes— and an exceUmt 
suggestion too! 

ELIZABETH. Oh, but forrfve me, it 
was nothing of the kind! I have to 
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drink It t^Vice a day out of a pewter 
tankard— and my life, in conse- 
quence, has become one long 
misery! 

CHAMBERS. God bless my soul! 

ELiZABEra. I am not exaggerating 
—one long misery! 

CHAMBERS. But, my dear child, 
quite apart from its invaluable 
blood-making properties, porter is 
generally considered a most palat- 
able beverage. There’s nothing I 
enjoy more than a pint of porter 
with my steak or chops at break- 
fast. 

ELIZABETH (m a shocked whisper). 
With your breakfast! ... All I 
can say is that to me porter is en- 
tirely horrible. . . . Horrible to 
look at, more horrible to smell, and 
most horrible to drink. Surely some- 
thing one abominates so intensely 
can’t possibly do one any good! 
It's no use my appealing to Papa 
—especially as the dreadful idea 
originated with him. But if you, 
dear, dear Doctor Chambers, were 
to suggest to him that something 
else— anything— I don’t mind what 
it is— might be equally eflBca- 
cious . . . 

CHAMBERS (laughing) . You poor 
little lady! But of course I will! 

ELIZABETH. Oh, thank you a thou- 
sand times! 

CHAMBERS. What do you say to a 
couple of glasses of hot milk as a 
substitute? 

ELIZABETH. I dislike milk-but I'll 
^drink it all day long, if only you'll 
yescua me from porter! (A knock 


at the door) Come in. (wilson, 
Elizabeth's maid, enters. She is a 
■fine, capable-looking girl in the 
middle twenties) Yes, Wilson? 

WILSON. Begging your pardon. 
Miss, but (turning to the doctor) 
the Master wishes most particu- 
larly to see you before you leave, 
sir. 

chambers. Of course, of course. 
. . . (Looks at his watch) And 
high time I were off! Is your Mas- 
ter in his study? 

WILSON. Yes, sir. 

chambers. Well, good-bye. Miss 
Elizabeth, good-bye. (Takes her 
hand. ) 

ELIZABETH. Good-bye, Doctor. (In 
a low voice) And you won’t forget? 

CHAMBERS. Eh? 

ELIZABETH (spelling the word). 
P-O-R-T-E-R. 

CHAMBERS (laughing). I’ll speak 
to him about it now. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, thank you! thank 
you! 

CHAMBERS (stUl laughing) , Good 
night. (To WILSON, as he goes to 
the door) You needn’t see me 
downstairs, I know my way. 

WILSON. Thank you, sir. (doctor 
CHAMBERS gocs out) I'm just going 
to post your letters. Miss Ba. Shall 
I take Flush with me? 

ELIZABETH (excitcdly) . Quick, Wil- 
son— away with it! (Points at the 
tankard of porter.) 
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WILSON ( bewildered) . What, 

Miss? . . . 

ELIZABETH. I hadn’t the courage 
to drink it at dinner. I was putting 
off the dreadful moment as long as 
I could. . . . 

WILSON. Your porter, Miss? 

ELIZABETH. And now dear Doctor 
Chambers tells me I needn’t drink 
it any longer. Take it away! Quick! 
Quick! And never mention the 
word porter to me again! 

WILSON. Lor’, Miss! Very good, 
Miss. But since you haven’t had 
your porter, won’t you 

ELIZABETH (covering her ears). I 
told you never to mention the word 
again! Take it away! Please! Please! 

WILSON. Very good. Miss Ba. 
Come, Flush. (She picks up the 
dog and puts him out of the room; 
the7i returns for the tray, with a 
rather concerned glance at Eliza- 
beth, who starts laughing. Hen- 
rietta enters suddenly. She is a 
beautiful, high-spirited, blooming 
girl.) 

HENRIETTA. What are you laughing 
at, Ba? 

ELIZABETH. Wilson thinks I’ve gone 
mad. 

WILSON. Mad, Miss? What things 
you do say! 

ELIZABETH (stUl luughing) . Will 
you, or won’t you, take away that 
—that black beer? 

WILSON. Very good, Miss, (wilson 
goes out) 


HENRIETTA. I don’t loiow why 
you’re laughing, Ba, and you 
needn’t tell me. Only don’t stop! 
I’ll tickle you if you think you can’t 
keep it up without being helped! 

. . . Oh, dinner was awful! 

ELIZABETH. But, Henrietta 

HENRIETTA. Awful! Awful! 

ELIZABETH. Was Papa 

HENRIETTA. Ycs, he was. It was aw« 
ful. He was in one of his moods— 
the worst kind. The nagging mood 
is bad enough, the shouting mood 
is worse— but don’t you think the 
dumb mood is the worst of all? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, perhaps, but 

HENRIETTA. I don’t believe there 
were more than a dozen remarks 
all through dinner— and most of 
them were frozen oflF at the tips! 
Papa would just turn his glassy 
eyes on the speaker. . . . You 
know? For the last twenty minutes 
or so the only sound in the room 
was the discreet clatter of knives 
and forks. Directly dinner was over 
he ordered his port to be taken to 
the study— and, thank Heaven! he 
followed it almost at once. 

ELIZABETH. Doctor Chambers is 
with him now. 

HENRIETTA. Oh, Ba, I do hope, for 
all our sakes, his report of you isn’t 
too good. 

ELIZABETH. But, Henrietta . . . 

HENRIETTA (all sudden contrition, 
kneeling at the sofa and putting 
her arms round Elizabeth). For- 
give me, dearest! It was odious of 
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tne to say that! You know I didn’t 
mean it, don’t you? Nothing in the 
V<^hole world matters to me if only 
you get better. You know that, 
don’t you? 

ELIZABETH. Of coursc I do, you 
silly child. But what you said 
makes Papa an inhuman monst^. 
And that’s wickedly untrue. In his 
own way— he cares for all his chil- 
dren. 

3EIENRIETTA. In his own way ... I 
No, dear, what I meant was that 
good news of any kind would be 
certain to aggravate him in his 
present mood. I don’t know why 
it should, but it does. (With sud- 
den anxiety) Ba, Doctor Chambers 
isn’t dissatisfied with you? You’re 
not worse? 

ELIZABETH. No, no, dear; I am 
Jiist the same— neither better nor 
worse. . . . 

(arabel enters. She is a tall, dark, 
eerious woman.) 

A|iABEL. Oh, you’re here, Henrietta! 
I’ve been looking for you every- 
where. Papa has just sent you this 
note from his study. 

HENRIETTA. Me? Oh dear! When 
he starts sending out notes from 
his study look out for squalls! 
(Opens the note and reads) "I 
have heard this morning that your 
Aunt and Uncle Hedley, and your 
Cousin Bella, have arrived in Lon- 
don earlier than was expected. 
They are staying at Fentons Hotel. 
Your Cousin Bella and her fanc6, 
. Mr. Bevan, propose to call on you 
Mmorrow at 3 o'clock. You and 
^abel will, of course, he here to 
f 'eceive them, and if Elizabeth is 
weU enough, you uM bring them 


upstairs to see her. I have written 
to invite your Uncle and Aunt and 
Cousin to dinner next Thursday.-- 
Papa." Well! 

ARABEL. I understand now why 
Papa seemed so-so displeased at 
dinner. 

HENRIETTA. Vilc-tempered you 

mean. 

ARABEL. Is it necessary always tc 
use the ugliest word? 

HENRIETTA. Yes, Arabel— wlien 
you’re describing the ugliest thing. 
Oh, but Papa is quite impossible! 
He got that letter from the Hedleys 
at breakfast. Why couldn’t he have 
spoken then? Why couldn’t he have 
spoken at dinner? Heaven knows 
he had opportunity enough! 

ARABEL. I’m afraid he was too dis- 
pleased. 

HENRIETTA (with a grimace). Dis- 
pleased. . . . Oh, of course, we all 
know that he hates being ordinarily 
polite to any one— and now he’s 
simply bound to show some kind 
of hospitality to the Hedleys! No 
wonder he was— displeased. 

ELIZABETH. Aie you quite fair, 
dear? Papa seldom objects to us 
receiving our friends here. 

HENRIETTA. For a cup of tea and 
a bun— and so long as the house is 
clear of them Before he’s back from 
the City! Has any one of us ever 
been allowed to ask any one to 
dinner? Or even to luncheon? But 
that’s an old story! What enrages 
me is that I was expecting a friend 
tomorro^w at three— and now I shall 
have to put him ofiF somehow. 
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ababel (<ffc%). Why? 

HENRIETTA. Why what? 

arabel (as before) . Why must you 
put your friend oflF? Bella and her 
fianc^ won’t eat— your friend. 

HENRIETTA (angrily). What— what 
business is that of yours? 

arabel (dismayed). But, Hen- 
rietta — 

HENRIETTA. I hate people prying 
into my affairs! . . . (She goes 
quickly out of the room, slamming 
the door behind her.) 

ARABEL (distressed) , Oh, dear! Oh, 
dear! What can be the matter with 
her tonight? Usually she quite en- 
joys being quizzed about Captain 
Surtees Cook. 

ELIZABETH. Perhaps she may have 
begun to take his attentions seri- 
ously. 

ARABEL. Oh, Ba, I hope not! You 
remember when young Mr. Palfrey 
wanted to marry her two years ago 
—those dreadful scenes with Papa? 

ELIZABETH. I should rather forget 
them. 

ARABEL. Oh, why can’t Henrietta 
realise that if there’s one thing 
Papa will never, never permit, it’s 
a marriage in the family? It doesn’t 
worry me at all, as gentlemen never 
attracted me in that way. Nor you, 
dear . . . 

ELIZABETH (with u lough), Mel 

arabel. Of course, my poor dar- 
ling, today anything of that kind 


is quite out of the question— Papa 
or no Papa. But even when you 
were younger and stronger, I don’t 
ever remember your having had 
. . . little affairs with genttemen. 

ELIZABETH (whimsiddUy) , Perhaps 
the gentlemen never gave me the 
chance. 

arabel. Oh, but you were quite 
pretty as a young girl. 

ELIZABETH. What is Captain Sur- 
tees Cook like? Is he nice? 

arabel. Yes, I think so. Yes, quite 
nice. But he never says much. He 
just sits and looks at Henrietta. 

ELIZABETH. She’s Very lovely. . . • 

ARABEL. But Papa would never 
countenance any kind of under- 
standing between them. Captain 
Cook would be forbidden the house 
at the least mention of such a thing 
—and it’s dreadful to think what 
would happen to Henrietta! Even 
if he came offering her a coronet, 
instead of being an oflBcer with a 
small allowance in addition to his 
pay, it would make no difference. 
You know that as well as I do. 

ELIZABETH. Poor Henrietta. . . . 
(HENRIETTA reenters. She goes 
quickly up to arabel and kisses 
her, ) 

HENRIETTA. I’m sorry. 

arabel. Oh, my dear, I never 
meant to annoy you. 

HENRIETTA. You didn’t— you dis* 
pleased mel (With a laugh) Oh, 
I’m Papa’s daughter all righti 
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ELIZABETH. When Bella and her 
fiancS call to-morrow, Arabel will 
bring them up here to see me— and 
you can entertain Captain Cook in 
the drawing-room. 

(arabel looks distressed,) 

HENRIETTA. What a thing it is to 
be a genius! You darling! (Em- 
braces ELIZABETH.) 

ELIZABETH. But I must have the 
room to myself at half-past three, 
as Mr. Robert Browning is calling 
then. 

HENRIETTA (excitedly) , No! 

ARABEL. But I thought 

HENRIETTA. Of coursc, I know 
you’ve been corresponding with 
Mr. Browning for months as I ve 
posted any number of your letters 
to him. But then you write to so 
many literary people whom you 
absolutely refuse to see, and 

ARABEL. Has Papa given his per- 
mission? 

ELIZABETH. Of course. 

HENRIETTA. But why— why have 
you made an exception of Mr. 
Browning? Ive heard he’s wonder- 
fully handsome, but 

ELIZABETH (laughing) . Oh, Hen- 
rietta, you’re incorrigible! 

ARABEL. I know he’s been most 
anxious to call. Mr. Kenyon told 
me so. 

HENRIETTA. But you Said yourself, 
only a short time ago, tbat you 
didin’t intend to receive himi 


ELIZABETH. I didn’t— and I don’t 
particularly want to now. 

HENRIETTA. But why? 

ELIZABETH (lightly), Because, my 
dear, at heart I’m as vain as a pea- 
cock! . . . You see, when people 
admire my work they are quite 
likely to picture the poetess as 
stately and beautiful as her verses. 
At least, that’s what I always tell 
myself. . . . And it’s dreadfully 
humiliating to disillusion them! 

HENRIETTA. Don’t be silly, Ba. 
You’re very interesting and pic- 
turesque. 

ELIZABETH (laughing) , Isn’t that 
how guidebooks usually describe a 
ruin? " 

HENRIETTA. Oh, Ba, I didn’t 
mean 

ELIZABETH. Of course not, dear! 
... As a matter of fact, Mr. 
Browning has been so insistent 
that, out of sheer weariness, I’ve 
given way. But I don’t want an 
audience to witness the tragedy of 
his disillusionment! So mind, Ara- 
bel— Bella and her Mr. Bevan must 
have left the room before he ar- 
rives. (A knock at the door) Come 
in. (OCTAVIUS BARRETT enters. He 
is about eighteen, and he stammers 
slightly) Come in, Occy. 

OCTAVIUS. I’ve j-just come to see 
how you aref and to wish you 
g-good-night. (Bends down and 
kisses her) Doctor satisfied? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, yes, 1 think so. 

HENRiEtTA (handing octavius Bar- 
rett*s note). Read that, Octavius. 



THE BARRETTS OF WIMPOLE STREET 


68l 


ahabel (while octavius reads). 
Oh, dear! I quite forgot that I was 
to attend a lecture on the Chinese 
Wesleyan Mission at Exeter Hall 
tomorrow afternoon! 

OCTAVIUS. Well, you can’t attend it. 
(Flourishes barrett’s letter) This 
is undoubtedly a Royal D-decreel 

HENRIETTA (dramatically). Given 
at Our study at 50, Wimpole Street, 
on this 19th day of May, 1845. God 
save Papa! 

arabel ( reprovingly ) . Henrietta 
dear! 

(A knock at the door.) 

ELIZABETH. ComC in. (SEPTIMUS 

BARRETT enters. He is a year older 
than OCTAVIUS. Like octavius and 
the other Barrett brothers who 
subsequently appear, he is in eve- 
ning dress) Well, Septimus? 

SEPTIMUS. How are you, Ba? 
(Kisses her) I hope the Doctor is 
satisfied with you? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, yes, I think so. 

OCTAVIUS. I say, Septimus, the 
Hedleys are d-dining here in force 
next Thursday. 

SEPTIMUS. Bai Jove! Not really? 

(A knock at the door.) 

ELIZABETH. ComC in. (ALFRED BAR- 
RETT enters. He is older than Sep- 
timus) Come in, Alfred. 

ALFRED. And how’s our dear Ba 
tonight? I hope the Doctor was 
happy about you? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, yes, I think so. (A 
knock at the door) Come in. 


(CHARLES BARRETT enters. He is 
somewhat older than Alfred) 
Come in, Charles. 

CHARLES. How are you feeling to- 
night, Ba? (Kisses her) I hope 
Doctor Chambers* report was good? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, yes, I think so. (A 
knock at the door) Come in. 
(henry BARRETT enters. He is 
slightly older than Charles) Come 
in, Henry. 

HENRY. Well, Ba? How are you, 
my dear? (Kisses her) Was the 
Doctor pleased with his patient? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, yes, I think so. 

HENRY. That’s good. I must say I 
think you are looking a little better. 
What d’you say, Charles? 

CHARLES. Eh? 

henry. Looking better, don’t you 
know. More herself, what? 

(A knock at the door.) 

ELIZABETH. Come in. (george 
BARRETT enters. He is slightly older 
than henry) Come in, George. 

GEORGE. Well, and how’s Ba to- 
night? (Kisses her) The Doctor’s 
just been, hasn’t he? I’m afraid he 
wasn’t too pleased with you. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, ycs, I think so.. 
... I mean— why? 

GEORGE. You’re not looking so well. 
Is she, Henry? 

HENRY. On the contrary, 1 think 
she’s looking considerably better. 
So does Charles. Don’t you, 
Charles? 
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CfitAlOES. Eh? 

octAvius. I say, George, the Hed- 
leys have arrived unexpectedly in 
town. Bella and her swain are c- 
calling on the girls tomorrow after- 
noon. And on Thursday she and 
her parents are d-dining here in 
state. 

ALFRED, HENRY, SEPTIMUS (simuU 

taneously). Dining here! 

GEORGE. Well, I hope they’ll enjoy 
their dinner as much as we did 
tonight! 

HENRY. You have met this Mr. 
Bevan, haven’t you? 

GEORGE. I have. 

HENRY. What is he like? 

GEORGE. Pompous ass. But warm— 
a very warm man. Ten thousand 
pounds a year, if he has a penny. 

HENRIETTA. Nol 

GEORGE. And ten thousand more 
when his grandmother dies. 

ARABEL. Oh! 

HENRIETTA. It’s grossly Unfair! 
What has Bella done to deserve 
such luck? 

OCTAVIUS. George says he’s a p- 
pompous ass. 

HENRIETTA. Oh, that’s jealousy! No 
man with ten thousand a year can 
be (imitating his stammer) a— p-p- 
p-p-pompous ass! 

CTORGE. I think it’s just possible 
ihiit you’ll all be interested to hear 
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that Papa is going to Plymouth on 
business next week, and— 
(Excited exclamations from all ex- 
cept ELIZABETH. ) 

HENRIETTA. Go on, George, go on! 
And—? 

GEORGE. And that he’s not expected 
to return— for at least a fortnight. 
(Murmurs of satisfaction and smil- 
ing faces,) 

HENRIETTA. Oh, Georgel (She 
flings her arms round his neck) 
How wonderful! How glorious! Do 
you polk, George? 

GEORGE. Don’t be childish. 

HENRIETTA. Well, I Dolk! (She 
dances the polka round the room, 
humming a polka measure. The 
others look on amused, octavius 
claps his hands. The door is opened 
quietly and edward moulton- 
BARRETT enters. He is a well-set- 
up handsome man of sixty,) 

ELIZABETH. Papa ... (An uneasy 
silence falls, Henrietta, in the 
middle of the room, stops dead. 
BARRETT Stands for a moment just 
beyond the threshold, looking be- 
fore him with a perfectly expres- 
sionless face) Good evening. Papa. 

(Without replying, barrett crosses 
the room and takes his stand with 
his back to the fire place. A pause. 
No one moves.) 

• 

BARRETT ( in a cold, measured 
voice), I am most displeased. (A 
pause) It is quite in order that 
you should visit your sister of an 
evening and have a few quiet 
words with her. But I think I have 
pointed out, not once, but several 
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times, that, in her very precarious 
state of health, it is inadvisable for 
more than three of you to be in her 
room at the same time. My wishes 
in this matter have been disre- 
garded— as usual. (A pause) You 
all know very well that your sister 
must avoid any kind of excitement. 
Absolute quiet is essential, espe- 
cially before she retires for the 
night. And yet I find you romping 
around her like a lot of disorderly 
children. ... I am gravely dis- 
pleased. (HENRIETTA gives G Tierv- 
ous little giggle) I am not aware 
that I have said anything amusing, 
Henrietta? 

HENRIETTA. I— I beg your pardon, 
Papa. 

BARRETT. And may I ask what you 
were doing as I came into the 
room? 

HENRIETTA. I was showing Ba how 
to polk. 

BARRETT. To . . . polk? 

HENRIETTA. How to dance the 
polka. 

BARRETT. I See. 

(A pause,) 

OCTAVIUS (nervously). Well, B-Ba, 
I think 111 say g-good-night, 
and 

BARRETT. I should be grateful if 
you would kindly aHow me to fin- 
ish speaking. 

OCTAVIUS. Sorry, sir. I— I thought 
you*d d-done. 

BARRETT (with frigid anger). Are 
you being insolent, sir? 
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OCTAVIUS. N-no indeed, sir— I as* 
sure you, I 

BARRETT. Very well. Now 

ELIZABETH (quickly, nervously). 
As I am really the cause of your 
displeasure, Papa, I ought to tell 
you that I like nothing better than 
a— a little noise occasionally. (A 
slight pause) It— it s delightful hav- 
ing all the family here together— 
and can’t possibly do me any 
harm. . . . 

BARRETT. Perhaps you will forgive 
my saying, Elizabeth, that you are 
not the best judge of what is good 
or bad for you. . . . And that 
brings me to what I came here to 
speak to you about. Doctor Cham- 
bers told me just now that you had 
persuaded him to allow you to dis- 
continue drinking porter with your 
meals. 

ELIZABETH. It needed venr little 
persuasion. Papa. I said I detested 
porter, and he agreed at once that 
1 should take milk instead. 

BARRETT. I questioned him closely 
as to the comparative strength-giv- 
ing values of porter and milk, and 
he was forced to admit that porter 
came decidedly first. 

ELIZABETH. That may 1^, Papa. 
But when you dislike a ^ing to 
loathing, I don’t see how it can do 
you any good. 

BARRETT. I Said just now that you 
are not the best judge of what is 
good cr bad for you, my child. May 
I add that self-discipme is always 
beneficial, and self-indulgence in?* 
variably harmful? 
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%LiZABETH. If you think my drink- 
ing milk shows reckless self-indul- 
gence, Papa, you re quite wrong. I 
dislike it only less than porter. 

BARRETT. YouT likes and dislikes 
are quite beside the point in a case 
like this. 

ELIZABETH. But, Papa— 

BARRETT. Believe me, Elizabeth, I 
have nothing but your welfare at 
heart when I warn you that if you 
decide to discontinue drinking por- 
ter, you will incur my grave dis- 
pleasure. 

ELIZABETH {indignantly). But— but 
when Doctor Chambers himself— 

BARRETT. I have told you what 
Doctor Chambers said. 

ELIZABETH. YeS, but— 

BARRETT. Did you drink your por- 
ter at dinner? 

ELIZABETH. No. 

BARRETT. Then I hope you will do 
so before you go to bed. 

ELIZABETH. No, Papa, that’s really 
asking too muchl I— I can’t drink 
the horrible stuff in cold blood. 

BARRETT. Very well. Of course, I 
have no means of coercing you. 
You are no longer a child. But I 
intend to give your better nature 
every chance of asserting itself. A 
tankard of porter will be left at 
your bedside. And I hope that to- 
morrow you will be able to tell me 
that— you have obeyed your Father. 

ELIZABETH. I am soriy, Papa— but 
I sha’n’t drink it. 


BARRETT {tO HENRIETTA) . Go down 
to the kitchen and fetch a tankard 
of porter. 

HENRIETTA. No. 

BARRETT. I beg your pardon? 

HENRIETTA {her voicc trembling 
with anger and agitation). It’s— it’s 
sheer cruelty. You know how Ba 
hates the stuff. The Doctor has let 
her off. You’re just torturing her 
because you— you like torturing. 

BARRETT. I have told you to fetch 
a tankard of porter from the 
kitchen. 

HENRIETTA. I WOn’t do it. 

BARRETT. Must I ask you a third 
time? {Suddenly shouting) Obey 
me this instantl 

I 

ELIZABETH {sharpltj) , Papa . . . 
Go and fetch it, Henrietta! Go at 
once! I can’t stand this. . . . 

HENRIETTA. No, I 

ELIZABETH. Plcasc— plcase . . . 
{After a moment* s indecision, Hen- 
rietta turns and goes out,) 

BARRETT {quietly, after a pause). 
You had all better say good night 
to your sister. 

ARABEL {in a whisper). Good 
night, dearest. {She kisses Eliza- 
beth on the cheek,) 

ELIZABETH {receiving the kiss im- 
passively), Good night. 

( ARABEL leaves the roonp. Then 
each of the brothers in turn goes 
to ELIZABETH and kisses her 
cheek,) 
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GEORGE. Good night, Ba. 

ELIZABETH. Good night. 

(GEORGE goes out.) 

ALFRED. Good night, Ba. 

ELIZABETH. Good night. 

(ALFRED goes OUt.) 

HENRY. Good night, Ba. 

ELIZABETH. Good night. 

(henry goes out.) 

CHARLES. Good night, Ba. 

ELIZABETH. Good night. 

(CHARLES goes OUt.) 

SEPTIMUS. Good night, Ba. 

ELIZABETH. Good night. 

(SEPTIMUS goes OUt^j 

OCTAVIUS. G-good night, Ba. 

ELIZABETH. Good night. 

(OCTAVIUS goes out. BARRETT, 
standing before the fireplace, and 
ELIZABETH, Ofi her sofa, look be- 
fore them with expressionless faces. 
A pause. Henrietta enters with a 
tankard on a small tray. She stands 
a little beyond the threshold, glar- 
ing at her father and breathing 
quickly. ) 

ELIZABETH. Give it to me, please. 
(HENRIETTA gOeS tO her. ELIZABETH 
takes the tankard ahd is putting it 
to her lips, when barrett sud- 
denly, but quietly, intervenes.) 

BARRETT. No. (Putting HENRIETTA 
aside, he takes the tankard from 
ELIZABETH. To HENRIETTA) YoU 
may go. 


HENRIETTA. Good night, Ba dar- 
ling. (She moves forward to Eliza- 
beth, but BARRETT wavos her 
back. ) 

BARRETT. You may go. 

ELIZABETH. Good night. 
(HENRIETTA, with a defiant look at 
her father, goes out. barrett puts 
the tankard on the mantelpiece; 
then goes to the sofa and stands 
looking down at Elizabeth. She 
stares up at him with wide, fearful 
eyes.) 

BARRETT (in a gentle voice). Eliza- 
beth. 

ELIZABETH (in fl whisper) . Yes? 

BARRETT (placing his hand on her 
head and bending it slightly back ) . 
Why do you look at me like that, 
child? . . . Are you frightened? 

ELIZABETH (os before). No. 

BARRETT. Youre trembling. . . . 
Why? 

ELIZABETH. I— I don’t loiOW. 

BARRETT. Youre not frightened of 
me? (ELIZABETH Is obout to speak 
—he goes on quickly) No, no. You 
mustn’t say it. I couldn’t bear to 
think that. (He seats himself on 
the side of the sofa and takes her 
hands) You’re everything in the 
world to me— you know that. With- 
out you I should be quite alone^ 
you know that too. And you— if you 
love me, you can’t be afraid of me. 
For love casts out fear. . , . You 
love me, my darling? You love yom 
father? 

ELIZABETH (m a whisper). Yes. 
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BABBETT (eagerly). And you’ll 
prove your love by doing as I wish? 

ELIZABETH. I don’t Understand. I 
was going to drink 

BABBETT (quickly) . Yes—out of 
fear, not love. Listen, dear. I told 
you just now that if you disobeyed 
me you would incur my displeas- 
ure. I take that back. I shall never, 
in any way, reproach you. You shall 
never know by deed or word, or 
hint, of mine how much you have 
grieved and wounded your father 
by refusing to do the little thing he 
asked. . . . 

ELIZABETH. Oh, please, please, 
don’t say any more. It s all so petty 
and sordid. Please give me the 
tankard. 

BABBETT (rising). You are acting 
of your own free will, and not 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Papa, let us get 
this over and forget itl I can’t for- 
give myself for having made the 
whole house miserable over a tank- 
ard of porter. , 

(He gives her the tankard. She 
drinks the porter straight off, bar- 
KETT places the tankard back on 
the mantelpiece; then returns to 
the sofa and looks yearningly down 

at EL12L^ETH.) 

BABBETT. You’re not feeling worse 
tonight, my darling? 

ELIZABETH (listlessly) , No, Papa. 

BABBETT. Just tired? 

ELIZABETH. Yes . . . just tired. 

BA|(RETT. I’d better leave you now. 
^-.^^^I^lhall I say a little prayer with 
ySm^oielgo? 


ELIZABETH. Pleasc, Papa. 

(babI^ett kneels down beside the 
sofa, clasps his hands, lifts his face, 
and shuts his eyes, Elizabeth 
clasps her hands, but keeps her 
eyes wide open.) 

BARRETT. Almighty and merciful 
God, hear me, I beseech Thee, and 
grant my humble prayer. In Thine 
inscrutable wisdom Thou hast seen 
good to lay on Thy daughter Eliza- 
beth grievous and heavy aflSictions. 
For years she hath languished in 
sickness; and for years, unless in 
Thy mercy Thou take her to Thy- 
self, she may languish on. Give her 
to realise the blessed word that 
Thou chastisest those whom Thou 
lovest. Give her to bear her suf- 
ferings in patience. Give her to fix 
her heart and soul on Thee and 
on that Heavenly Eternity which 
may at any moment open out be- 
fore her. Take her into Thy loving 
care tonight; purge her mind of all 
bitter and selfish and unkind 
thoughts; guard her and comfort 
her. These things I beseech Thee 
for the sake of Thy dear Son, Jesus 
Ghrist. Amen. 

ELIZABETH. Amen. 

BARRETT (rising to his feet, and 
kissing her for^ead). Good night, 
my child. 

ELIZABETH (receiving his kiss im^ 
passively). Good night. Papa. 

( BARRETT gOeS OUt, ELIZABETH tieS 

motionless, staring before her for a 
moment or two, A knock at the 
door) Come in. 

(WILSON enters, carrying flush.) 

WILSON (putting FLUSH in his 
basket). Are you ready for your 
bed now, Miss Ba? 
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ELIZABETH. Oh, WilsoD, Ym so 
tired— tired-tired of it all. . . . 
Will it never end? 

WILSON. End, Miss? 

ELIZABETH. This long, long, grey 
death in life. 

WILSON. Oh, Miss Ba, you shouldn't 
say such things! 

ELIZABETH. No, I SUppOSC I 
shouldn't. . . . Did Flush enjoy 
his run? 

WILSON. Oh, yes, Miss. (A short 
pause . ) 

ELIZABETH. Is it a fine night, Wil- 
son? 

WILSON. Yes, Miss, and quite warm, 
and there’s such a lovely moon. 

ELIZABETH (eagerly). A moon! Oh, 
do you think I can see it from here? 


WILSON. I don’t know, Fm sure. 

ELIZABETH. Draw back the curtains 
and raise the blind. 

(WILSON does so; and moonlight, 
tempered by the lamplight, streams 
on Elizabeth’s face.) 

WILSON. There you are. Miss! The 
moon’s right above the chimleys. 
You can see it lovely! 

ELIZABETH (dreamily). Yes. . . • 
Yes. . . . Please put out the lamp 
and leave me for a little. I dont 
want to go to bed quite yet. 

WILSON. Very well, Miss Ba. (wil- 
soN extinguishes the lamp and goes 
out. ELIZABETH is bathed in strong 
moonlight. She stares, for a while, 
with wide eyes at the moon. Then 
her quickened breathing becomes 
audible, and her whole body is 
shaken with sobs. She turns over 
on her side and buries her face in 
her arms. The only sound is her 
strangled weeping as the Scerie 
closes.) 


ACT TWO 


MR. ROBERT BROWNING 

The afternoon of the following day. The curtains are drawn aside, the 
blinds are up, and sunshine pours into the room. On a little table near 
Elizabeth's sofa is a tray, with an untouched sweet on it. 

ELIZABETH Uos on the sofa, her couvre-pieds over her feet. She is read- 
ing a small book with intense absorption; now and again running her 
fingers through her linglets or tossing them back from her face, flush lies 
in his basket. 


ELIZABETH (wUh puzzled em- 
phasis). 

**With flowers in completeness. 
All petals, no prickles. 


Delicious as trickles 
Of wine poured at mass-time.'* 
(A Jmock at the door. Elizabeth, 
absorbed, takes no notice. She re- 
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peats, clutching her forehead) 
**All petals, no prickles, 

Delicious as trickles 

{The knock repeated) 

' "O/ wine 

Come in. . . . (wilson enters) 
Oh, yes, Wilson . . . Tm quite 
ready for lunch. 

WILSON (stolidly). YouVe had your 
lunch. Miss Ba. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, yes, of course. . . . 
And I enjoyed it very much! 

WILSON. You only picked at the 
fish, Miss Ba. An’ I took away the 
best part of that nice chop. An' I 
see you haven’t touched the pud- 
ding-cornflour blammonge too, 
with raspberry jam. 

SLiZABETH (wouderingly regarding 
the tray). Oh. . . . Anyhow, it’s 
too late now. . . . ( She once more 
plunges into her book, wilson car- 
ries out the tray and reenters im- 
mediately, shutting the door after 
her.) 

WILSON {going to the mantelpiece 
and measuring out some medicine 
into a medicine glass). And now. 
Miss Ba, if you’re all nice and com- 
fortable, I’ll take Flush out for his 
airing. (Elizabeth, absorbed in 
her reading, takes no notice, wil- 
son holds the glass of medicine 
towards her) Your physic, Miss Ba. 

ELIZABETH (taking the glass, with 
her eyes still fixed on her book). 
Thank you. (With the glass in her 
hand she continues reading.) 

WILSON (going to the window). 1 
think, p’raps, I’d better pull down 
the blind a bit. Too much sun isn’t 
good for you. Miss. . . . (She half 
draws down the blind.) 


ELIZABETH (holding out the un- 
touched glass, her eyes still on the 
book). Thank you. . . . 

WILSON. You haven’t drunk it yet. 
Miss. 

ELIZABETH. Oh. . . . (She swal- 
lows the medicine and, with a little 
grimace, hands the glass back to 
wilson) Please open the door, Wil- 
son. I am expecting visitors this 
afternoon, and I want the room to 
be quite fresh for them. How I 
wish we could open the window 1 

WILSON (shocked). Open the win- 
dow, Miss Ba! 

ELIZABETH (with a sigJi) . Yes, I 
know it’s strictly forbidden. . . . 
Well, open the door wide. 

WILSON. I’d best cover you well up 
first of all. (Fetches a rug) Visitors, 
Miss Ba? . . . 

ELIZABETH (while WILSON covcrs 
her up to her chin). Yes, my 
cousin. Miss Bella Hedley. I 
haven’t seen her since she was a 
child— such a lovely slip of a child! 
And now she’s just become en- 
gaged. 

WILSON. Indeed, Miss. And is she 
bringing her young gentleman with 
her? 

ELIZABETH. Ycs. ( WILSON opcns the 
door) And Mr. Robert Browning 
is calling latea 

WILSON. Indeed, Miss? The gentle- 
man who’s always sending you such 
lovely boukeys? 

ELIZABETH. YeS. 

(Starts reading again.) 
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WILSON. Sure you don't feel a 
draught, Miss Ba? 

ELIZABETH (without lookiflg Uf) . 
Quite, thanks. 

WILSON. Hadn't you better keep 
your arms covered? These spring 
days the air is that treacherous. 

ELIZABETH (to hcTself, With de- 
spairing emphasis). No— its quite 
beyond mel I give it upl 

WILSON. Beg pardon? 

ELIZABETH (speaking intensely). 
Wilson. 

WILSON. Yes, Miss. 

ELIZABETH (as hefore). Have you 
noticed anything— strange in me 
today? 

WILSON. Strange, Miss? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, Strange. I mean- 
dull -witted— thick - headed— stupid- 
idiotic. . . . 

viLSON. Lori No! Praps a bit 
absent-minded like— but that isn't 
anything for you to worry about. 
Miss Ba. 

ELIZABETH. Then you don't think 
I'm going— mod? 

WILSON. Mercy on usl MadI 

ELIZABETH. Very weB. But now, lis- 
ten carefully and tell me what you 
make of this; (She reads) 

**And after, for pastime. 

If June be refulgent 

With flowers in completeness, 

All petals, no prickles, 

Delicious as trickles 
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Of wine poured at mass-time,-' 
And choose one indulgent 
To redness and sweetness: 

Or if, with experience of man and 
of spider, 

June used by June-lightning, the 
strong insect-ridder. 

To stop the fresh film work,— why 
June will consider.** 

Well? 

WILSON (enthusiastically). I call 
that just lovely. Miss Ba! 

ELIZABETH. But do you know what 
it means? 

WILSON. Oh, no. Miss. 

ELIZABETH. Does it convcy any- 
thing at all to your mind? 

WILSON. Oh, no, Miss. 

ELIZABETH (with a sigh of relief). 
Thank Heaven for that! 

WILSON. But then po'try never does, 
Miss. Leastways, not real po'try, 
like what you make. 

ELIZABETH (laughing) . But I didn't 
write that! It's by Mr. Browning. 

WILSON. He must be a clever gen- 
tleman! 

ELIZABETH. Oh, yes! He's all that! 
(WILSON has picked up flush) 
Well, Flush dear, are you going to 
behave nicely today? (She holds 
out her arms for the dog and Wil- 
son gives it to her) I shall ask Wil- 
son for a full report when she gets 
home. (To wilson) Where are you 
taking him to? 

WILSON. Well, Miss, being so fine, 
I thought of a little walk in the 
Park. 
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ELIZABETH. Oh, ycs. And mind you 
notice the flowersl I shall want to 
hear all about them. The laburnum 
i$ over, of course. But there ought 
to be still some pink May, and 
tulips, and wall-flowers. And per- 
haps some early roses. . . . Oh, 
Flush, I'd give almost anything to 
be going with you instead of Wil- 
sonl 

OCTAVIUS {outside). May I c-come 
in? 

ELIZABETH. Occy, dear! (octavius 
enters. Elizabeth gioes flush to 
Wilson) What on earth are you 
doing at home at this time of the 
day? 

(WILSON goes out, carrying flush.) 

OCTAVIUS. Papa's b-bright idea. 
Suggested I should take a half- 
hohday to help you feed and en- 
tertain the l-lovebirds. 

ELIZABETH (laughing) . But why? 
Henrietta and Arabel are socially 
quite competent. So am I. 

OCTAVIUS. But you labour under 
the d-disadvantage of being all the 
same sex. Papa appears to think 
that at least one male B-Baixett 
ought to show up. He seems fully 
determined to do the p-polite thing 
by the Hedleys. And when Papa is 
fully d-determined on a thing, that 
thing is done. Or am I wrong? 

ELIZABETH ( sighing ) . No—that 
thing is done. . . . But now— I 
want you to be diplomatic. Cap- 
tain Surtees Cook is calling at the 
same time as Bella and Mr. Bevan. 
He's coming to see Henrietta. . . 

OCTAVIUS. Is he, by Jove! And 
won't the gallant fella rejoice when 


he finds Henrietta chaperoned f. 
four times over! 

ELIZABETH. I've arranged for Ara- 
bel to bring Bella and Mr. Bevan 
up here to see me. You must come 
with them. 

OCTAVIUS. Must I indeed? And 
why? 

ELIZABETH. So that Henrietta may 
have Captain Cook to herself for a 
little while. 

OCTAVIUS. Oh. Ah. Yes. Quite so. 
I see. . . . And you d-don't look 
in the least ashamed of yourself! 

ELIZABETH. I'm not. 

OCTAVIUS. But does it occur to you, 
my dear Ba, that we may be doing 
Henrietta an uncommonly b-bad 
turn by encouraging this b-budding 
romance? 

ELIZABETH. Yes. But I think we 
ought to chance that. . . . (He 
looks at her questioningly) Occy, 
when you six boys wished me good 
night yesterday, a queer thought 
came into my mind. You weren't 
alive at all— just automata. 

OCTAVIUS. By Jove! 

ELIZABETH. Like automata, you get 
up at half-past seven every morn- 
ing. Like automata, you eat your 
breakfasts. Like automata, you go 
to work. Like Automata, you return 
home. You dine like automata. You 
go to bed like automata. 

OCTAVIUS. But I say 

ELIZABETH. And though she works 
on difiEerent lines, Arabel is as auto- 



THE BARRETTS OF WIMPOLE STREET 691 


matic. You all seem to me to have 
cut out of life everything that 
makes life worth living— excite- 
ment, adventure, change, conflict, 
frivolity, love. . . . 

OCTAVIUS. We haven’t cut ’em out, 
my dearl That operation was per- 
formed by dear P-Papa. 

ELIZABETH. I knOW, but 

OCTAVIUS. Oh, I admit we’re a 
pretty spineless lot! But what 
would you? We’re none of us par- 
ticularly g-gifted— and we’re all of 
us wholly dependent on Papa, and 
must obey, or be broken. You’re 
not c-counselling sedition? 

ELIZABETH. No— but not resigna- 
tion. Keep your souls alive. What 
frightens me is that you may be- 
come content with a life which 
isn’t life at all. You’re going that 
way— all of you— except Henrietta. 

OCTAVIUS. And what does she get 
by t-trying to be herself? More 
kicks than ha’pence! 

ELIZABETH. Ycs— but being kicked 
keeps one alive! So don’t let us do 
anything, just for the sake of peace 
and quiet, to hinder her little ro- 
mance. Even if it should come to 
grief. 

OCTAVIUS. It will. 

ELIZABETH. Grief is better than 
stagnation. • 

OCTAVIUS. All very f-fine, my dear 
Ba— but what about you? ^ 

ELIZABETH. Me? 

OCTAVIUS, yes, you. We may all, 
with the possible exception of 


young Henrietta, be drifting with 
the stream. But I don’t notice 
that you make much of a struggle 
against it? Where did that p-porter 
finally g-get to last night? 

ELIZABETH (with a dreary little 
laugh). Oh, but I don’t count! I 
am quite out of it. You have your 
lives before you. My life is over. 

OCTAVIUS. Rubbish! 

(HENRIETTA enters.) 

HENRIETTA. Why, Occy, what are 
you doing here? 

OCTAVIUS. Papa’s n-notion. He 
somehow got wind that Surtees 
Cook was p-prowling around this 
afternoon and sent me home to 
head the f-feller off. 

ELIZABETH. Occy! 

HENRIETTA (in breothless conster- 
nation). How did he hear? He 
couldn’t have heard— (fo eliza« 
beth) unless you, or Arabel 

ELIZABETH. Occy, you idiot! No, 
dear 

OCTAVIUS. Sorry! My little joke, you 
know. . . . 

HENRIETTA (JiotUj) . I hate youl 

OCTAVIUS. Quite right, too. (Puts 
his arm around her) I repeat. I’m 
sorry. You may s-slap me if you 
like. 

HENRIETTA (half molUfied). I’ve a 
good mind to. 

OCTAVIUS (sitting down and draw- 
ing her on to his knee). No, my 
che-ild, it’s like this. His Majesty 
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sent me home to represent His 
Majesty at the reception. I don't 
intend to leave Bella's side— not 
even when she and her beloved 
come up her to emb-brace Ba. 
Meanwhile you'll amuse Cook— j- 
just as you're amusing me now. 
(Kisses her) In fact, we may take 
this as a 1-little rehearsal. 

HENRIETTA (jumping tip ffom his 
knee), Occy! how can you be so 
vulgar! (She listens) What's that? 
(Runs to the window) Oh, Ba, 
chey've arrived! And in state! The 
Bevan family barouche, powdered 
footman and all! (octavius joins 
her at the window) Look at Bella! 
What a gown! What a bonnet! 
Lovely! Oh, and Mr. Bevan's 
whiskers! (Gestures round her 
chin) Aren’t you green with envy, 
Occy? 

OCTAVIUS. Positively verdant. 

HENRIETTA (pushing OCTAVIUS tO 
the door). Go and help Arabel re- 
ceive them. Off with you! Quick! 
I'll wait here till Captain Cook ar- 
rives. I'm going to let him in. And 
then you and Arabel can bring 
Bella and Mr. Bevan up here. 

OCTAVIUS. All c-cut and dried, 
what? But 1-look here 

HENRiEiTA. Go along with you! 
(Pushes him out of the room and 
shuts the door. Then runs again to 
the window and looks eagerly 
down into the street) What's the 
time? 

ELIZABETH (smiling). Five minutes 
past three. 

HENRIETTA. Post three? 

ELIZABETH. Past three. 


HENRIETTA. I don't Understand. 
... He said three, . . . (With 
sudden anxiety) Ba! Today is 
Thursday, isn't it? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, dear. 

HENRIETTA (with a sigh of relief). 
Oh . . . (turns again to the win- 
dow) 1 wish he were able to come 
in his uniform. That would take the 
curl out of Mr. Bevan's whiskers! 
(ELIZABETH laughs) Oh, there he 
comes! (She runs out of the room, 
leaving the door open.) 

ELIZABETH. Please shut the door. 
(But HENRIETTA hoS gOne. ELIZA- 
BETH smilingly shrugs her shoul- 
ders, picks up her book and starts 
reading. After a moment one hears 
voices outside; then approaching 
footsteps. OCTAVIUS reenters.) 

OCTAVIUS. Are you ready to receive 
them? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, quite. What are 
they hke, Occy? 

OCTAVIUS. Oh, she\s a dream of 
1-loveliness! And isn't. (He goes 
out. A pause. The voices grow 
nearer. Then bella hedley flutters 
in. She is an exquisitely pretty, ex- 
quisitely turned-out little creature, 
voluble, affected, sentimental, with 
a constitutional inability to pro- 
nounce her rs. She is followed by 
arabel, MR. HENRY BEVAN, and 
OCTAVIUS. MR. BEVAN is a model of 
deportment, inwardly and out- 
wardly. He affects a magnificent 
Kruger beard, and his voice and 
manner are as beautifully rounded 
as his legs.) 

BELLA (ecstatically). Cousin Eliza- 
beth! 
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ELIZABETH (stf etching out her 
hand). Bella, dear. . . . 

BELLA. Ba! (Drops on her knees at 
the sofa and embraces Elizabeth) 
Deawest Ba! After all these years! 
. . . But oh, my poor, poor Ba, 
how sadly you Ve changed! So pale, 
so fwagile, so etheweal! 

ELIZABETH. And you, Bella, are 
even lovelier than you promised to 
be as a child. 

BELLA. Flattewer! ( She kisses Eliz- 
abeth’s hand, and still holding the 
hand, rises to her feet) You hear 
that, Ha’wy? This is my dear, dear 
Ha wy. Mr. Bevan—Miss Elizabeth 
Ba wett. 

BEVAN (bowing). Delighted, Miss 
Barrett, charmed. . . . 

BELLA (stretching out her free 
hand to bevan. He takes it). No, 
no, Ha wy, you must take her hand. 
. . . (Tenderly to Elizabeth) 
Such a little hand! So fwail! So 
spiwitual! 

BEVAN (taking Elizabeth’s hand 
and bowing over it) . And the hand 
that penned so much that is noble 
and eloquent! ... I am honoured, 
Miss Barrett, 

ELIZABETH. Thank you. And may I 
congiatulate you?— both of you? I 
hope you will be very happy. 

bevan. Thank you. Miss Barrett. I 
am indeed a fortunate man! 

BELLA. Dear Ha’wy. Dear Ba. 

ELIZABETH. But wonT you sit 
down? . . . 

(BELLA, ARABEL, and BEVAN SCOt 


themselves, octavius stands near 
the window.) 

BELLA. I adore your poems, Ba— 
especially when dear Ha wy weads 
them! He wead me “Lady Gewal- 
dine’s Courtship” the day after we 
became engaged. He weads so 
beautifully! And he too adores your 
poems— which ought to please you, 
as he is dweadfully cwitical! 

BEVAN. Oh, come, come, my pet! 

BELLA. Oh, but Ha’wy, you are! 
He doesn’t quite approve of even 
Mr. Alfwed Tennyson’s poems. 

ELIZABETH. Rcallv, Mr. Bevan? 

bevan. I have nothing against them 
as poetry, no, indeed. Mr. Tenny- 
son always writes like a gentleman. 
What grieves me, Miss Barrett, is 
that his attitude towards sacred 
matters is all too often an attitude 
tinged with doubt. 

ARABEL. How sad. . . . 

BEVAN. Sad indeed, Miss Arabell 
and I grieve to say a very preva- 
lent attitude among the younger 
men of today. Loss of faith, lack 
of reverence, and a spirit of mock- 
ery, seem to be growing apace. Of 
course, I am not alluding to Mr. 
Tennyson when I say this. His work 
is always reverent even when ex- 
pressing doubt. Now your poems, 
my dear Miss Barrett, show no 
touch anywhere of these modem 
tendencies. There’s not a line in 
one of them that I would disap- 
prove of even dear Bella reading. 

ELIZABETH. That— that’s very satis- 
factory. . . . 



RUDOLF BESIER 


694 

BELLA. Dear Ha’wy is so fwight- 
fully earnest! 

BEVAN. Oh, come, come, my pet. 


cxJTAVius. I sa}% Mr. B-Bevan, 
you’ve not yet met my father, have 
you? 

SEVAN. No, that pleasure is yet to 
come. 

OCTAVIUS. I think you and he would 
g-get on famously together! 

SEVAN. Indeed? 

SELLA. Oh, yes! for dear Uncle 
Edward is fwightfully earnest as 
well! Mamma has often told me so. 
. . . But there is one matter on 
which they are bound to differ. 
Like Mamma and Papa, dear Uncle 
Edward is a stwict Nonconformist, 
Ha’wy. 

SEVAN (sadly). Ah, ah, in- 
deed. . . . 

ELIZABETH. Then you are a mem- 
ber of the Church of England, Mr. 
Sevan? 

SEVAN. I am indeed, Miss Barrett. 
Like Bella, I was brought up in 
Dissent. But Oxford changed all 
that A dear friend of mine per- 
suaded me to attend the services 
at St. Mary’s, where Doctor New- 
man preaches, you know; and to 
study Pusey’s works. . . . Two 
years ago I was received into the 
Church. 

.ARABEL (in a scared voice), Pusey 
^ • ? Doctor Pusey. . . . But, Mr. 
Vbvan, you’re not— you’re not 


BELLA. Oh, but he is, dear Awabel, 
and so am I! We’re both Puseyitesl 
Of course, dear Mamma and Papa 
were fwightfully distwessed about 
it at first, and feared my change 
of faith was entirely due to dear 
Ha wy’s influence. But in weality, I 
had long felt a lack of something 
in Nonconformity. . . . Don’t you 
think it lacks something, dear Ba? 
Don’t you feel it’s a form of wor- 
ship less suited to people in our 
walk of life than to the lower 
orders? 

ELIZABETH (with a quicklij stip- 
pressed little laugh). No, I— I can’t 
say it ever struck me quite like 
that. . . . But now tell me, dear, 
when is the wedding to be? Or am 
I being indiscreet? 

SEVAN. Not at all, dear Miss Bar- 
rett, not at all. We 

BELLA (excitedly). Oh, that we- 
minds me! Where’s dear Henwi- 
etta? . . . The wedding? Early in 
August. (Looks round the room) 
Where’s Henwietta? 

OCTAVIUS. At the moment she’s d- 
downstairs entertaining a friend. 

BELLA. Oh, I wanted to ask her 
A fwiend? Not that tall gentle- 
man we passed in the hall? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, Captain Surtees 
Cook. 

BELLA. Oh, in the Army? How 
thwilling! I thought his ca’wiage 
was militawy! So he’s a fwiend of 
dear Henwietta? 

ELIZABETH. Ycs. . . . You Wanted 
to ask Henrietta something? 
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BELLA. Oh, yes! Oh, Ba, I do so 
want her to be one of my bwides- 
maids! Do you think (Henri- 

etta enters. She is visibly distraite. 
BELLA jumps to her feet) Henwi- 
etta! (Taking both her hands) Hen- 
wietta darling, I was just saying 

Oh, you must be one of my 

bwidesmaids! you simply must! 

HENRIETTA. Bridesmaids? Oh, yes— 
at your wedding. I should love to, 
Bella. It’s sweet of you to ask me. 

And of course I will— if Papa 

But Tm sure he won’t mind. . . . 

BELLA. Mind? Uncle Edward? Why 
should he mind? 

HENRIETTA. No, no, I’m sure it will 
be all right. I don’t see how he 
could possibly object. 

BELLA. Object? But I don’t under- 
stand! . . . Isn’t she funny, Ba? 
You’re only asked to be a bwides- 
maid, darling— not a bwide! 

HENRIETTA. YcS, I knOW, but 

Oh, it’s so hard to explain. . . . 

BE VAN (gravely helpful). Perhaps 
Mr. Barrett looks on bridesmaids as 
frivolous irrelevancies at so solemn 
a sacrament as marriage . . . ? 

HENRIETTA. No, no, Mr. Bevan. It’s 
not that. It’s— (the words suddenly 
rush out) It’s simply that nothing- 
nothing at all in this house must 
happen without Papa’s sanction. 
You know he once owned slaves in 
Jamaica. And as sla\^ery has been 
abolished there, he carries it on in 
England. I’m quite serious. We are 
all his slaves here. 

ABABEL. Henrietta! 

(bevan and bell a look astonished 
and embarrassed.) 


HENRIETTA. Well, aren’t we? Aren’t 
we, Occy? Aren’t we, Ba? We can’t 
move hand or foot without his per- 
mission. We’ve got to obey his least 
whim and fall in with his moods— 
and they’re as changeable as the 
weather! We haven’t a soul of our 
own, not one of us . . . ! I tell 
you, Bella, it’s more than likely 
that he’ll refuse to let me be your 
bridesmaid, for no rhyme or reason 
—except that he’s out of temper! 

OCTAVIUS. I say, what about t-tea? 

ARABEL (rising quickhj). Oh, yes, 
yes! 

HENRIETTA. Tea is quite ready. I’m 
sorry— I— I forgot to tell you. 

OCTAVIUS. Good Heavens, let’s 
h-hurry or Captain Cook will have 
swallowed it all! (Crosses to the 
door and opens it.) 

HENRIETTA. Hc’s gOnC. . . . (Shc 
moves to the window and stands 
there, her face half averted.) 

BELLA. A wivederci, deawest Ba! 
(Kisses her) It’s been so lovely see- 
ing you! May I come soon again? 
And next time I shall want you all 
to myself— without Ha’wy, I mean. 

ELIZABETH. Come whenever you 
like, dear. 

BEVAN. But why must I be ex- 
cluded? 

BELLA. Because I’ve heaps and 
heaps to tell dear Ba about a cer- 
tain big, big man who might easily 
gwow conceited if he heard me! 

BEVAN. Oh, come, come, my ^pet. 
(BELLA takes arabel’s arm. bevan 
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bows over Elizabeth’s hand) 
Good-bay, dear Miss Barrett. 

ELIZABETH. Good-byc. It was nice 
of you to come and see me. 

BEVAN. Not at all. I have long been 
looking forward to the honour of 
meeting you. Good-bay. 

(BELLA, her arm still in arabel’s, 
kisses her hand to Elizabeth.) 

BELLA. Au wevoir, darling! 

ELIZABETH. Auf wiedcrsehen. 
(BELLA and ARABEL gO OUt.) 

BEVAN {turning and bowing at the 
door). Good-bay. 

ELIZABETH. Good-bye. 

( BEVAN goes out. OCTAVIUS, turn- 
ing at the door, bows to Elizabeth, 
in imitation of bevan, and follows 
him. ELIZABETH smiles, and glances 
at HENRIETTA, who Still Stands with 
averted face at the window; then 
she takes up a book and starts read- 
ing. A pause. Suddenly Henrietta 
turns on her.) 

HENRIETTA ( Vehemently ) . Well, 
why don’t you say something? 

ELIZABETH (coldly) . What do you 
want me to say? 

HENRIETTA. Nothing. . . . Oh, Ba, 
don’t scold me! (Goes to Eliza- 
beth, and sHs on the floor beside 
her sofa) I know I deserve it. I 
have been dreadful. But I couldn’t 
nelo it. I’m so miserable. 

ELIZABETH ( quickly ) . Miserable, 
dear? 

HENRIETTA. Yes— and so— so wildly 
happyl . . . Ba dear, may I tell 


you about it? I oughtn’t to, I know. 
Because if it should ever come to 
anything, and Papa asks if you had 
any idea of what was going on, 
you’ll have to lie— which you hate 
doing— or admit that you knew. 
And then he’d vent half his rage 
on you for not warning him in time. 

ELIZABETH. Never mind, dear. Go 
on. 

HENRIETTA. Surtecs has just asked 
me to marry him. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Henrietta! But 

HENRIETTA. And, of course, I ac- 
cepted him— and said that I could- 
n’t. And I had to tell him that we 
must never see each other again. 
When he calls here tomorrow, we 
shall have to 

ELIZABETH. You’re not talking 
sense, child. What really has hap- 
pened? 

HENRIETTA. I don’t know ... ex- 
cept that we both love each other 
terribly. . . . Oh, Ba, what are we 
to do? Surtees has only just enough 
money to keep himself decently. 
And, of course, I haven’t a penny 
of my own. If only I had your four 
hundred a year, I might defy Papa 
and leave the house and marry Sur- 
tees tomorrow! 

ELIZABETH. And what earthly good 
is that money to me? I’d give it to 
you, and ho>^ gladly 

HENRIETTA. I know you would, 
darling! But that’s utterly impos- 
sible! Just think what your life 
would be like if Papa knew that 
you had made it possible for me 
to marry! No. But isn’t it a cruel 



THE BARRETTS OF WIMPOLE STREET 697 


irony that the only one of the fam- 
ily with the means to be free and 
happy hasn’t any use for it? (With 
sudden urgency) Ba dear, is there 
anything— anything at all— to be 
said for Papa’s attitude towards 
marriage? Can it possibly be wrong 
to want a man’s love desperately— 
and— and to long for babies of my 
own? 

ELIZABETH. No. . . . But who am 
I to answer a question like that? 
IjOvc and babies are so utterly re- 
mote from my life. . . . 

HENRIETTA. Yes, I know, dear. 
You’re a woman apart. But love 
and babies are natural to an ordi- 
nary girl like me. And what’s nat- 
ural can’t be wrong. 

ELIZABETH. No. . . . And yet the 
holiest men and women renounced 
these things. . . . 

HENRIETTA. I darcsay. But I’m not 
holy. And come to that, neither is 
Papa— not by any means! Didn’t he 

marry, and (A knock at the 

door . ) 

ELIZABETH. Come in. (wilson 
enters. ) 

WILSON. Mr. Robert Browning has 
called. Miss. 

ELIZABETH (breathlessly). Mr.— Mr. 
Browning . . . ? 

WILSON. Yes, Miss. 

HENRIETTA. Then I’d better be oflFI 

ELIZABETH (agitated. Quickly), No 
—no, stay here. I can’t see him. I— 
I don’t feel up to it. I can’t 


HENRIETTA. But Ba, what on earth 
is the matter? You told me yester- 
day — 

ELIZABETH. I know. I know. But I 
really don’t feel that I can see him 
now. (To wilson) Tell Mr. Brown- 
ing I am very sorry but I am not 
well enough to receive him. 

HENRIETTA. But that’s not true, Ba! 
You can’t send him away like that, 
dear. It would be too rude and un- 
kind after having asked him to call, 
and all the efforts he has made to 
get here. (To wilson) Where is 
Mr. Browning? 

WILSON. I showed him into the 
library, Miss. 

ELIZABETH. But I— I’d much— mucl 
rather not see him. . . . 

HENRIETTA. Oh, fudge! You’re not 
a silly schoolgirl! I’ll bring him up 
myself. Mr. Kenyon says he’s won- 
derfully romantic-looking, and quite 
the dandy. (Henrietta goes out ) 

ELIZABETH. Is— is my hair tidy? 

WILSON. Yes, Miss Ba. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, pleasc arrange the 
couvre-pieds. . . . (wilson ar- 
ranges the couvre-pieds) Thank 
you. . . . And, Wilson— no. . , . 
Thank you, that will do.* . . . 

WILSON. Yes, Miss. 

(She goes out.) 

(ELIZABETH, obviously tu a state 
of strained nerves, awaits the com- 
ing of ROBERT BROWNING. A paUSe. 
HENRIETTA enters.) 

HENRIETTA. Mr. Robert Browning. 
(ROBERT BROWNING enters. He i» 
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a darky handsome man in the 
middle thirties, faultlessly, perhaps 
even a trifle foppishly, dressed. 
Over his shoulder he wears a cape 
fastened with a chain at the throat. 
He carries his high hat, lemon- 
coloured gloves, and clouded cane. 
Brownings manner is sincere and 
ardent; his speech rapid, voluble, 
and emphasised by free gestures. 

HENRIETTA gOeS OUt.) 

Rrowning (pausing for a moment 
a few steps beyond the threshold). 
Miss Barrett? 

ELIZABETH (stretching out her 
hand). How-do-you-do, Mr. Brown- 
ing? 

BROWNING (quickly lays aside his 
hat, cane and gloves, and crossing 
to the sofa, takes her hand in both 
of his). Dear Miss Barrett— at last! 
(Raises her hand to his lips) At 
last! 

ELIZABETH (stUl all nerves, and 
rather overcome by the ardour and 
unconventionality of his manner). 
I— Ive had to put oflF the pleasure 
of meeting you much longer than 
I wished. . . . 

BROWNING (still holding her hand). 
Would you ever have received me 
if I hadn’t been so tiresomely in- 
sistent? 

eli2:abeth. As you know from my 
letters, I ve not been at all well 

during the winter, and I (Real- 

, ising that her hand is still in his, she 
^[gently withdraws it) But won t you 
tfiflce ofiF your cape? 

, MOWNING. Thank you. (Unfastens 
cape and lays it aside.) 


ELIZABETH. I— I hope you don’t find 
the room very close, Mr. Browning? 

BROWNING. No, no. . . . 

ELIZABETH. My doctor obliges me 
to live in what I am afraid must 
be to you a— a hot-house tempera- 
ture. . . . 

BROWNING (who hos thrown a 
quick glance round the room). 
Wonderful! You may think. Miss 
Barrett, that this is the first time 
I ve been here. You’re quite wrong, 
you know! 

ELIZABETH. But ^ 

BROWNING. Quite wrong. I have 
seen this room more times than 
I can remember. It’s as familiar to 
me as my own little study at home! 
Before I came in, I knew just how 
your books were arranged, just how 
that tendril of ivy slanted across 
the window panes— and those busts 
of Homer and Chaucer are quite 
old friends, and have looked down 
on me often before! 

ELIZABETH (smilingly protesting). 
No, really ! 

BROWNING. But I could ncvcr make 
out who the other fellows were on 
the top of the wardrobe, and 

ELIZABETH (laughing, and now 
quite at her ease). Oh, come, Mr. 
Browning! I Joiow that dear Mr. 
Kenyon is never tired of talking 
about his friends; but I can’t be- 
lieve that he described my poor 
little room to you in detail! 

BROWNING (seating himself beside 
her). I draped all the details I 
possibly couM out of him— and my 
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imagination supplied the rest. Di- 
rectfy after I had read your brave 
and lovely verses I was greedy for 
anything and everything I could 
get about you. 

ELIZABETH (smilingly). You fright- 
en me, Mr. Browning! 

BROWNING. Why? 

ELIZABETH. Well, you know how 
Mr. Kenyon s enthusiasms run away 
with his tongue? He and I are the 
dearest of friends. What he told 
you about poor me I quite blush 
to imagine! 

BROWNING. You mean, Miss Barrett, 
about you— you yourself? 

ELIZABETH. I feel it would be hope- 
less for me to try to live up to his 
description. 

BROWNING. He never told me any- 
thing about you— personally— which 
had the slightest interest for me. 

ELIZABETH (pUZzlcd) . Oh? 

BROWNING. Everything he could 
give me about your surroundings 
and the circumstances of your life 
I snatched at with avidity. But all 
he said about you was quite beside 
the point, because I knew it al- 
ready— and better than Mr. Ken- 
yon, old friend of yours though he 
is! 

» 

ELIZABETH. But Oh, Mr. Brown- 

ing, do my poor writings give me 
so hopelessly away? 

BROWNING. Hopelessly — utterly — 
entirely— to me) ... I can’t speak 
for the rest of the world. 


WIMPOLE STREET 6q(J 

ELIZABETH (smilingly). You fright- 
en me again! 

BROWNING. No? 

ELIZABETH. But you do! For Fm 
afraid it would be quite useless my 
ever trying to play-act with you! 

BROWNING. Quite useless! 

ELIZABETH. I shall always have to 
be— just myself? 

BROWNING. Always. 

ELIZABETH. Oh . . . (quicUy) 
And you too, Mr. Browning? 

BROWNING. Always— just myself! 
(He stretches out his hand; she 
takes it with a smile. Then, with 
a sudden laugh) But really, you 
know. Miss Barrett, I shan’t be 
able to take much credit for that! 
Being myself comes to me as easily 
as breathing. It’s play-acting I can’t 
manage— and the hot water I’ve got 
into in consequence . . . ! If life’s 
to run smoothly we should all be 
mummers. Well, I can’t mum! 

ELIZABETH. Yes, I can well believe 
that now I know you. But isn’t it 
extraordinary? When you are writ- 
ing you never do anything else but 
—play-act. 

BROIVNING. I know 

ELIZABETH. You have never been 
yourself in any one of your poems. 
It’s always somebody else speaking 
through you. 

BROWNING. Yes. And shall I tell you 
why? I am a very modest man, 
{(Richly, after a slight pause) I 
am really! 
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ELIZABETH (with suppressed 
amusement)- I didn’t question it, 
Mr. Browning. 

BROWING. So modest, I fully real- 
ise that if I wrote about myself— 
my hopes and fears, hates and 
loves, and the rest of it— my poems 
would be intolerably dull. 

ELIZABETH (laughingly, vivacious- 
ly). Well— since we are pledged to 
nothing but the truth, I won’t con- 
tradict that— until I know you bet- 
terl 

BROWNING (with a laugh). Bravo! 

ELIZABETH (ardently). Oh, but 
those poems with their glad and 
great-hearted acceptance of life— 
you can’t imagine what they mean 
to me! Here am I shut in by four 
walls, the view of Wimpole Street 
my only glimpse of the world. And 
they troop into the room and round 
my sofa, those wonderful people of 
yours out of every age and coun- 
try, and all so tingling with life! 
life! life! No, you’ll never begin to 
realise how much I owe you! 

BROWNING (with emotion). You— 
you really mean that? 

ELIZABETH. Why, why, Mr. Brown- 
ing — 

BROWNING. But of couTse you do, 
or you wouldn’t say it! And you’ll 
believe me when I tell you that 
what you have said makes up to 
me a thousand times over for all 
the cold-shouldering I’ve had from 
the public? 

ELIZABETH (fiercely). Oh, it infu- 
riates me! Why can we never know 
an eagle for an eagle until it has 


spread its wings and flown away 
from us for good? Sometimes— I de- 
test the British public ! 

BROWNING (lightly). Oh, no, no! 
Dear old British public! At least it 
gives us generously the jolly pas- 
time of abusing it! And mind you. 
Miss Barrett, I’ve an uneasy feeling 
that my style is largely to blame 
for my unpopularity. 

ELIZABETH (a little too eagerly). 
Oh, surely not! 

BROWNING. Didn’t we agree never 
to play-act with each other? 

ELIZABETH (with a laugh ) . TouchSI 
Well, perhaps, there are passages 
in your work a little invol— I mean 
a little too— too profound for the 
general reader. 

BROWNING. Oh, no! it’s not what I 
say, but how I say it. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, but 

BROWNING. And yet to me it’s all 
simple and easy as the rule of 
three! And to you? 

ELIZABETH. Well . . . not quite 
always. Sometimes there are pas- 
sages. . . . (She picks up a book) 
I have marked one or two in your 
"Sordello” which rather puzzle me. 
Here, for instance . . . 

(She opens the book and hands it 
to him.) 

« 

BROWNING (taking the book). Oh, 
“Sordellol” Somebody once called 
it "a horror of great darkness!” I’ve 
done my best to forget it. How- 
ever (He reads the passage to 

himself, smiling. The smile fades; 
he passes his hand over his brow 
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and reads it again. She watches 
him, covertly smiling. He mutters) 
Extraordinary. . . . But— but a 
passage torn from its context. . . . 
{He rises and goes to the window, 
as though to get more light on 
the subject, and reads the passage 
a third time, Elizabeth has some 
difficulty in suppressing her amuse- 
ment. He turns to her with an ex- 
pression of humorous chagrin.) 

ELIZABETH. Well? . . . 

BROWNING. Well, Miss Barrett— 
when that passage was written only 
God and Robert Browning under- 
stood it. Now only God under- 
stands it. (She laughs, and he joins 
in) What do you say— shall we 
lighten this great darkness by 
pitching it on the fire? 

ELIZABETH (indignantly). No, in- 
deed! We shall do nothing of the 
kind! Please give me back the book. 
(He does so) Such passages are 
only spots on the sun. I love *‘Sor- 
dello.” 

BROWNING (eagerly). You would! 
Of course you would! And shall I 
tell you why? Because it s a colossal 
failure. 

ELIZABETH. If by a failure you 
mean an attempt— yes! you re right! 
That's just why “Sordello” appeals 
to my very heart. I too am always 
making colossal attempts— and al- 
ways failing. 

« 

BROWNING. Isn’t one such failure 
worth a hundred small successes? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, a thousand and 
more! 

BROWNING (eagerly). You think so 
too? But, of course, I knew that! 


. . . Miss Barrett, you smiled 
when I told you that Kenyon had 
no need to describe you because 
I knew you through and through 
already. And what you have just 
said about success and failure 
proves to me finally how right I 
was. All Kenyon did was to fill in 
the background. I— I had painted 
the portrait— with the tme soul of 
you, ardent and lovely, looking 
out of it. 

ELIZABETH. Ardent and lovely! 
And you think you know me! (With 
a bitter smile) Oh, Mr. Browning 
—too often impatient and rebel- 
lious. . . . 

BROWNING. Well, what of it? IVe 
no love for perfect patience under 
affliction. My portrait is the por- 
trait of a woman, not a saint. Who 
has more right to be impatient and 
rebellious than you? 

ELIZABETH. Did Mr. Kenyon paint 
my background with a very gloomy 
brush? 

BROWNING. Old Rembrandt would 
have envied him! 

ELIZABETH (smilingly). Poor dear 
Mr. Kenyon! He is more Royalist 
than the Queen herself! I assure 
you my aflEictions worry him a 
great deal more than they worry 
me. ... I suppose he told yon 
that I am a— a dying woman? 

BROWNING. We are all of us— dying 

ELIZABETH. And that our family 
life was one of unrelieved gloomf 

BROWNING. Yes, he hinted at some- 
thing of the sort. 
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ELIZABETH. He realiv shouldn't say 
such things! Franxly now, Mr. 
Browning, do you find me such a 
veiy pitiable object? 

BKOWNiNG. I find you, as I expected 
to find you, full of courage and 
gaiety. . . . And yet, in spite of 
what you say. I'm not at all sure 
that Kenyon's colours were too 
sombre. 

ELIZABETH. But 

BROWNING {eagerly interrupting). 
No, no, listen to me. Those colours 
are not yet dry. They must be 
scraped off! The whole background 
must be repainted! . . . And if 
only youll allow it— I must have a 
hand in that splendid work. 

ELIZABETH. But, Mr. Browning 

BROWNING {carried away). No, 
listen! I'll dip my brush into the 
sunrise and the sunset and the 
rainbow! You say my verses have 
helped you— they're nothing. It’s I— 
I who am going to help you now! 
We have come together at last— and 
I don’t intend to let you go again. 

ELIZABETH. But 

BROWNING. No, listen. Give me your 
hands. {Bends forward and takes 
them) I’ve more life than is good 
for one man— it seethes and races 
in me. Up to now I've spent a little 
of all that surplus energy in creat- 
ing imaginary men and women. 
But there's still so much that I've 
no use for but to give! Mayn't I 

g ve it to you? Don't you feel new 
:e tingling and prickling up your 
lingers and arms rig|ht into youc, 
heart and brain? 


ELIZABETH {rather frightened and 
shaken). Oh, please . . . Mr. 
Browning, please let go my 
hands. . . . 

{He opens his hands; but she still 
leaves hers lying on his palms for 
a moment. Then she withdraws 
them, and clasping her cheeks, 
looks at him with wide, disturbed 
eyes.) 

BROWNING {softly). Well? 

ELIZABETH (a little shakily, with 
forced lightness). You— you are 
really rather an overwhelming per- 
son, and in sober truth, I'm 

BROWNING. No— don't tell me again 
that you are afraid of me! You're 
not. It's life you're afraid of— and 
that shouldn't be. 

ELIZABETH. Life? 

BROWNING. Yes. 

ELIZABETH. Well, whcn life be- 
comes a series of electric shocks! 

BROWNING {smiling). Was it as bad 
as all that? 

ELIZABETH {smiling). Indeed, yes! 
Do you affect other people in the 
same way? 

BROWNING. They've often told me 
so. 

ELIZABETH {lightly). No wonder I 
hesitated abofit meeting you, much 
as I wanted to! Something of your 
disturbing vitality must have come 
to me from your letters and poems. 
. . . You’ll laugh at me, Mr. 
Browning, but do you know we 
very nearly didn't meet today after 
all! When my maid told me you 
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had arrived I was so panic-stricken 
that I all but sent down a message 
that I was too unwell to receive 
you. And it was a big effort to pull 
myself together, and behave like a 
sensible woman, when you came 
into the room! 

BROWNING. I think I must have 
been quite as nervous as you at 
that moment. 

ELIZABETH. You, Mr. Browningl 

BROWNING. Yes~and Tm anything 
but a nervous man as a rule. But 
that moment was the climax of my 
life— up to now. . . . Miss Barrett, 
do you remember the first letter I 
wrote to you? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, indeed! It was a 
wonderful letter. 

BROWNING. You may have thought 
I dashed it off in a fit of white-hot 
enthusiasm over your poems. I 
didn’t. I weighed every word of 
every sentence. And of one sen- 
tence in particular— this sentence: 
“I love your hooks with all my 
heart— and I love you too** You 
remember? 

ELIZABETH (lightly), Yes— and I 
thought it charmingly impulsive of 
you! 

BROWNING (almost with irritation). 
But I tell you there was nothing 
impulsive about it. That sentence 
was as deeply felt and anxiously 
thought over as any *i5entence IVe 
ever written. 

ELIZABETH. I hope I have many 
readers like you! It’s wonderful to 
think I may have good friends all 
the world over whom I have never 
seen or heard of. 


BROWNING. I am not speaking of 
friendship, but of love. ( Elizabeth 
is about to make a smiling rejoin- 
der) No, it’s quite useless your 
trying to put aside the word with 
a smile and a jest. I said love— and 
I mean love 

ELIZABETH. But really, Mr. Brown- 
ing, I must ask you 

BROWNING (swiftly interrupting 
her). I’m neither mad nor morbidly 
impressionable— I’m as sane and 
level-headed as any man alive. Yet 
all these months, since first I read 
your poems. I’ve been haunted by 
you. And today you are the centre 
of my life. 

ELIZABETH (very gravely). If I 
were to take you seriously, Mr. 
Browning, it would, of course, 
mean the quick finish of a friend- 
ship which promises to be very 
pleasant to both of us. 

BROWNING. Why? 

ELIZABETH. You know Very well 
that love— in the sense you, appar- 
ently, use the word— has no place, 
and can have no place, in my life. 

BROWNING. Why? 

ELIZABETH. For many reasons— but 
let this suflBce. As I told you before, 
I am a dying woman. 

BROWNING (passionately), I refuse 
to believe it! For if that were so. 
Cod would be callous, and I know 
that He’s compassionate— and life 
would be dark and evil, and I know 
that it’s good. You must never say 
such a thing again. I forbid you to. 

ELIZABETH. Forbid, Mr. Browu*^ 
ing? . • . 
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BROWNING. Yes— forbid. Isn't it only 
fair that if you forbid me to speak 
of you as I feel, and I accept your 
orders, as I must, that I should be 
allowed a little forbidding as well? 

ELIZABETH. YeS, but 

BROWNING (breaking in with sud- 
den gaiety). Dear Miss Barrett, 
what a splendid beginning to our 
friendship! We have known each 
other a bare half hour and yet 
we Ve talked intimately of art and 
life and death and love, and weVe 
ordered each other about, and 
we ve almost quarrelled! Could 
anything be happier and more 
promising? . . . With your per- 
mission, Tm going now. Mr. Ken- 
yon impressed upon me to make 
my first visit as short as possible, 
as strangers tire you. Not that Im 
a stranger!— still I can see that you 
are tired. . . . When may I call 
again? 

ELIZABETH (a little dazed), I don't 
quite know . . . I 

BROWNING. Will next Wednesday 
/Aiit you? 

ELIZABETH (os before). Yes, I— I 
think so. But perhaps it would be 
better 

BROWNING. Next Wednesday then. 


ELIZABETH. But 

BROWNING. At half-past three 
again? 

ELIZABETH. Ycs— but I 

BROWNING ( bowing over her hand) , 
Au revoir then. 

ELIZABETH. Good-byc. 

BROWNING (gently masterful, re- 
taining her hand), Au revoir, 

ELIZABETH (a little breathlesscy, 
after a slight pause), Au revoir, 

BROWNING. Thank you. 

(He kisses her hand, turns and 
picks up his hat and cape, etc., and 
goes out,) 

(The moment after the door has 
closed behind him Elizabeth sits 
up and clasps her face with both 
her hands. Then she slips off the 
sofa and unsteadily gets on to her 
feet. With the help of the table 
and the chairs, she manages to 
cross the room to the window. 
Grasping the curtain to support 
herself, she stands looking down 
into the street after the departing 
BROWNING, her face as alive with 
excitement and py as though she 
were a young girl. And the Scene 
slowly closes,) 
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ACT THREE 

ROBERT 


Some three months later. 

DOCTOR CHAMBERS stands by the fireplace, doctor ford-waterlow 
sits on the sofa. He is sharp-featured, sharp-tongued old man. Both doc- 
tors are intently watching Elizabeth as she walks with firm and sure 
tread across the room to the window and back again, flush lies on the 
sofa. 


ford-waterlow. Once again, if 
you please. (Elizabeth walks 
across the room again) My dear 
Miss Barrett, I congratulate you. 
Now sit down. (She sits close to 
nim, and he feels her pulse while 
talking) When exactly was it you 
last called me in for consultation, 
Doctor Chambers. 

chambers. Three months ago al- 
most to a day. 

FORD-WATERLOW. Yes, yes— and 
your patient was in a very low con- 
dition at the time. Well, youVe 
done wonders, Doctor. 

CHAMBERS. Oh, mine was just the 
ordinary spade-work. Honesty com- 
pels me to give most of the credit 
to another. 

FORD-WATERLOW. Eh? 

CHAMBERS. The real *healer is no 
one but Miss Barrett herself. 

ELIZABETH. But, DoctOr ... I 

CHAMBERS. I mean it, my dear, I 
mean it. Three months ago you 
seemed more than a little inclined 


to let life and the world slip 
through your pretty fingers. Then 
slowly the change began. Oh, be- 
lieve me, I was watching you like 
a lynxi Life and the world became 
more and more worth grasping. 
The wish to live is better than a 
dozen physicians— as I think even 
my distinguished friend will admit. 

FORD-WATERLOW. The wish to live. 

. . . Hm, yes. . . . And you are 
able to get about and take the aii 
occasionally nowadays? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, ycs, Doctor. I have 
visited some of my friends, and 
been for several delightful drives 
round the Park. The only bother is 
getting up and down stairs. Tm 
inclined to lose my head going 
down, and Tm not yet able to un- 
dertake the upward journey. . 

FORD-WATERLOW. Quite so. Quite 
so. 

CHAMBERS (smilingly) . Fortunately 
it doesn’t need a very strong mar 
to carry you. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, but that’s whert 
you’re wrong! (To ford- water- 
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low) You have no idea how I am 
putting on weight! 

FOBD-WATERLOW. Is that SO indeed? 

CHAMBERS (solemnly). So much so, 
that I have seriously thought of 
docking Miss Barretts porter— a 
beverage, I may say, of which she 
is inordinately fond. 

ELIZABETH (laughing) . I wonder 
you're not ashamed to mention that 
subject. Doctor Chambers! 

FORD-WATERLOW. Well now, about 
the future. Miss Barrett. I fully 
agree with Doctor Chambers that 
another winter in London must, if 
possible, be avoided. If you con- 
tinue picking up strength as you 
are doing, I see no reason against 
your travelling South by October, 
say. 

ELIZABETH (with barely controlled 
eagerness). Travelling . . . South? 

FORD-WATERLOW. To the Rivicra, 
or, better still, to Italy. ^ 

ELIZABETH ( breathlessly ) . Italy 
... 1 Oh, Doctor, do you really 
mean it? 

FORD-WATERLOW. Why not? You 
could travel there by easy stages. 
I have been given to understand 
that you have set your heart on 
Italy, and that there are no— er— 
practical difficulties in the way of 
your going there. 

ELIZABETH. If by practical, you 
mean financial— none at all. I have 
my own little income, and 

FORD-WATERLOW. Quite so, qu^ 

so. 


CHAMBERS. IVe taken the liberty to 
tell Doctor Ford-Waterlow of the 
only real difficulty in the way oi 
your wintering abroad, and he is. 
quite prepared to deal with— him. 

FORD-WATERLOW. Quite— and dras- 
tically. 

ELIZABETH (quickly) . Oh, I am 
sure that won't be necessary! Papa 
may not raise any kind of objection. 

It depends how he is feeling at the 
time, and 

FORD-WATERLOW (testUy) . Fiddle- 
sticks, my dear young lady! Mr. 
Barrett s feelings are neither here 
nor there. All that matters is his 
daughter s health and happiness, as 
I intend to make clear to him. 
Quite clear. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, you mustn't think 
that Papa isn't kindness and gener- 
osity itself. But gentlemen have 
their moods. . . . Italy! Oh, it's 
hard to take in even the bare pos- 
sibility of going there! My promised 
land. Doctor, which I never 
thought to see otherwise than in 
dreams! 

FORD-WATERLOW ( ftsfilg ) . Well, 

well, let us hope realisation won't 
bring disillusion along with it! A 
grossly overrated country to my 
mind. Nothing but heaps of rub- 
bish, dust, flies, stenches, and beg- 
gars! Good-bye, my dear Miss Bar- 
rett. No, please doi^r't get up. 
(Takes herjiand) I'ril delighted 
with your improvement. Delighted. 
And now for a little talk with your 
father. Good-bye. 

ELIZABETH. Good-bye, Doctor. 

CHAMBERS. Cood-bye, Miss Elizalt^. 
beth. 
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ELIZABETH. Gdod-bye. (Both doc- 
tors go out, ELIZABETH closps hof 
cheeks and whispers) Italy— Italy— 
Italy. . . . (She picks up flush) 
And youre coming with us, too, 
Flushyl Well see Rome together, 

Florence, Venice, Vesuvius 

(arabel enters. Elizabeth puts 
FLUSH down and jumps to her feet) 
Arabel! (Embracing arabel impet- 
uously) Its all but settled, my dear! 
Tm to go to Italy! He says that I 
shall be quite fit to travel by Oc- 
tober! . . . Rome! Florence! Ven- 
ice! Vesuvius! Raphael! Dante! 
"Sordello!” . . . Oh, I don’t know 
what Tm saying— I’m quite oflF my 
head with excitement! 

ARABEL. How wonderful for you! 
I’m so glad! . . . And you think 
Papa will consent? 

ELIZABETH. But of course he willl 
Both the Doctors are putting it 
before him as strongly as they can. 
Oh, surely he’d never have the 
heart to refuse when he realises all 
this Italian trip means to me. . . . 

ARABEL (without conviction) . No, 
dear, no. . . . 

Elizabeth. Have you seen him this 
afternoon? 

ARABEL. Yes. 

ELIZABETH (quickly) . What was he 
like? 

I 

ARABEL (eagerly) . Oh, quite sunny! 
He called me “Puss”— and he never 
does that when he’s in one of his 
moods. And afterwards, when Bella 
^came in, he was really merry. 

ELIZABETH. Thank Heaven for that! 


ARABEL. Which reminds me, dear— 
Bella has brought the gown Henri' 
etta is to wear as bridesmaid. 'Ihe) 
want you to see it. They’re hyin^; 
it on now. . . . 

ELIZABETH. Oh, I should loVC to! 
(She pulls the bell rope) I want 
badly some distraction to help me 
over the suspense of waiting for 
Papa’s decision. . . . 

ARABEL. Somehow I feel, Ba, tha^ 
it wasn’t altogether wise of you to 
keep this Italian plan secret from 
Papa, and then spring it suddenly 
on him. 

ELIZABETH. YeS, I loiOW, but— 
(A knock at the door) Come in. 
( WILSON enters) Please tell Miss 
Hedley and Miss Henrietta I shall 
be delighted to see them now. 

WILSON. Yes, Miss. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, and take Flush out. 
He gets so excited when there are 
several people in the room. ( Wil- 
son picks up FLUSH and goes out 
with him) It was Doctor Chambers 
himself who advised me to say 
nothing to Papa until both doctors 
were satisfied that I was absolutely 
fit to travel. I quite agreed with 
him at the time. But now— oh, Ara- 
bel, I’m not so sure now! I’m so 

afraid Papa may think (Voices 

and laughter outside) Don’t say 
anything about this to them. . . . 
(arabel nods,) 

BELLA (outside). May we come in? 

ELIZABETH (rising). Come in, dear. 
(BELLA flutters in, followed by 
lIBNRiETTA, shy but radiant, in het 
bHdesmaUts array) Bella dear! 
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BELLA ( embracing Elizabeth ) . 
Darling, darling! Oh, but you 
sveally shouldn't get up to weceive 
tittle me! 

iRABEL (contemplating henri- 
ySTTA). How perfectly lovely! 

ELIZABETH. Delicious! 

BELLA. Yes, isn’t it? Isn’t she, I 
should say! Dear Ilcnwietta will be 
quite the pwettiest of my bwides- 
maids. Indeed, I’m afwaid she’ll 
dwaw all eyes from the little 
bwide! At any wale, all the gentle- 
men’s! . . . But, darling Ba, you 
weally mustn’t stand about like 
this! (Leads her to the sofa,) 

ELIZABETH. But I’m as well able 
to stand as any one nowadays. 

BELLA (as ELIZABETH SubmitS tO 
be laid on the sofa). No, no ... I 
One has only to see your dear face, 
so twanspawent and spiwitual, to 
know how near you are to Heaven. 
You always have a look in your 
eyes, darling, as though you al- 
weady saw the angels! 

HENRIETTA. She’s looking at me, 
Bella—and I’m no angel! 

BELLA. No, I’m afwaid you’re not. 
. , . But you’re vewy, vewy beau- 
tiful! . . . And fancy, Ba, if I 
hadn’t spoken to Uncle Edward 
myself, I should never have had 
her for my bwidesmaid! 

ELIZABETH. Yes, my dear, you cer- 
tainly have a way with you. 

HENRIETTA. Spoken to Papa! I like 
that! Why, you sat on his Knee and 
stroked his whiskers. 


ARABEL ( reprovingly ) . Henrietta 
dear! ( Elizabeth laughs,) 

BELLA. And why not? Isn’t he my 
Uncle? . . . Besides that, I think 
he’s most fwightfully thwilling! I 
adore that stern and gloomy type 
of gentleman. It’s so exciting to 
coax and manage them. And so 
easy— if you know how! And. I 
weally think I do. . . . But what 
I can’t understand is his extwaor- 
dinawy attitude towards love and 
ma’wiage, and all that. It isn’t as 
if he were in any way a mis— mis— 
oh, what’s the howwid word? 

ELIZABETH. Misogynist? 

BELLA. Yes, and 

HENRIETTA. Well, I should desciibe 
him as the king of misogynists! 

BELLA. But he isn*t, I tell you. 

HENRIETTA. HoW do tJOU knOW? 

BELLA. Never mind. But I do know. 
. . . Besides, didn’t he mawwy 
himself— and, what’s more, have 
eleven child wen? . . . (An un- 
comfortable silence) Oh, have I 
said anything— vewy dweadful? 

ARABEL. No, dear— but, perhaps, 
not quite nice. When God sends 
us children it’s not for us to enquire 
how and why. . . . 

BELLA. I’m so sowwy! I didn’t mean 
to be i’wev^went. . . . But I do 
find dear Uncle Edward’s attitude 
extwaordinawy— and so useless! For 
in spite of it— and wight under hk 
nose— and all unknown to him— his 
whole house is litewally seething 
with womancel 

ARABEL. Bella! 
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HENRIETTA (sharply). What on 
earth do you mean? 

BELLA. You ought to know, darling. 

HENRIETTA. I? 

BELLA (enthusiastically). I think 
Captain Surtees Cook is quite 
f wight fully thwillingl The way he 
looks at you, dear— and looks— and 
looks— and looks! ... If he ever 
looked at me like that my knees 
would twemble so that I shouldn’t 
be able to stand, and I’d get the 
loveliest shivers down my back! 

ARABEL. Really, Bella! 

HENRIETTA (vexcd and embar- 
rassed). I’ve never met any one 
who was able to pack more sheer 
nonsense into a couple of sentences 
than you. 

BELLA. Haven’t you, darling? . . . 
And then, there’s George! You may 
not believe it, but I’m absolutely 
certain he has a thwilling under- 
standing with your little cousin 
Lizzie. . . . And you wcally mean 
to tell me that Charles and Miss 
what’s-her-name are just mere 
fwiends? As for poor Occy— well, I 
don’t mind telling you, in confi- 
dence, that my dear, dear Ha’wy 
is fwightfully jealous of him. . . . 

ARABEL. Mr. Bevan jealous of Occy! 
But why? 

BELLA. Why indeed? Aren’t gentle- 
men silly? 

ELIZABETH (laughing) . What an 
extraordinary girl you are, Bella! 

BELLA. Oh, I’m a fwightfully ob- 
servant little thing! F’winstance, 
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though you hardly ever mention his 
name, I know that Mr. Wobert 
Bwowning comes here to see you 
at least once evewy week. And at 
other times he sends you flowers. 
And he often bwings little cakes 
for dear Flush. . . . Flush! Oh, 
wouldn’t it be fwightfully inte west- 
ing if only dear Flush could speak! 

ARABEL. Good gracious, why? 

ELIZABETH (coldlij) . But not SO 
interesting as if Bella v^ere occa- 
sionally silent. 

BELLA. TouchSy darling! I know I’m 
a dweadful little wattle— but you 
don’t wcally mind my quizzing 
you, do you? 

ELIZABETH. Not in the least. 

BELLA (to ARABEL ). You SCO, dear 
Flush is the only witness of all that 
goes on at Ba’s weekly t^te-d-t&te 
with the handsomest poet in Eng- 
land. He— Flush, I mean— ought 
to know a wonderful lot about 
poetwy by this time! For when two 
poets are gathered together they 
talk about whymes and whythms 
all the time? Or don’t they? . . . 
I’m fwightfully ignowant. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, no, my dear! On 
the contrary— you’re “fwightfully” 
knowing. 

BELLA. Me? 

HENRIETTA. I hope to goodncss you 
won’t chatter any of this outrageous 
nonsense in front of Papa. 

BELLA. Nonsense, is it? Well, I’ve 
my own little opinion about that! 
. . , But, of course, I won’t 
bweathe a word of it to Uncle Ed- 
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ward. I’m all on the side of wo- 
mance, and the path of twue love, 
and all that. . . . 

ARABEL {solemnly), Bella, I regret 
to say it, but I think you are one 
of die few girls I know who would 
have benefited entirely under 
Papas system of upbringing. 

(ELIZABETH and HENRIETTA 

laugh,) 

BELLA. Ooh . . what a thwilling 
thought! He was always fwightfully 
stwickt, wasn’t he? Did he whip 
you when you were naughty? How 
fwightfully exciting to be whipped 
by Uncle Edward! 

(A knock at the door. The barrett 
SISTERS are on the alert at once,) 

ELIZABETH. Come in. 

(barrett enters, bella jumps to 
her feet with a little scream and 
runs up to him,) 

BELLA. Oh, Uncle Edward! {She 
thrusts her hand through his arm 
and snuggles against him) Uncle 
dear, if I had been your little girl 
instead of Papa’s would you have 
been te’wibly severe with me? . . . 
You wouldn’t, would you? Or 
would you? 

BARRETT. Would— wouldn’t— would 
—would? Are you trying to pose me 
with some silly riddle? 

BELLA {drawing him into the 
room). No, no, no. Sit down. 
{Pushes him into a chair and 

E erches herself on his knee) It’s 

ke this But why that gloomy 

fwowh. Uncle Edward? . . . {She 
passes her fingers lightly over his 
forehead) There— there— all gone! 
(BARREti' has slipped his arm 
round her waist) Awabel sa^s it 


would have done me all the good 
in the world to have been bwought 
up by you. She thinks Im a spoilt, 
fwivolous little baggage, and 

ARABEL. Bella! I never said any- 
thing of the sort! 

BELLA. I know you didn’t. But you 
do! {Points to Henrietta and 
ELIZABETH) And you do. And you 
do. . . . But you don’t. Uncle, do 
you? 

ARABEL. Really, Bella 

barrett {speaking to bella, but 
at the others). If my children were 
as bright and open and affectionate 
as you are I should be a much hap- 
pier man. 

BELLA. Oh, you mustn’t say such 
things, or they’ll hate me ... ! 

barrett {drawing her close. The 
two seem to be quite withdrawn 
from the others and oblivious of 
them). And you’re a distractingly 
lovely little creature. . . . 

BELLA. Anything w’ong in that? 

barrett. I didn’t say so. . . . 

BELLA. Then why do you look at 
me so fiercely? Do you want to eat 
me up? 

BARRETT. What’s that scent you 
have on you? 

BELLA. Scent? Me? {Giggling and 
snuggling up to him) Don't you 
like it? 

BARRETT. I abominate scent as a 
rule— but yours is diflFerent. 

BELLA. Nice? 
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BABRETT. It's very delicate and 
subtle. . . . Still, I should prefer 
you not to use it. 

BELLA. Why? 

BARRETT. Never mind. (Gently but 
audibly smacks her thigh.) 

BELLA. Ooh— that hurtsl 

BARRETT. Nonsense. 

BELLA (triumphantly). But I never 
use scent! I haven't a dwop on me. 
I think it's ho'wid and common! 
(With her arms round his neck) 
Oh, Uncle, you're a darling! You've 
called me bwight and open and af- 
fectionate, distwactingly lovely and 
fwagwant all within a few minutes! 
You may kiss me! 

( BARRETT kisscs her twice so 
roughly on the mouth that she 
gives a little cry. Then he pushes 
her abruptly off his knee and gets 
to his feet. She looks a little, 
frightened. ) 

BARRETT (brusquely) . There, there, 
child, run away now. I want to 
speak to Ba. (To the others) You 
can go too. 

(He crosses to the window and 
stands looking out, with his back 
to the room.) 

BELLA (in a rather injured voice). 
Good-bye, Uncle. 

BARREiT (without turhing) . Good- 
bye. , ^ 

BELLA. Good-bye, Ba. 

(With a little toss of her head, she 
goes out) 

MUZABETH, Good-bye. 


(HENRIETTA and ARABEL gO OUt A 
pause. ELIZABETH looks with nerv- 
ous expectancy at her father, who 
still stands at the window with his 
back to the room.) 

BARRETT (without turning). When 
is the wedding? 

ELIZABETH. The Wedding? Oh, 
Bella's . . . On the twenty-sev- 
enth. 

BARRETT (turning, and speaking 
half to himself). Good. Less than a 
fortnight. ... We are not likely 
to see much of her till then. And 
afterwards— well, she'll be living in 
the country most of the year. 

ELIZABETH. But I thought you were 
so fond of her. Papa. 

BARRETT (sharply). Fond of her? 
Why not? Isn't she my niece? . . . 
But she's a disturbing influence in 
the house. To see your brothers fol- 
lowing her about with their eyes— 
especially Octavius. . . . FaughI 
the room is still full of her! I shall 
be glad when she's gone. But I 
don't want to talk about Bella. 
Your doctors have just left me. 

ELIZABETH (expectantly). Yes, 
Papa . . . ? 

BARRETT (with forced heartiness). 
Their report is excellent. Astonish- 
ing. I'm more than gratified. I'm 
delighted. ... Of course, my poor 
child, it's unlikely that you will 
ever be a normal woman. Even 
Chambers— optimistic fool though 
he is— was forced to admit that. 
... By the way, who is this Doc- 
tor Ford-Waterlow? 

ELIZABETH. I've been told he is 
one of the cleverest physicians in 
London. 
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BARBETT. Really? . . . Well, he 
needs some amazing qualities to 
counterbalance his execrable man- 
ners. But even this medical phe- 
nomenon is unable to account for 
the sudden improvement in your 
health. Puts it down to Chambers* 
ministrations— which is, of course, 
arrant nonsense. 

ELIZABETH. Perhaps the wonderful 
weather weVe been having has 
most to do with it. I always thrive 
in warmth and sunshine. 

BARRETT. Rubbish. Last summer 
was sweltering, and you have never 
been worse than then. No, to my 
mind, there is only One whom we 
have to thank— though this Doctor 
what*s-his-name was pleased to 
sneer when I mentioned— Him. 

ELIZABETH. Him? 

BARRETT. I mean Almighty God. 
... It amazes me, Elizabeth, that 
you, on whom this miracle of re- 
covery has been worked, should 
ascribe it to mere earthly agencies. 
Haven’t I knelt here night after 
night and implored our all-loving 
Father to have compassion on His 
child? ... It amazes me. It grieves 
me unspeakably. That is all I have 
to say for the present. 

{He turns to the door.) 

ELIZABETH. Papa. 

.BARRETT. Well? 

ELIZABETH. Didn’t Doctor Ford- 
Waterlow speak to you about— 
about next winter? 

BARRETT. Doctor Ford-Waterlow 
talked, if I may say so, a great 
deal of nonsense. 

{He turns to go.) 


ELIZABETH. But Papa 

BARRETT {testUxf) . What is it? 

ELIZABETH. Didn’t he tell you that 
I should avoid spending next win- 
ter in England? 

BARRETT. Well? 

ELIZABETH. And that he thinks I 
shall be fit to travel to Italy in 
October, if you 

BARRETT. Sol It’s out at lastl And 
how long has this precious plot 
been hatching, may I ask? 

ELIZABETH. It’s now several weeks 
since Doctor Chambers first men- 
tioned Italy as a real possibility. 

BARRETT. I see. And do your 
brothers and sisters know anything 
of this delightful project? 

ELIZABETH. I believe I mentioned 
it to them. 

BARRETT. You bclievc you men- 
tioned it to them. And Mr. Kenyon, 
and Mr. Horne, and the Hedlcys, 
and that charlatan Browning— all 
your friends and relations in short 
—you’ve discussed your plans with 
the lot of them, I suppose? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Papa, what does it 
matter? My only reason 

BARRETT. Matter? Not in the least! 
It’s nothing! at all that I alone 
should be shut out of my favourite 
daughter’s confidence— treated like 
a cipher— ignored— insulted 

ELIZABETH. Insulted? 

BARRETT. Grossly insulted. When 
that fellow, Ford-Waterlow, sprung 
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your carefully prepared mine on 
me and I naturally expressed my 
astonishment and displeasure, he 
became extremely ofiEensive, and 

ELIZABETH. Believe me, Papa, my 
one reason for not worrying you 
with tliis Italian idea before was 

BARRETT. The fear that I should 
nip it in the bud at once. Exactly. 
I quite understand. 

ELIZABETH. But 

BARRETT. No. I beg you to spare 
me explanations and excuses. The 
whole miserable business is abun- 
dantly clear. I am cut to the heart 
that you— the only one of my chil- 
dren whom I trusted implicitly— 
should be capable of such under- 
hand conduct. 

ELIZABETH. No— nO 

BARRETT. If returning health must 
bring with it such sad change of 
character I shall be driven to wish 
that you were once more lying 
helpless on that sofa. There is noth- 
ing more to be said. 

(He turns to the door.) 

ELIZABETH (iolth restrained anger). 
But there is more to be said, and 
I must beg you to listen to me. 
Papa. How many years have I lain 
here? Five? Six? It's hard to re- 
member— as each year has been like 
ten. And all that tiqie I've had 
nothing to look forward to, or hope 
for, but death. 

BARRETT. Death . . . ? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, death. I was bom 
with a large capacity for happiness 
—you remember me as a young 


girl?— and when life brought me 
little happiness and much pain, I 
was often impatient for the end, 
and 

BARRETT ( Outraged ) . Elizabeth! 
I'm shocked that 

ELIZABETH (swiftly). And now this 
miracle has happened I Day by day 
I am better able to take and enjoy 
such good things as every one has 
a right to— able to meet my friends, 
to breathe the open air and feel 
the sun, and see grass and flowers 
growing under the sky. . . . When 
Doctor Chambers first spoke to me 
of Italy I put the idea from me— it 
seemed too impossibly wonderful! 
But as I grew stronger, it came over 
me, like a revelation, that Italy 
wasn't an impossibility at all, that 
nothing really stood in the way of 
my going, that I had every right to 
go 

BARRETT. Right? 

ELIZABETH. Yes! every right— if only 
I could get your consent. So I set 
about consulting my friends, meet- 
ing all obstacles, settling every de- 
tail, so as to have a perfectly ar- 
ranged plan to put before you after 
the doctors had given you their 
opinion. In my eagerness I may 
have acted stupidly, mistakenly, 
tactlessly. But to call my conduct 
underhand and deceitful is • more 
than unkind. It's unjust. It's cruel. 

BARRETT (more in sorrow than in 
anger). Self! Self! Self! No thought, 
no consideration, for any one but 
yourself, or for anything but your 
pleasure. 

ELIZABETH (possioTuitely) . But 
Papa 
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BABBETT {with a Silencing ges- 
ture), Didn’t it even once occur 
to you that all through those long, 
dark months you proposed to enjoy 
yourself in Italy, your father would 
be left here utterly alone? 

ELIZABETH, Alone? 

BABBETT. Utterly alone. . . . Your 
brothers and sisters might as well 
be shadows for all the companion- 
ship they afford me. And you—oh, 
my child, don’t think that I haven’t 
noticed that you too, now that you 
are stronger and no longer wholly 
dependent on me, are slowly draw- 
ing away from your father. . . . 

ELIZABETH. It’s not truel 

BABBETT. It is true— and, in your 
heart, you know it’s true. 

ELIZABETH. Nol 

BABBETT. New life, new interests, 
new pleasures, new friends— and, 
little by little, I am being pushed 
into the background— I who used 
to be your whole world, I who 
love you— who love you 

ELIZABETH. But Papa 

BABBETT {with a sHcncing ges- 
ture), No. There is nothing more 
to be said. (He crosses to the win- 
dow, looks out, then turns) You 
want my consent for this— Italian 
jaimt. I shall neither give it nor 
withhold it. To give it would be 
against my conscience as encourag- 
ing selfishness and self-indulgence. 
To withhold it would be a futile 
gesture. You are your own mistress. 
Even if I refused to pay your ex- 
penses, you have ample means of 
your own to carry out your inten- 


tions. You are at liberty to do as 
you wish. . . . And if you go, I 
hope you will sometimes spare a 
thought for your father. Think of 
him at night stealing into this room 
which once held all he loved. Think 
of him kneeling alone by the empty 
sofa and imploring the Good Shep- 
herd to (A knock at the door) 

Eh ... ? 

ELIZABETH (with a Start, her hand 
going to her heart). Oh. . . . 

BABBETT (testUij) , Who’s that? 
Come in. 

(WILSON enters.) 

WILSON. If you please, Mr. Brown- 
ing has called. 

BABBETT (under his breath). That 
fellow again. . . . 

WILSON. I showed Mr. Browning 
into the drawing-room. Miss, seeing 
as you were engaged. 

ELIZABETH. Would you like to meet 
Mr. Browning, Papa? 

BABBETT. Certainly not. I should 
have thought you knew by this 
time that I never inflict myself on 
any of my children’s friends. (To 
WILSON) You may show Mr. 
Browning up. 

WILSON. Very good, sir. 

(She goes out.) 

BABBETT. Mr. Browning appears to 
conside/ this his second home. 

ELIZABETH. I have not seen him 
since last Wednesday. 

BABBETT. Indeed. 

(He goes out) 
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(ELIZABETH sits quite still, breath- 
ing quickly, her eyes fixed on the 
door, WILSON enters.) 

WILSON. Mr. Browning. 

(browning enters and Elizabeth 
rises to receive him.) 

(WILSON goes out.) 

browning (taking her hands). Oh, 
but how splendid! This is the 
fourth time you Ve received me— 
standing! 

ELIZABETH (her whole manner has 
changed: she is all sparkle and 
life). If ever I receive you from 
my sofa again you may put it 
down to my bad manners and noth- 
ing else! 

BROWNING. I will, with all my 
heart, I will! And now, tell me 
quickly. IVe been dithering with 
suspense all day. You Ve seen them? 
What do they say? 

ELIZABETH. Doctor Ford-Waterlow 
was quite taken out of his grumpy 
self with astonished delight at my 
improvement, 

BROWNING (delightedly). Say that 
again! 

ELIZABETH. Oh, must I? The whole 
sentence? 

BROWNING. I should like to see it 
in letters of fire burning at me 
from each of these four walls! This 
is the best moment lye had since 
I got your note giving me permis- 
sion to call on you! How many 
years ago was that? 

ELIZABETH. Three months. 

BROWNING. Absurd! WeVe always 
been friends! I ve known you a life- 


time and over! So, he was quite 
taken out of his grumpy self with 
astonished delight, was he? Splen- 
did! Of course, I never once 
doubted that you would turn the 
corner some day. The world isn't 
rich enough to afford the waste of 
such a life as yours! But even I 
little dreamt recovery would be so 
rapid. And Italy? Are both Doctors 
agreed about your wintering there? 

ELIZABETH (with a tiote of reserve 
in her voice). Yes. 

BROWNING. And when do they think 
youll be fit for travelling? 

ELIZABETH. The middle of October 
—unless there's a relapse. 

BROWNING. Relapse? There isn't 
such a word! October! Extraor- 
dinary! For you know, October 
suits my own plans to perfection. 

ELIZABETH. Your plans? 

BROWNING. Don't you remember 
my telling you that I had thought 
of wintering in Italy myself? Well 
now I am quite decided. You see, 
I have practically made up my 
mind to remodel “Sordello." I 
should never be able to grapple 
with the task satisfactorily in Eng- 
land. Impossible to get the Italian 
atmosphere in a land of drizzle and 
fog! May I call on you often in 
Italy? Where do you intend to stay? 
(ELIZABETH Icughs) Why are you 
laughing? 

ELIZABETH. In Italy I’m afraid 
you'll need seven-league boots— 
when you call on me! 

BROWNING. What do you mean? 
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ELIZABETH. I shall be at 50, Wim- 
pole Street next winter. 

BROWNING. Here? 

ELIZABETH. YeS. 

BROWNING. But didn't you tell me 
that both doctors 

ELIZABETH. Doctois may propose; 
but the decision rests— elsewhere. 

BROWNING. Your father? 

ELIZABETH. YeS. 

BROWNING. He— he has vetoed the 
plan? 

ELIZABETH. No— not exactly. But I 
am quite sure that he— that it will 
be impossible for me to go. 

BROWNING. But— didn't the doctors 
make it clear to him that this move 
of yours may mean all the differ- 
ence between— life and death? 

ELIZABETH. I believe Doctor Ford- 
Waterlow spoke very forcibly. 

BROWNING. Then, in Heaven's 
name 

ELIZABETH ( quicklif, fiervously ) . 
Oh, it's rather hard to explain to 
some one who doesn't know all the 
circumstances. . . . You see, Papa 
is very devoted to me, and 

BROWNING. Devoted? . . . 

ELIZABETH. Very devoted to me— 
and depends a lot on my com- 
panionship. He hasn't many points 
of contact with my brothers and 
sisters. If I were away for six 
months, he— 


BROWNING (visibly and audibly 
putting restraint on himself) » Miss 
Barrett— may I speak plainly? 

ELIZABETH (nervously) . Oh, do you 
think you'd better? I know— more 
or less— how you feel about this. 
But you don't quite understand the 
situation. How should you? 

BROWNING. Very well. Then I'll say 
nothing. . . . (His control suddenly 
gives way: his words pour out in 
a furious torrent) You tell me I 
don't understand. You are quite 
right. I don't. You tell me he is 
devoted to you. I don't understand 
a devotion that demands favours 
as if they were rights, demands 
duty and respect and obedience 
and love, demands all and takes all, 
and gives nothing in return— I don't 
understand a devotion that spends 
itself in petty tyrannies and gross 
bullying— I don't understand a de- 
votion that grudges you any ray 
of light and glimpse of happiness, 
and doesn't even stop at risking 
your life to gratify its colossal self- 
ishnessl DevotionI Give me good, 
sound, honest hatred rather than 
devotion like that? 

ELIZABETH. Mr. Browning— I must 
ask you 

BROWNING. Forgive me— but I won't 
be silent any longer! Even before 
I met you, I knew that sickness 
wasn't the only shadow on your 
life. And all these months— though 
you never oAce breathed a syllable 
of complaint— I felt that other 
shadow deepening, and I've stood 
by, and looked on, and said noth- 
ing. Who was I to step in between 
you and the man nature, as an ugly 
jest, chose for your father? A mere 
friend! I might find you tired and 
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sick after hateful scenes I could 
picture only too vividly~and I must 
pretend to know nothing, see noth- 
ing, feel nothing. Well! I ve done 
with pretence from today on! I 
refuse any longer to let myself be 
gagged and handcuffed! Its not 
just your comfort and happiness 
which are at stake now. It’s your 
very life. And I forbid you to play 
with your life. And I have the right 
to forbid you. 

ELIZABETH (desperately). No-no- 
no .. . Oh, please don’t say any 
more! 

BROWNING (with compelling ar- 
dour). The right. And you won’t 
deny it— you’re too utterly candid 
and true. At our first meeting you 
forbade me to speak of love— there 
was to be nothing more than 
friendship between us. I obeyed 
you. But I knew well enough— we 
both knew— that I was to be much 
more than just your friend. Even 
before I passed that door, and our 
eyes first met across the room, I 
loved you— and I’ve gone on loving 
you— and I love you now more than 
words can tell— and I shall love you 
to the end, and beyond. You know 
that? You’ve always known? 

ELIZABETH (brokenly). Yes— yes— 
I’ve always known. . . . And now 
for pity’s sake— for pity’s sake- 
leave me. 

BROWNING (seizing both her 
hands). No. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, please . . . please 
... let me go. Leave me. We must 
never see each other again. 

BROWNING. I shall never let you 
go. I shall never leave you. (He 


draws her into his arms) Elizabeth 
. . . Elizabeth . . . 

ELIZABETH (struggling feebly in 
his embrace). No— no. . . . Oh, 
Robert, have mercy on me. . . . 

BROWNING. Elizabeth, my dar- 
ling. . . . 

(He kisses her; and at the touch 
of his lips, her arms go round his 
neck. ) 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Robert, I love you 
—I love you— I love you. 

(They kiss each other again. Then 
she sinks into a chair, and he kneels 
beside her, holding her hands.) 

BROWNING. And yet you ask me to 
take my marching orders and go 
out of your life? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, Robert, for what 
have I to give you? I have so little 
of all that love asks for. I have no 
beauty, and no health, and I’m no 
longer young. . . . 

BROWNING. I love you. 

ELIZABETH (with restrained spir- 
itual passion). I should have re- 
fused to see you again after our 
first meeting. For I loved you then, 
though I would have denied it— 
even to myself. . . . Oh, Robert, I 
think Eve must have felt as I did 
when her first dawn broke over 
Paradise— the terror, the wonder, 
the glory of it! I had no strength to 
put up any kind of resistance ex- 
cept the pitiful pretence of mere 
friendship. I was helpless, I was 
paralysed, with happiness I had 
never dreamt it was possible to 
feel. . . . That’s my only excuse— 
and God knows I need one!— for 
not having sent you away from me 
at once. 
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BROWNING. I love you. 

ELIZABETH. My life had reached its 
lowest ebb. I was worn out, and 
hope was dead. Then you came. 
. . . Robert, do you know what 
you have done for me? I could 
have laughed when Doctor Cham- 
bers said that I had healed myself 
by wanting to live. He was rightl 
Oh, he was rightl But he little 
knew what lay behind his words! I 
wanted to hve— eagerly, desper- 
ately, passionately— and only be- 
cause life meant you— you— and the 
sight of your face, and the sound 
of your voice, and the touch of 
your hand. Oh, and so much more 
than that! Because of you the air 
once more was sweet to breathe, 
and all the world was good and 
green again. 

BROWNING (kissing her hands). 
And with those words singing in 
my ears, Tm to turn my back on 
you and go? 

ELIZABETH. But, Robert, can’t you 
—can’t you see how impossible 

BROWNING. I’ve never yet turned 
my back on a friend or an enemy. 
Am I likely to turn it on you? 

ELIZABETH. But how is it all to end? 
What have we to look forward to? 
And how 

BROWNING. I love you— and I want 
you for my wife., 

ELIZABETH. Robert, I can’t marry 
you. How can I when 

BROWNING. Not today or tomor- 
row. Not this year, perhaps, or 
nert. Perhaps not for years to 
come 


ELIZABETH. I may never be able 
to marry you. 

BROWNING. What then? If you re- 
main to the last beyond my reach, 
I shall die proud and happy in hav- 
ing spent a lifetime fighting to 
gain the richest prize a man was 
ever offered. 

ELIZABETH. No— no! Oh, Robert, 
put aside your dream of me— and 
look on me as I am. I love you too 
well to let you waste your manhood 
pursuing the pale ghost of a 
woman. 

BROWNING. Do you think I’m a boy 
to be swept off my feet by an im- 
pulse? Or a sentimental dreamer 
blind to reality? There’s no man 
alive who sees things as they are 
with clearer eyes than I do, and 
has his feet more firmly planted on 
the earth. And I tell you, in all 
soberness, that my need of you is 
as urgent as your need of me. If 
your weakness asks my strength for 
support, my abundant strength 
cries out for your weakness to com- 
plete my life and myself. 

ELIZABETH (after a pause), Robert, 
have you thought what your posi- 
tion here would be like if you went 
on seeing me after today? 

BROWNING. Yes. 

ELIZABETH (quicklif) , We should 
have to keep our love secret from 
every one lest a whisper of it get 
to my father’s ears. 

BROWNING. I know. 

ELIZABETH. If he had the least sus- 
picion that you were more than 
a friend, the door would be 
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slammed in your face, my letters 
supervised, and my life made un- 
bearable. 

browning. I know. 

ELIZABETH. And you, my dear— 
you’re as frank and open as the 
day— how would you enjoy coming 
here under false pretences, and all 
the deceits, subterfuges, intrigues 
we’d be forced to use? 

BROWNING (with an exultant 
laugh) . I shall detest it— I shall hate 
it with all my heart and soul. And 
I thank God for thatl 

ELIZABETH. But Robert 

BROWNING. For it’s ^lendid and 
right that I should suflfer some dis- 
comfort, at least, for such a reward 
as youl The immortal garland was 
never run for without dust and 
heat! 

ELIZABETH (bitterly). Immortal! 
Oh, Robert, fading, if not already 
faded! (He is about to protest) No, 
don’t speak! don’t speak! . . . (She 
rises and goes to the window and 
looks, with unseeing eyes, into the 
street. After a rrioment she turns 
to him) Robert, if we were to say 
good-bye today, we should have 
nothing but beautiful memories of 
each other to last to the end of our 
lives. We should be unhappy: but 
there are many kinds of unhappi- 
ness. Ours would be the unhappi- 
ness of those who hf\ve put love 
away from them for the sake of 
love. There would be no disillusion 
in it, or bitterness, or remorse. 

BROWNING (tn a low, tense voice). 
Is if. you who are speaking? 

ELIZABETH. What do you mean? 


BROWNING. I don’t know you. I 
thought yours was the courage 
that dared the uttermost, careless 
of defeat. Here’s life— Zi/e— offering 
us the best that life can give, and 
you dare not grasp at it for fear 
it will turn to dust in your hand! 
We’re to dream away the rest of 
our lives in tepid sadness rather 
than risk utter disaster for utter 
happiness. I don’t know you. I 
never thought you were a coward! 

ELIZABETH (proudly, indignantly). 
A coward? I? (With a sudden 
change of voice) Yes, I’m a coward, 
Robert— a coward through and 
through. . . . But it’s not for my- 
self that I’m afraid. 

BROWNING (going swiftly up to her 
and taking her in his arms), I know 
that, my darling. 

ELIZABETH. What’s another dis- 
aster, great or small, to me who 
have known little but disaster all 
my life? But you’re a fighter— and 
you were born for victory and 
triumph. If disaster came to you 
through me 

BROWNING. Yes, a fighter. But I’m 
sick of fighting alone. I need a com- 
rade-at-arms to fight beside me— 
and 

ELIZABETH. Not One already 
wounded in the battle 

BROWNING. Wounded— but unde- 
feated, undaunted, unbroken. 

ELIZABETH. YeS, but 

BROWNING. What finer comrade 
could a man ask for? 

ELIZABETH. But Robert — 
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BROWNING. No. 
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BROWNING. No. 

(And he kisses the protest from her 
ELIZABETH. But Robert lips as the Scene closes.) 


ACT FOUR 

HENRIETTA 


Some weeks later. 

ARABEL enters, carrying flush. She is in outdoor clothes and has her 
bonnet on. 


ARABEL (standing in the open door^ 
way and speaking). You had really 
better let Wilson help you up the 
last few stairs, Ba. 

ELIZABETH (outside) . No! No, Wil- 
son, don’t touch mel 

ARABEL. But, my dear . . . 
(ELIZABETH enters, bonneted and 
in outdoor clothes. She is breathless 
but triumphant, wilson follows at 
her heels.) 

ELIZABETH. There! All the way up, 
and without one pause or help of 
any kind! And I feel splendid— just 
a little out of breath, that’s all. 
. . . (She sways a little on her 
feet. Both wilson and arabel 
stretch out hands to support her) 
No, don’t touch me! I’m perfectly 
all right. . . . (She walks to the 
sofa and sits down, and takes her 
bonnet and gloves off during the 
following) Now wasn’t that a glo- 
rious triumph? And you know, Wil- 
son, I got out of the carriage and 
wa&ed quite— two miles in the 
Park! 

WILSON. Lor\ Miss! 


arabel. Ba, dear . . . ! 

ELIZABETH. Well, One mile then. 
Anyhow, that’s what I’m going to 
tell Doctor Chambers. 

ARABEL. Really, Ba . . . I 

ELIZABETH. Oh, my dear. Flush has 
muddied your gown disgracefully! 
What a filthy state you’re in, 
Flushy! . . . You had better take 
him, Wilson, and get Jenny to bath 
him. He’s not been properly 
washed for ages. 

WILSON (taking flush from ara- 
bel). Very good. Miss Ba. 

(wilson goes out carrying flush.) 

ELIZABETH (pointing to a little 
heap of letters). Oh, the post has 
come. Please give me those letters, 
dear. 

c 

ARABEL (handing her the letters). 
Why, that’s Mr. Browning’s hand- 
writing! I’m sorry, I couldn’t help 
seeing it, Ba. But aren’t you ex- 
pecting him this afternoon? 

ELIZABETH (ohsentlu) . Yes. . 
(She tears open the letter cend 
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reads it, smiling to herself) Yes, 
dear, he should be here very soon 
now. . . . This was just to wish 
me good night. 

ARABEL. To wish you good 
night . . . ? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, it was written yes- 
terday evening. 

ARABEL. Oh. . . . 

ELIZABETH {turning over the let- 
ters). Mr. Haydon—Miss Martineau 
—Mr. Horne— OhI ... (A sharp 
change coming into her voice) This 
is from Papa. 

ARABEL (anxiously). From Papal 
Rut he’s returning today. . . . 

ELIZABETH. Perhaps he*s been de- 
tained. . . . 

(She opens the letter.) 

ARABEL (hopefully). Oh, do you 
think so? 

ELIZABETH (she quickly scans the 
letter; then in a voice of consterna- 
tion). OhI . . . Oh, Arabel! . . . 

ARABEL. What is it, dear? 

ELIZABETH. We re leaving. 

ARABEL. Leaving? 

ELIZABETH. Yes— leaving this house. 

Leaving London. Listen 

(A knock at the door and Henri- 
etta’s voice.) ^ 

HENRIETTA (outside) . May I come 
in, Ba? 

ELIZABETH. Come in, dear. (In a 
hu0ed whisper to arabel) Don’t 
spisiik of this yet. . . . 

( HENXOETTA enters. ) 
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HENRIETTA (in great excitement). 
Oh, Ba, you must see him at oncel 
You positively must! 

ELIZABETH. Him . . . . ? 

HENRIETTA. He’s in his full regi- 
mentals. He’s just been to St. 
James’ to receive— or whatever you 
call it— his adjutancy— or something 
—from Queen Victoria herself. He’s 
wonderful! He’s gorgeous! May I 
bring him up here for you to look 
at? 

ELIZABETH. But 

HENRIETTA. Papa need never know. 
Oh, Ba, do let me! You’ve never 
seen him yet— it’s high time you 
met— and you couldn’t see him to 
better advantage than now! . . . 
I’m talking of Captain Cook, you 
know. 

ELIZABETH. Yes, so I’ve gathered. 
But I can’t see him now, dear. I’m 
expecting Mr. Browning any min- 
ute. 

HENRIETTA (crestfallen but re- 
signed). Oh . . . then of course 
it’s impossible. . . . But I tell you 
what, Ba! I’ll try to keep him until 
Mr. Browning goes. I don’t think 
he’ll mind. (She hurries to the door, 
and throws over her shoulder) You 
can keep your poet here as long as 
you like. 

(She goe^ out.) 

ELIZABETH (with a short laugh that 
ends in a sigh). Yes, she had best 
make the most of her soldier while 
she can, poor darling. She is not 
likely to see much of him in the 
future. 

(She takes up barbett’s letter.) 
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ABABEL. Oh, Ba, tell me quick- 
ly — 

ELIZABETH. He Writes from Dork- 
ing. {She reads), **This is to let 
you know that we shall be leaving 
London on Monday, the 22nd of 
this month, I have taken a furnished 
house at Bookham, in Surrey, some 
twenty miles from London and six 
miles from Leatherhead, the near- 
est railway station. Whether we 
shall eventually make it our per- 
manent home I have not yet de- 
cided. At any rate, we shall spend 
the winter there. You will benefit 
bu the country air and the com- 
plete seclusion of your new sur- 
roundings. I have felt for some time 
now that your present feverishly 
restless mode of life in London 
will, if continued, affect you harm- 
fully both physically and morally. 
1 am writing this letter so that you 
may inform your brothers and sis- 
ters of my decision and tell them 
that I decline absolutely to discuss 
it when I return home tomorrow.'^ 
— That s today matter is fi- 
nally settled, and you and they 
Will make such preparations as are 
needful for the move.*" 

ABABEL. Oh, Ba! . . . 

ELIZABETH (bitterly). That’s not 
quite all. He finishes up with a 
characteristic touch of humour. 

ABABEL. Humour? 

ELIZABETH. Ycs. He signs himself— 
*your loving Papa.** 

ABABisL. The twenty-second. That 
gives us barely a fortnight longer 
here. 

ELIZABETH (stormily). Mv "fever- 
ishly restless mode of W’l-a few 


drives, a few calls on my friends, a 
few visitors. ... I wonder he 
doesn’t describe me as a recklessly 
dissipated woman! He made my 
going to Italy impossible. And now 
I am to be cut off any little pleas- 
ures I have begun to find here. 

(She crumbles up the letter and 
tosses it into the grate.) 

ABABEL. I know, dear, I understand 
—and I’m very sorry for you. . . . 
The change won’t hit me so hardly. 
My only ties in London are my 
Mission work and district visiting. 

But you and Henrietta 

(She hesitates.) 

ELIZABETH. Well? 

ABABEL (with sudden earnestness) . 
Oh, Ba, don’t be angry with me if 
I tell you that this move may, in 
the long run, be a blessing in dis- 
guise for you. 

ELIZABETH. A blessing in disguisel 
I seem to have been brought up on 
that pious cliche! What do you 
mean? 

ABABEL. We all pretend to be ig- 
norant of each other’s aflpairs in this 
house— except poor Henrietta’s. It’s 
safer so. And yet we know— we all 
know— that you and Mr. Brown- 
ing — 

ELIZABETH. Well? 

ABABEL. Oh, Ba, one has only to 
look at your* face when you’re ex- 
pecting him— and again after he has 
left you. . . , 

ELIZABETH (proudly) . I love him 
and he loves me. What 
Haven’t I as much right to 
be loved as any other womai:^^ 
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ARABEL. Oh, yes, dear—but how is 
it all to end? So long as Papa s 
alive none of us will ever be able 
to marry with his consent—and to 
marry without it is unthinkable. 
And, in your case it isn't only a 
question of Papa's consent. . . . 
Of course it's—it's wonderful how 
much stronger and better you are— 
you walked upstairs splendidly just 
now. . . . But— but 

ELIZABETH. But even if I can man- 
age to walk up a few steps it 
doesn't mean that I shall ever be 
fit to marry— is that what you're try- 
ing to say? 


ELIZABETH (turning). Mr. Brown- 
ing has just (Realises the empty 

room) Oh. . . . (Her eyes light 
on barret's crumpled letter in the 
grate. She picks it up and smooths 
it out, her face emptied of joy. She 
puts it on the mantelpiece. A knock 
at the door) Come in. 

(browning enters. They look at 
each other in silence for a moment; 
then he goes up to her and takes 
her in his arms . ) 

browning. My love. 

ELIZABETH. Robert. . . . 

(They kiss.) 


ARABEL. Oh, Ba, darling, it's be- 
cause I love you so dearly, and 
don’t want you to suflFer, that I'm 
forcing myself to speak. I know 
very little about gentlemen— except 
that they all want to marry the 
ladies they fall in love with. I— I 
don't know Mr. Browning at all— 

but But even great poets want 

to settle down in time, and have 
a home of their own, and a wife, 
and— and little ones. ... It would 
be so dreadful if 

ELIZABETH (springing to her feet). 
Oh, be quietl be quietl Do you 
suppose I haven't thought of all 
that a thousand times already? 
(She goes to the window and looks 
out.) 


BROWNING (holding her at arm's 
length). You look tired, sweetheart. 
What have you been doing today? 

ELIZABETH (with forced lightness), 
I went for a drive— and a walk in 
the Park. And afterwards I ran all 
the way upstairs— without help, and 
without one stop. 

BROWNING. Oh, but you know 1 

Of course, dearest, it's a splendid 
feat, and I'm proud of you! . . . 
Come and sit down. (Leads her to 
the sofa, and they sit down) Now, 
aren't you being a trifle too ambi- 
tious? 

ELIZABETH. I don't think so. . . . 
I'm feeling wonderfully well. . . . 


ARABEL. I am sorry. . . . I— I 
didn't mean to interfere. All I want 
is to save you any — - (She notices 
that ELIZABETH is no longer listen- 
ing, but is wooing her hand to some 
one in the street, her face trans- 
formed with joy) Oh . . . 

and slips softly out of 
unnoticed hy eliza- 


BROWNiNG. Look at me. (She looks 
at him) What's the matter, Ba? 

ELIZABETH. Nothing. . . . 

BROWNING. Has your father re- 
turned? 

ELIZABETH. No. We expect him to- 
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BROWNING (taking her face in his 
hands). Those talking eyes of yours 
give you hopelessly away. Some- 
thing has gone wrong. What is it? 
You must tell me. 

ELIZABETH. Read that letter on the 
mantelpiece, Robert. 

BROWNING (goes to the mantelpiece 
and takes barrett’s letter). From 
your father? 

ELIZABETH. Yes. (He reads the let- 
ter; then looks at her with a strange 
smile on his face) Well? 

BROWNING (still smiling). I think, 
by the look of it, you crumpled up 
this letter furiously in your little 
hand— and Tm quite sure you 
pitched it into the grate. 

ELIZABETH. Yes, I did. But 

BROWNING. Why? 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Robert, don’t you 
see what this means to us? 

BROWNING. Yes— and perhaps better 
than you do. 

ELIZABETH. Better than I? Oh, you 
mustn’t deceive yourselfl You think 
this move will make little difference 
to us. You think you’ll be able to 
ride over from London and see me 
almost as often as we see each 
other here. But you’re wrong! 
you’re wron^! You don’t know Papa 
as I do. He s grown jealous of my 
life here, my pleasures and my 
friends— and I’m slowly and surely 
to be parted from them. I’ve felt 
this coming for some time now. Oh, 
Robert, it will soon be made impos- 
sible for me to see you at all. . . . 


BROWNING. This precious letter may 
mean all that. But it means a great 
deal more that you haven’t as yet 
been able to grasp. 

ELIZABETH. A great deal more . . . ? 

BROWNING. It means that you will 
be in Italy before the month is 
out. 

ELIZABETH (in a whisper). It- 
aly . . . ? 

BROWNING. Yes— and with me. 

ELIZABETH. Robert . . . 

BROWNING. It means that we must 
be married at once. 

ELIZABETH (standing up). Do you 
know what you’re saying? 

BROWNING. Yes, I know what I am 
saying. And I repeat it. We must 
be married at once. (He goes up 

to her) My darling, listen to me 

(He is about to take her hands.) 

ELIZABETH (starting back). No! 
Don’t touch me! What you say is 
madness! ... I can’t marry you— 
I can never marry you. 

BROWNING (with a sudden blaze of 
passion). You can, and you shall! 
You’ll marry me if I have to carry 
you out of this house and up to the 
altar! (Controlling himself ) Do you 
seriously imagine I’m going to al- 
low myself to be elbowed out of 
your life now? And just to satisfy 
the selfish jealousy of a man whom 
I no longer believe to be sane? You 
ought to know me better by this 
time 

ELIZABETH (quickly breaking 
Oh, Robert, it’s not only Papa wto 
stands between us. It’s I— it’s I . . . 
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BROWNING. We ve gone into that 
a hundred times already, and 

ELIZABETH. Ycs, and now we must 
go into it once again, and frankly, 
for the last time. 

BROWNING. But 

ELIZABETH {silencing him with a 
gesture). Robert, it's no use de- 
ceiving ourselves. However much 
stronger I may become, I shall al- 
ways remain an invalid. You tell me 
that you want me sick or well— and 
it s wonderful of you to say that, 
and I know you believe it. . . . 
But I— Robert, Im not generous 
enough— Fm too proud, if you like 
—to accept what I feel through and 
through, in spite of anything you 
say, to be a sacrifice of your life 
and your manhood. As your wife I 
should be haunted day and night 
by thoughts of all the glorious 
things you would have enjoyed but 
for me— freedom, ease, adventure, 
and passionate love I— I could never 
really satisfy. . . . 

BROWNING. No— no— listen 

ELIZABETH (with all her soul in 
her voice). Oh, Robert, I should 
be haunted by the ghosts of your 
unborn children. . . . When I read 
that letter my world seemed to fall 
to pieces. . . . But now I thank 
God that it came while we re still 
free, and have the strength to shake 
hands and say good-bye. . . . 
(She stretches out her hand.) 

BROWNING (with a complete 
change of manner, ignoring her 
hand, and speaking in a quiet, 
mjMer-of-fact voice). On the whole 
I flunk this will be our best plan 
of campaign. The family leave here 
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on the— (he consults the letter)— on 
the twenty-second. So we have 
barely a fortnight to get everything 
done in. You told me last week 
that Mr. Hedley had invited your 
sisters to picnic in Richmond Park 
next Saturday. So the house will be 
conveniently empty. We'll meet at 
Mary-1 e-Bone Church and be mar- 
ried quietly some time in the morn- 
ing. Fll see about a licence at 
once, and interview the Vicar. 

ELIZABETH (who has been staring 
at him with bewilderment and 
fear). Robert 

BROWNING (as before). It would be 
madness to leave England on the 
same day. You'll need all the rest 
and quiet you can get before the 
journey. So, directly after we are 
married, I think you had better re- 
turn here and take things very 
easily for a day or two. You'll have 
six days if we leave on Saturday 
week. Now 

(He takes a paper out of his 
pocket. ) 

ELIZABETH. Oh, stop! I can't listen 
to you! 

BROWNING (as before, consulting 
the paper) . For some time now I've 
kept careful note of the sailings 
from Southampton in case of just 
such an emergency as this. The 
Packet leaves the Royal pier on 
Saturdays at nine o'clock. We must 
catch the five o'clock emress at 
Vauxhall. It arrives at Southampton 
at eight. 

ELIZABETH. Oh . . . (She laughs 
wildly, the laugh changing into 
sobs. BROWNING tokcs her into his 
arms and draws her down beside 
him on the sofa. Her sobs gradu- 
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ally subside. She says brokenly) 
And—and I always believed Papa 
was the most overbearing man in 
the world. . . . 

BROWNING (smiling). And yet 
you’ve known me for some time 
now! 

ELIZABETH. But I mustn’t give way, 
Robert— I mustn’t— I daren’t. . . . 

BROWNING. There’s one other thing, 
my darling, of the utmost impor- 
tance that we must settle at once. 
You can’t possibly travel without a 
maid. Wilson must have a pretty 
shrewd idea of our relations. You 
say she is entirely devoted to you. 
But do you think she will be will- 
ing to come abroad with us? 

ELIZABETH (after a pause, in a low 
voice). Robert . . . have you ever 
thought that my strength may 
break down on the journey? 

BROWNING. Yes. 

ELIZABETH. Suppose I Were to— to 
die on your hands? 

BROWNING (softly, after slight 
pause). Are you afraid, Ba? 

ELIZABETH (proudhj, indignantly). 
Afraid? I? You know that I am not 
afraidi You know that I would 

C ner die with you beside me than 
> a hundred lives without you. 
. . . But— but how would you feel 
if I were to die like that? And what 
arould the world say of you? 

toowNiNG (quietly). I should be 
branded as little better than a mur- 
derer. And what I should feel I— I 
leave you to imagine. 


ELIZABETH. And yet you ask me to 
come with you? 

BROWNING. Yes. I am prepared to 
risk your life— and much more than 
mine— to get you out of this dread- 
ful house into the sunshine, and to 
have you for my wife. 

ELIZABETH. You love me like that? 

BROWNING. I love you like that. 

(A long pause.) 

ELIZABETH. Robert . . . will you— 
will you give me a little time? 

BROWNING. Time is short, my dear. 

ELIZABETH. Yes, I loiow. But I must 
have a little time. I can’t decide 
now. I daren’t. ... I feel some- 
thing must happen soon to show 
me definitely the way. . . . Give 
me a few hours. Before I sleep to- 
night I’ll write and tell you my de- 
cision. . . . Please, Robert. 

BROWNING. You promise me that? 

ELIZABETH. I promise. 

BROWNING. Very well. 

ELIZABETH. Thank you. 

BROWNING. Shall I go now? 

ELIZABETH. Please. . . . ' (He 

kneels and takes both her hands 
and presses them passionately to 
his lips. She receives the caress 
passively. Harises and leaves the 
room in silence. She sits motionless, 
staring before her. A pause. Then 
a light knock at the door. Another 
pause. Then a louder knock. Eliza- 
beth starts out of her thoughts) 
Come in. * 

(HENRIETTA enters.) 
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HENRIETTA. I SRW Mr. Browning 
going down the stairs. . . . May I 
bring him in? 

ELIZABETH. Him? 

HENRIETTA. He"s standing on the 
landing outside. . . . {She gives 
ELIZABETH fl little shake) Wake up, 
Ba! I’m talking of Surtees. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, ycs, of course. 

. . . But won’t some other time 
do as well? 

HENRIETTA. No! Nol I told you he 
was in uniform. You promised to 
see him, Ba! 

ELIZABETH (with a sigh) , Very 
well, dear. . . . 

(HENRIETTA kiSSeS ELIZABETH im- 

pulsiveltj; then goes to the door and 
opens it.) 

HENRIETTA {speaking into the pas- 
sage). Come in, Surtees, (captain 
SURTEES COOK enters: a huge, hand- 
some, whiskered, frank-faced man. 
He is arrayed in the full splendour 
of his ^^regimentals"" and carries his 
headgear under his arm) Captain 
Surtees Cook, Ba.— My sister, Eliza- 
beth. 

(ELIZABETH hos risen to receive 
him. COOK clicks his heels together 
and bows stiffly.) 

COOK. Your servant, Miss Barrett. 

ELIZABETH {offering him her 
hand). How-do-you-do? 

COOK {taking her hand and bowing 
over it). Greatly honoured, 'pon 
my word I am, Miss Barrett. Un- 
delistand not every one received 
here. 
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HENRIETTA. No indeed, Surtees! 
With the exception of the family, 
very few gentlemen have ever been 
allowed in Ba’s room. 

COOK. Twice honoured in one day, 
yTcnow. First by Her Majesty; now 
by you, Miss Barrett. Can’t think 
what I’ve done to deserve it. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, I had forgotten! 
You’ve just come from the Palace, 
I have never seen the Queen. What 
is she like? 

COOK. Very little lady, Ma’am; but 
royal, every inch of her. 

HENRIETTA. Surtees, you haven’t 
got your sword on! 

COOK. Not etiquette, as I told you, 
to wear it indoors. 

HENRIETTA. Oh, bother etiquette! 
I want Ba to see you in full war- 
paint. Where did you leave it? 

COOK. In the hall. 

HENRIETTA. I’ll fetch it. {Runs to 
the door.) 

COOK. No, but really— Miss Barrett 
doesn’t want 

(HENRIETTA gOeS OUt.) 

ELIZABETH. But indeed I do. Cap- 
tain Cook! I don’t think I’ve ever 
seen an officer in . . . full war- 
paint before, except at reviews and 
ceremonies— and that was years 
ago. 

COOK. Indeed? {After a short 
pause) Er— Miss Barrett . . . 

ELEEABETH. YeS? 


COOK. Miss Barrett . . • 
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ELIZABETH ( encoufagingly ) . Yes, 
Captain Cook? 

COOK. I say, Miss Barrett. . . . 

ELIZABETH. You Want to tell me 
something about Henrietta? 

COOK {eagerly). Just so, Miss Bar- 
rett, just so. Exactly. You know. 

Miss Barrett— you know (He is 

unable to go on.) 

ELIZABETH (verij kindly). Yes, 
Captain Cook, I know. And though 
I’m quite powerless to help, believe 
me, you have my heartfelt sym- 
pathy. (She gives him her hand.) 

COOK (taking it in both of his). 
Thank you. Thank you. More than 
I deserve. Thank you. Miss Barrett. 
Never was such a girl, yTcnow— 
Henrietta, I mean. Dunno what 

IVe done to deserve 

(HENRIETTA enters with the sword. 
ELIZABETH and COOK are still hold- 
ing hands.) 

HENRIETTA. Oh, yes, I thought he’d 
seize the opportunity to tell you 
something while I was out of the 
room. Did he really manage to get 
ft out? 

ELIZABETH (smUing) . Perhaps, not 
quite. Did you, Captain Cook? 

COOK. Well— ah— y’know. . . . Still, 
like most ladies— quick in the up- 
take. . . . 

ELIZABETH. Yes, I Understood. 
(Kissing Henrietta) My dear, 
how I wish I could do something 
for you bothi 

HENRIETTA. Well, you Can’t, favour- 
ite daughter though you are! No- 


body can. (She sits down with the 
sword across her lap) Surtees 
wants to ask Papa for my hand 
and all that— quite like the conven- 
tional suitor. I can’t get it into his 
poor head that such things are 
simply not possible at 50, Wimpole 
Street. 

ELIZABETH (earnestly). Oh, believe 
me, Captain Cook, it would be 
more than useless! You would be 
peremptorily ordered out of the 
house— and I don’t know what 
would happen to Henrietta! 

COOK. Quite aware that I’m not 
much of a match. Miss Barrett. 
Poor man, y’know. Little else than 
my pay. Still, quite respectable and 
all that. Decent family and all that. 
Should be more than willing, if 
necessary, to throw up soldiering 
and take to some money-making 
business, but 

HENRIETTA. And a fine mess you’d 
make of it, my poor dear! 

COOK. Well, I’m not so sure about 
that. Admit, of course, that soldier- 
ing’s my special job. Haven’t the 
brain for much else, I’m afraid. 
Still, you never know what a fella 
can’t do with a prize like Henrietta 
to reward his efforts. What d’you 
say. Miss Barrett? 

HENRIETTA. Oh, Ba, Can you make 
him understand? I can’t! 

ELIZABETH \very impressively). 
Captain Cook, if you were a Prince 
of Eldorado and came here court- 
ing, with a pedigree of lineal de- 
scent from some signory in the 
Moon in one hand, and a ticket of 
good behaviour from the nearest 
Independent Chapel in the other— 
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even then, Papa would show you 
the door! Now do you understand? 

COOK. Can’t say I do. 

HENRIETTA. Well, anyhow, youre 
not to speak to Papa, and I forbid 
you to give up soldiering. Now that 
IVe seen you in your glory, do you 
suppose I should ever take you 
without your uniform? Get up. I 
want to buckle on your sword. 

COOK. Aw, I say (Stands up, 

smiling rather sheepishly.) 

HENRIETTA (getting to work) . Ba 
thinks poets are the flower of man- 
hood—a certain poet, at any rate. I 
mean to show her that she’s mis- 
taken. . . . 

COOK. I say, you’ve got it wrong. 
Sword hangs from the left hip, 
y’know. 

HENRIETTA. Why? 

COOK. Well 

( BARRETT entcrs, and taking in the 
scene with a look of amazement, 
his face immediately hardens into 
a mould of freezing displeasure. 
Both GIRLS stare at him in con- 
sternation. COOK stands rigid.) 

ELIZABETH. Papa. . . . You’re— 
you’re home earlier than I ex- 
pected, Papa. 

BARRETT. I don’t think I have the 
privilege of this gentleman’s ac- 
quaintance. * 

HENRIETTA. Captain Cook, may I 
introduce my father? Papa— Cap- 
tain Surtees Cook. 

COOK. Your servant, sir. 

(both men how stiffly .) 


HENRIETTA (after a short pause). 
Captain Cook is a great friend of 
George and Occy. 

BARRETT. Indeed? (To cook) My 
sons are very rarely at home at thii 
time of the day. 

cook. Fact is— just passing the 
house— thought I’d look in on the 
off chance, y’know, sir— finding one 
of them in and all that. . . . 

BARRETT. I SCO, 

ELIZABETH (breaking a pause). 
Captain Cook has just come from 
Buckingham Palace . . . and Hen- 
rietta thought I should like to see 
him in all the splendour of his 
regimentals. 

BARRETT. Indeed. (Takes out his 
watch and looks at it.) 

COOK. Nothing much to look at, of 
course— but ladies like a bit of col- 
our, and er By Jove, must be 

getting late! 

BARRETT (pockcting his watch). 
It’s nineteen-and-a-half minutes 
past five. 

COOK. By Jove! High time I were 
moving. . . . (barrett pulls the 
bell rope twice) Good-bye, Miss 
Barrett. 

ELIZABETH. Good-bye, Captain 
Cook. 

(She gives him her hand, barrett 
crosses to the door and holds it 
open. ) 

COOK. Good-bye, Miss Henrietta. 

HENRIETTA. I’ll see you out. 

(cook moves to the door, followed 

by HENRIETTA.) 
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COOK {to babrett). Your servant, 
sir. 

(babrett returns his how in si- 
lence, COOK goes out and Hen- 
rietta is about to follow, babrett 
stays her with a gesture,) 

HENRIETTA. I am Seeing Captain 
Cook to the door. 

BARRETT. The Servant will attend 
to that. (He closes the door, and, 
in silence, crosses to the fireplace 
and takes up his stand in front of 
it. When he speaks he looks 
straight before him) Your list of 
gentlemen visitors appears to be 
lengthening, Elizabeth. 

ELIZABETH. This is the first time I 
have had the pleasure of meeting 
Captain Cook. 

BARRETT. Indeed. But I infer, from 
what I saw as I came into the room, 
that Henrietta s acquaintance is of 
somewhat longer standing? Or am 
I mistaken? 

HENRIETTA. I have known Captain 
Cook for some time now. 

BARRETT. Ah. And since when has 
it been your custom to buckle on 
his accoutrements? 

HENRIETTA. .1 have never seen him 
in uniform before. 

BARRETT. And I think it improb- 
able that you will see him in uni- 
form, or in mufti, very frequently 
in the future. 

HENRIETTA {in a Strained voice). 
Why? 

BABRETT (ignoring the question). 
Again I may be mistaken, but I 


was under the impression, Eliza- 
beth, that notice should be given 
me before strangers visited you 
here. 

ELIZABETH. One can hardly de- 
scribe a friend of George and Occy 
as a stranger, Papa. 

HENRIETTA. Is Captain Cook to be 
forbidden the house because I 
helped him on with his sword? 

BARRETT (tO ELIZABETH, ignoring 
HENRIETTA). You received my let- 
ter? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, Papa. 

BARRETT. What has just happened 
fully confirms me in the wisdom 
of my decision. This house is fast 
becoming a rendezvous for half 
London. I have neither time nor 
inclination to find out whether all 
the persons visiting here are de- 
sirable acquaintances for my chil- 
dren. Fortunately our new home is 
so far from town that your London 
friends are not likely to trouble us 
—at least, during the winter. 

HENRIETTA (blankly). Our new 
home? . . . 

BARRETT (tO ELIZABETH) . YoU have 

not told your sisters? 

ELIZABETH Arabel knows. 

HENRIETTA. don’t Understand. 
Are we— are we leaving Wimpole 
Street? 

BARRETT (wUhout looking at Hen- 
rietta). 1 have taken a hoUse at 
Bookham, in Surrey. And we move 
in on the twenty-second* 
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HENRIETTA. Why? 

BARRETT. I am iiot in the habit of 
accounting for my actions to any 
one— least of all, to my children. 

HENRIETTA. But One thing I have 
a right to ask you, Papa. If Captain 
Cook is to be forbidden to visit us, 
is it because you found him here 
in Ba s room and saw me fastening 
on his sword? 

BARRETT {after a slight pause, look- 
ing fixedly at her), I understood 
you to say that Captain Cook is 
George s friend and Occy’s. 

HENRIETTA. Yes . . . and my 
friend too. 

BARRETT. Ah. 

HENRIETTA. Yes, and since it was 
I who suggested his seeing Ba, and 
I who asked him to show me how 
to buckle on his sword, it’s unjust 
to penalise him for 

ELIZABETH ( wamingly ) . Henri- 

etta . . . 

BARRETT (to HENRIETTA in a sharp 
low voice). Come here. 

HENRIETTA (she takes a few steps 
towards him, and speaks, a little 
breathlessly). Yes, Papa . . . ? 

BARRETT {looks at her steadily 
under lowered brows for a moment, 
then points to the floor at his feet ) . 
Come here. {She goes right up to 
him, breathing quickly and fear- 
fully, He keeps his eyes fixed on her 
face. Then in a low, ominous voice) 
What is this fellow to you? 

HENRIETTA. 1— IVe told you. . . . 
He’s a friend of ours. 


BARRETT. What is he to you? 
HENRIETTA. A— a friend. . . . 
BARRETT. Is that all? 

HENRIETTA. YeS. 

BARRETT {suddenly grasping het 
wrist, his voice like the crack of a 
whip). You liar! 

ELIZABETH {sharply). Papal 

HENRIETTA (gaspingly) . Let mv 
go! 

BARRETT (tightening his grip). 
What’s this man to you? Answer 
me. (She tries to free herself and 
cries out) Answer me. 

HENRIETTA. Oh, Papa . . . please 


BARRETT. Answer me. 

HENRIETTA. Oh, don’t . . . don’t 


BARRETT. Answer me. 

HENRIETTA (in 0 Strangled voice). 
He’s— he’s— oh. Papa, I love him — 

BARRETT. Ah . . . (between his 
teeth, seizing her other wrist and 
forcing her to her knees) ah— you— 

you— you (She gives a cry o) 

pain,) 

ELIZABETH (seizing Barrett's 
arm). Let her go. Papa! I won’t 
have it! Let her go at once! 
(BARRETT flingS HENRIETTA off, Sho 

collapses in a heap on the floor, 
sobbing, her face buried in her 
hards,) 
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BARBETT (turning on Elizabeth)* 
And you— you knew of this— filth- 
iness? 

ELIZABETH. I ve loiown for some 
time that Henrietta loved Captain 
Cook, and IVe given her all my 
sympathy. 

BARRETT. You dare to tell me 

ELIZABETH. Yes. And I would have 
given her my help as well, if I had 
had it to give. 

BARRETT. I’ll deal with you later. 
(To HENRIETTA) Get Up. 

HENRIETTA (suddenly clasping his 
knees and speaking in a voice of 
passionate entreaty). Oh, Papa, 
please listen to me— please. I— I'm 
not a bad girl— I swear to you I’m 
not. I know I’ve deceived you— and 
I’m sorry— I’m sorry. . . . But I 
couldn’t help it. I— I love him— we 
love each other— and if you’d 
known you would have turned him 
from the house. . . . Oh, can’t 
you understand— won’t you try to 
understand? . . . He’s poor— we 
don’t expect to be married yet— but 
he’s good man— and it can’t be 
wrong to love him. Other women 
love— why must I be forbidden? I 
want love— I can’t live without love. 
Remember how you loved Mamma 
and how she loved you— and— and 
you’ll understand and pity me. . . . 

BARRETT (inexorably). Get up. 

HENRIETTA. Have pity on me. 
Papa. . . . 

BARRETT. Get up. (He forcibly 
loosens her hold of his knees, and 
she staggers to her feet) Sit there. 
(He points to a chair. She drops 


into it, and sits listlessly with 
drooped head) How long has this 
been going on? (Henrietta says 
nothing) Do you hear me? How 
long have you been carrying on 
with this fellow? 

HENRIETTA. I— I’ve known him a 
little over a year. 

BARRETT. And you’ve been with 
him often? 

HENRIETTA. YeS. 

BARRETT. Alone? 

HENRIETTA. YeS. 

BARRETT. Where? 

HENRIETTA. We— I— I’ve met him in 
the Park, and— and 

BARRETT. And— here? 

HENRIETTA. YeS. 

BARRETT. Here. And alone? (Hen- 
rietta is silent) Have you met him 
in this house alone? 

HENRIETTA. YeS. 

BARRETT. Sol Furtive unchastity 
under my own roof— and abetted 
by one whom I believed to be 
wholly chaste and good. . . . 

HENRIETTA. No— nO 

ELIZABETH (Jiercely) . How dare 
you. Papal 

BARRETT. Silence! (To Henrietta, 
his voice hard and cold as ice) 
Now attend to me. Something like 
this happened a year or two ago, 
and I thought 1 had crushed me 
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devil in you then. I was wrong. It 
needed sterner measures than I had 
the courage to use. ... So now, 
unless I have your solemn word 
that you will neither see nor in any 
way communicate with this man 
again, you leave my house at once, 
as you are, with nothing but the 
clothes you have on. In which case, 
you will be your own mistress, and 
can go to perdition any way you 
please. But of this you may be cer- 
tain. Once outside my doors you 
will never again be admitted, on 
any pretext whatever, so long as I 
live. I think by this time you have 
learnt that it’s not my habit to 
make idle threats, and that I never 
go back on my word. Very well. 
You have your choice. Take it. 

HENRIETTA (after an agonised men- 
tal struggle). Is it nothing to you 
that I— that I shall hate you for this 
to the end of my life? 

BARRETT. Less than nothing. 

HENRIETTA. But— but I must let 
Captain Cook know that 

BARRETT. I will deal with Captain 
Cook. 

HENRIETTA ( desperately ) . But 

Papa 

BARRETT. Will you give me your 
word neither to see nor to com- 
municate with this man again? 

f 

HENRIETTA (after a pause, in a 
dead voice), I— I have no choice. 

BARRETT. Give me your Bible, Eliz- 
abeth. 

ELIZABETH. Why? 


BARRETT. I am not prepared to ac- 
cept your sister’s bare promise. But 
I think even she would hesitate to 
break an oath made with her hand 
resting on the Word of God. Give 
me your Bible. 

ELIZABETH. My Bible belonged to 
Mamma. I can’t have it used for 
such a purpose. 

BARRETT. Give me your Bible. 

ELIZABETH. No. 

BARRETT. You refusc? 

ELIZABETH. Yes. 

(BARRETT pulls the bell rope, A 
pause. No one speaks or moves, 
WILSON enters.) 

BARRETT. I Want you to go to my 
bedroom and fetch my Bible. Are 
your hands clean? 

WILSON (looking at her hands). My 
hands, sir? 

BARRETT. Are they clean? 

WILSON (with a touch of asperity). 
Yes, sir. I’ve just been helping to 
bathe Flush. 

BARRETT. You will find the Bible 
on the table beside my bed. 

WILSON. Very good, sir. 

(She goes out. All three are silent 
and motionless until she returns, 
v^iLSON reenters with barrett’s 
Bible. She gives it to him and goes 
out,) 

BARRETT (tO HENRIETTA, placing 
the Bible reverently on the table). 
Come here. (Henrietta rises and 
goes to the table) Place your han4 



BUDOLF BESIER 


7 ^' " 

t]p<»i the Book. {She does so) Re- 
peat after me: “I give you my sol- 
emn word that I will neither see, 
nor have any communication with, 
Captain Cook again.” 

HENRIETTA (ifi a toncless voice), 
I give you my solemn word that I 
wul neither see, nor have any com- 
munication with. Captain Cook 
again. 

BARRETT. You wfll now go to your 
room and remain there until you 
have my permission to leave it. 
{Without a word, but with her 
head held high, Henrietta goes 
out, . . . After a pause) Have you 
anything to say to me, Elizabeth? 

ELIZABETH. No. 

BARRETT. Then I must leave you 
under my extreme displeasure. I 
shall not see you again, I can have 
nothing to do with you, until God 
has softened your heart, and you 
repent of your wickedness, and ask 
for His forgiveness, and . . . mine. 
{He takes his Bible and goes out. 
The moment he has closed the door 
ELIZABETH Ects up and pulls the 
bell rope. She does so with an air 
of decision. A pause, wilson en- 
ters.) 

ELH^ABETH. Shut the door, please. 
(Impulsively) Wilson, are you my 
friend? 

WILSON (bewildered). Your . . . 
friend. Miss? 

ELIZABETH. Yes, my friend. I am 
in dire need of friendship and help 
at the moment. 

WILSON. I— I don't quite under- 
1^' Miss Ba. . . . But I'm that 


fond of you-I'd do anything to 
help you. 

ELIZABETH. You would? And I 
know I can trust you? 

WILSON. Yes, indeed, Miss. 

ELIZABETH. Wilson, next Saturday, 

I am going to marry Mr. Browning. 

WILSON (with a gasp). Marry ... I 

ELIZABETH. Hush. . . . Yes. Of 
course nobody in this house knows 
—and nobody must know. 

WILSON. Lor', Miss, I should just 
think not indeedi 

ELIZABETH. Were to be married 
secretly at Mary-le-Bone Church. 
Will you come with me? 

WILSON. Me, Miss? Yes, Miss— and 
gladly. 

ELIZABETH. Dircctly afterwards I 
shall return here for a few days, 
and 

WILSON (in boundless amazement). 
Herel With Mr. Browning ... 1 

ELIZABETH (with an hysterical 
laugh) , No— no— no! Just alone with 
you. . . . Then, on the following 
Saturday, I shall join Mr. Brown- 
ing, and we re going abroad. . . . 
We re going to Italy. . . . Will 
you come with us? 

WILSON (in a whisper). To Italy 

. . . ? 

ELIZABETH. Yes. . . . Will you 
come with me? 

WILSON. Well, Miss, I can't see as 
how I can help myself. Not that L 
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hold with foreign parts— I don’t. 
But husband or no husband, you’d 
never get to Italy alive without me. 

ELIZABETH. Then you’ll come? 
Then you’ll cornel Oh, I am so 
glad! I’ll tell Mr. Browning— I’m 
writing to him now. And I shall 
want you to take the letter to the 


post at once. Go and put on your 
things— I’ll have finished by the 
time you’re ready. 

WILSON. Yes, Miss. 

(WILSON goes out, and Elizabeth 
takes pen and paper and starts 
writing rapidly as the Scene 
closes. ) 


ACT FIVE 


PAPA 
SCENE I 

ELIZABETH is kneeling beside Flush and fastening a lead on to his collar. 
She pats his head abstractedly, rises, and picks up a little heap of letters 
in their envelopes from the table, runs through them and places them on 
the mantelpiece. Then, with a shuddering sigh, she walks to the window, 
clasping and unclasping her hands in agitation. After standing at the 
window for a moment, she sighs again and returns to the mantelpiece, 
picks up the letters and replaces them one by one on the table. Her cloak 
and bonnet and gloves, etc., are on the bed. 

WILSON hurries into the room with two travelling rugs on her arm. 


WILSON. Oh, Miss Ba, I’m that 
sorry! In my flurry to get the lug- 
gage off to the railway station yes- 
terday I clean forgot to pack these 
rugs. And there was heaps of room 
in the carpetbag. 

ELIZABETH. Never mind. 

WILSON (placing the rugs across 
the back of a chair)*. I do hope 
we haven’t forgotten nothing else. 

ELIZABETH. And if we have it won’t 
matter much. Mr. Browning in- 
sisted that we should travel as 
lightly as possible. We shall be 
able to get all we need in Paris. 


WILSON. Lor’, Miss, it don’t seem 
possible we’ll be in Paris tomor- 
row! # 

ELIZABETH. No. . . . (She con- 
sults her watch) Oh, how the time 
crawls! We’ve still an hour and a 

half of this dreadful waiting 

You’re sure, Wilson, they quite un- 
derstood at the livery stables ex- 
actly when, and where, the cab was 
to meet us? 

WILSON. Oh, yes. Miss, I was most 
particular to see that the young 
man took it all down— the cab to 
be at the comer of WimTOle Street 
at ha’-past three punctud. It won’t V* 
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take us more than ten minutes to 
get to Hodgson’s Library— and then 
Mr. Browning will have us in his 
charge. {Her voice drops to a warm 
confidential tone) Your husband, 
Miss Ba, dear . . . 

ELIZABETH. Oh, hushi hush! Don’t 
breathe that word here. 

WILSON. But, Miss Ba 

ELIZABETH. I’m foolishly nervous, 
but I can’t help it. The very walls 
seem to be listening. There is no 
one in the house, I know, except 
Miss Henrietta— and she should 
have gone out by now. Still 

WILSON. Miss Henrietta was putting 
on her bonnet as I came along the 
passage. 

ELIZABETH. Oh, Wilson, it’s impos- 
sible to believe that in little more 
than an hour I shall have left this 
room, never, in all likelihood, to 
see it again. . . . 

WILSON. And glad you’ll be to see 
the last of it, I’m sure. Miss Ba. 

ELj^^BETH. Yes— and no. . . . I’ve 
been very miserable here, and very 
happy. . . . Oh, I wish it were 
time to go! This waiting is killing 
me! 

WILSON. Have you finished writing 
your letters. Miss? 

ELIZABETH ( olmost hysterically ) . 
Yes. Yes. I’ve written to them all to 
tell them what I’ve done and to 
wish them good-bye. I’ve just been 
reading over my letter to Mr. Bar- 
rett to see if there was something 
1 could add— something— anything. 
But I can’t think— I can’t thhik. 


WILSON. Least said, soonest 
mended. Miss. (With a chuckling 
laugh) Oh, Miss Ba, I know I 
shouldn’t say such things— but 
there’s a lot I’d give to be here 
tonight when the Master reads 
your letter and knows you’ve been 
a married lady for almost a 
week. . . . 

ELIZABETH (quickly) . Don’t, Wil- 
son, don’t! The very thought ter- 
rifies me! I can see his face— I can 
hear his voice. . . . Thank God, 
we shall be miles and miles away. 
. . . (She looks at her watch) An 
hour and twenty minutes still. Will 
time never pass? 

WILSON {after a pause). Why don’t 
you write some po’try. Miss? 

ELIZABETH {dumbfounded) , Po- 
etry . . . ? 

WILSON. Yes, Miss. That ’ud make 
the time pass nicely. I’m sure. 
(ELIZABETH breaks into rather hys- 
terical laughter. Henrietta enters 
in her shawl and bonnet. She has 
a letter in her hand. Elizabeth 
abruptly stops laughing and looks 
at her with frightened eyes.) 

ELIZABETH {hastily turning her let- 
ters on to their faces). I— I thought 
you had gone out. 

HENRIETTA. Wilson, I Want to speak 
to Miss Ba. 

WILSON. Yes, Miss. {She goes out.) 

HENRIETTA. I was just going when 
I ran into a messenger at the door. 
He brought this letter. It’s for you. 

ELIZABETH {anxiously, reaching out 
her hand) . For me? 
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HENRIETTA (retaining the letter). 
Yes. But it's in— in his hand-writing. 

ELIZABETH. Captain Cook's? 

HENRIETTA. YeS. 

ELIZABETH. Open it, dear. 

HENRIETTA (tears open the letter 
and reads). "Dear Miss Barrett, I 
know I am doing very wrong in 
drawing you once again into my, 
and Henriettas, affairs. But the 
matter is so urgent I am sure you 
will forgive me. My regiment has 
been ordered to Somerset at short 
notice— and 1 must positively see 
Henrietta before 1 go. If I wrote 
to her direct, my letter would cer- 
tainly be read by Mr. Barrett. 1 
understand he opens all her corre- 
spondence. Hence my trespass on 
your kindness. Will you please give 
Henrietta the enclosed letter, and 
believe me your grateful and obe- 
dient servant, Surtees Cook.** . . . 
Somerset . . . (She drops the let- 
ter, opens the enclosure and reads 
it eagerly. Elizabeth picks up the 
letter and tears it into little pieces) 
What is the time? 

ELIZABETH. A quarter past two. 

HENRIETTA (in a low, tensc voice). 
You remember Papa threatened to 
turn me out of the house unless I 
swore on the Bible not to write to 
or see Surtees? 

ELIZABETH. YeS. 

HENRIETTA (defiantly). Well, I'm 
going to break that “Bible oath" 
today. 

ELIZABETH (quietly). Are you, 
dear? 
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HENRIETTA (more defiantly still). 
Yes— and I shall glory in breaking 
iti Surtees says he'll be at— never 
mind where I— between four and six 
—the only free time he hsis— every 
day until he leaves next Wednes- 
day. We shall all have left here on 
Monday; so I must meet him either 
today or tomorrow. I shall meet 
him both days. And if Papa asks 
me where I have been— I shall go 
out of my way to lie to him as often 
and as grossly as I can. 

ELIZABETH (quietly). I see. Why 
do you tell me all this? 

HENRIETTA (belligerently). Be- 
cause I want you to say that I'm 
a wicked, deceitful, perjured, loose 
woman, so that I can fling the 
words back in your face! (Sud- 
denly throws her arms round Eliz- 
abeth) Oh, Ba, darling, forgive 
me! I'm not myself these days. I 
am all love and hate— and I don't 
know which is the worse tor- 
ture. . . . 

ELIZABETH (with possioruite ten- 
derness). My dear, my dear, you 
think I don't understand! Oh, but 
I do! I do! And I feel for you and 
pity you with all my heart! . . ^ I 
can do nothing to help you. I 
daren't even advise you. . , . But 
never lose hope— never lose courage 
—never— 

(WILSON flashes into the room. She 
is in a state of uncontrolled' agita- 
tion. ) 

WILSON (gaspingly). Oh, Miss Ba 
—Miss Ba . . . T 

(Both sisters stare at her, Henri- 
etta astonished, Elizabeth in ter- 
ror.) 

ELIZABETH. What is it, Wilson? (To 
HENRIETTA) Shut the door. 
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WILSON. The Master, Miss! Re- 
bels just come in. . . . 

ELIZABETH (in a whisper). Papa. 

WILSON. Yes—just this minute. . . . 
He must ’ave eard—some one must 
have told him 

ELIZABETH. Be quiet. 

HENRIETTA {who hos been looking 
in bewilderment from one to the 
other). But Ba, what on earth is 
the matter? 

ELIZABETH. Nothing. Nothing. It’s— 
it’s only that Papa hasn’t been to 
see me for ten days now— ever since 

—you remember ? And— and 

scenes of forgiveness are always 
trying. ... (To wilson, sharply) 
Put away my hat and cloak. Quick. 
( WILSON does so.) 

HENRIETTA. I don’t believe that’s 
all. You’re as white as a sheet. 
What did Wilson mean? Ba, is 
there anything I can 

ELIZABETH (softly, intensely). No, 
no, no! Don’t speak— don’t ask me 
anj^thing. . . . You know nothing 
—you imderstand?— nothing— noth- 
ing. 

HENRIETTA. But 

ELIZABETH. No. (To WILSON ) 
Those rugs . . . (wilson picks 
them up. There is a knock at the 
door. WILSON gasps. Elizabeth 
speaks in a whisper) Come in. (She 
clears her throat, then louder) 
Come in. (barrett enters. They 
are all standing in tense attitudes. 
ELIZABETH Commands her voice) 
You’re home early. Papa. . . . 


(barrett, without replying, looks 
at each of the three in turn; then 
crosses to the fireplace, wilson, 
obviously terror-stricken, slips out 
of the room, the rugs over her 
arm.) 

BARRETT (tO ELIZABETH). What’s 
the matter with that girl? 

ELIZABETH. WilsOn? 

BARRETT. Yes. . . . And with you? 

ELIZABETH. Nothing, Papa. . . . 

BARRETT (after staring broodingly 
at her for a moment, he turns to 
HENRIETTA). Where have you 
been? 

HENRIETTA. Nowhere. 

BARRETT. Where are you going? 

HENRIETTA. To tea with Aunt Hed- 
ley. 

BARRETT. Is that the truth? 
HENRIETTA. YeS. 

BARRETT. You remember your oath? 
HENRIETTA. YeS. 

BARRETT. Have you kept it? 
HENRIETTA. YeS. 

BARRETT. Are you going to keep it? 
HENRIETTA. YcS. 

BARRETT (after staring at her for a 
moment). 1 want to speak to your 
sister. You can go. (Without a 
glance at either of them, Henri- 
etta goes out. ELIZABETH sits pcr^ 
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jectly still, waiting, barrett walks 
to the window; then turns and goes 
up to her) Do- you know why I am 
back so early? 

ELIZABETH {in a whisper). No, 
Papa. 

BARRETT (in a low, intense voice). 
Because I could bear it no longer. 

, . . It s ten days since last I saw 
you. . . . 

ELIZABETH. Am I to blame for that. 
Papa? 

BARRETT {with restrained fury). 
You dare to ask me such a ques- 
tion? Weren't you a party in your 
sister’s shameless conduct? Haven’t 
you encouraged her? Haven’t you 
helped her? Haven’t you defended 
her? And did you expect to go scot- 
free of my displeasure? {Stopping 
himself with a violent gesture) I’ve 
not come to speak about that—but 
to put it behind me— to forget it— 
to forget it. ... I wonder, my 
child, have you been half so miser- 
able these last ten days as your 
father? 

ELIZABETH. Miserable, Papa? 

BARRETT. Do you suppose I’m 
happy when I’m bitterly estranged 
from all I love in the world? Do 
you know that night after night I 
had to call up all my will power 
to hold me from coming here to 
forgive you? ^ 

ELIZABETH. Papa 

BARRETT. All my will power, I tell 
you— all my sense of duty and right 
and justice. . . . But today I 
could bear it no longer. The want 
of your face and your voice became 
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a torment. I had to come. I am not 
so strong as they think me. I had 
to come. And I despise myself for 
coming— despise myself— hate my- 
self. . . . 

ELIZABETH. No— nol {Suddenly 
rises and puts her hands on his 
shoulders) Oh, Papa, can’t you see, 
won’t you ever see, that strength 
may be weakness, and your sense 
of justice and right and duty all 
mistaken and wrong? 

BARRETT {hoarscly, taking her 
hands from his shoulders). Mistaken 
and wrong? What do you mean? 
. . . {Quickly stopping her from 
speaking) No, be silent. Don’t 
answer me. . . . Mistaken and 
wrong? You don’t know what 
you’re saying. 

ELIZABETH. If you’ll Only listen to 
me. Papa, I 

BARRETT. No. 

ELIZABETH. But, Papa 

BARRETT. No. {He movcs to the 
window and stands there, his face 
half averted from her. A pause. He 
turns) If there were even a vestige 
of truth in what you say, my whole 
life would be a hideous mockery. 
For always— through all misfortunes 
and miseries— I’ve been upheld by 
knowing, beyond a doubt, what 
was right, and doing it unflinch- 
ingly, however bitter the conse- 
quences. . . . And bitter they’ve 
been— how bitter, only God knows! 
It’s been my heavy cross that those 
whom I was given to guide and 
rule have always fought against the 
right that I knew to be the right— 
and was in duty bound to impose 
upon them. . . . Even you. Even 
your mother. 



RUDOLF BESIER 


740 

ELIZABETH (in a whisper). My 
mother? 

BARRETT. Ycs, youi mother. . . . 
But not at first. . . . You— you, my 
eldest child, were bom of love and 
only love. . . . But the others— 
long before they came the rift 
had begun to open between your 
mother and me. Not that she ever 
opposed me— never once. Or put 
into words what she felt. She was 
silent and dutiful and obedient. 
But love died out— and fear took 
its place— fear. . . . 

ELIZABETH (sharpltj) . No! No! 

BARRETT. And all because I saw 
the right— and did it. 

ELIZABETH (in a low voice, staring 
before her). Oh . . . oh, dear 
God, what she must have suffered. 

BARRETT. She? — She? . . . And 
what of me? What of me? 

ELIZABETH. You? . . . Oh, Papa, 
then you— you still loved her— after 
her love for you had died? 

BARRETT (in a muffled voice, look- 
ing aside). Love? . . . What's 
love? . . . She was my wife. . . . 
You— you don't understand. . . . 

ELIZABETH (in a horrified whis- 
per), And all those children . . . 
born in fear. . . . Oh, it's horrible 
—it's horrible— it's horrible. . . . 
(With a shuddering sob, she covers 
her face with her hands,) 

BARRETT (aghost and embar- 
rassed), Ba, my dear— don't— don't 
. . . I— I shouldn't have spoken— 
I shouldn't have told you all that. 
. . Forget it, ctiild. ... (He 


goes up to her) Take your hands 
from your face. . . . (He gently 
touches her wrists. She starts away 
from him, looking at him with 
wide, frightened eyes) Don't look 
at me like that. (In a low, thick 
voice, averting his eyes) You don't 
understand. How should you? You 
know nothing of the brutal tyranny 
of— passion, and how even tlie 
strongest and best are driven by it 
to hell. Would you have abetted 
your sister in her 

ELIZABETH ( fiercely ) . Henrietta's 
love— how dare you speak of it in 
the same breath as 

BARRETT (brutolly) . Her love? You 
ignorant little fool! What do you 
know of love? Love! The lust of 
the eye— the lowest urge of the 
body 

ELIZABETH (springing to her feet), 
1 won't listen to you! 

BARRETT (seizing her wrist and 
forcing her back to her seat). You 
must— you shall! It's time a little 
reality were brought into your 
dream of life. Do you suppose I 
should have guarded my house like 
a dragon from this so-called love if 
I hadn't known, from my own life, 
all it entails of cruelty and loathing 
and degradation and remorse? . . . 
(He pulls himself together) With 
the help of God, and through years 
of tormenting abstinence, I stran- 
gled it in myself. And so long as I 
have breath jfi my body, I'll keep 
it away from those I was given to 
protect and care for. You under- 
stand me? 

ELIZABETH (in a low voice, looking 
him full in the face). Yes- 1 under- 
stand you ... I understand you» 
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BARRETT. Very well. (A pause. 
ELIZABETH sits quite still, looking 
before her. When he speaks again 
his voice has changed) This has 
been a hateful necessity. I had to 
speak— plainly— lest your very inno- 
cence should smirch the purity I 
am utterly resolved to maintain in 
my home. . . . And because I feel 
that you acted in innocence and 
ignorance, I— I forgive you freely, 
my child. . . . We must turn over 
this ugly page— and forget what 
was on it. . . . (He takes her 
hand) You re— cold as ice. . . . 
Why are you trembling? 

ELIZABETH (drawing her hand from 
his). I shall never forget what you 
have said. 

BARRETT. Never forget— but And 

yet, perhaps that’s as well. . . . 
(With sudden urgency) But, for 
God’s sake, my darling, don’t let 
this raise any further barrier be- 
tween us! I’ve told you how all 
these past months I’ve seemed to 
feel you slipping little by little 
away from me. . . . Your love is 
all I have left to me in the world. 

ELIZABETH. You had Mamma’s love 
once. You might have had the love 
of all your children. 

BARRETT. Yes, if I’d played the 
coward’s part, and taken the easier 
way, and shirked my duty. I’d 
rather be hated by the whole world 
than gain love like tjiat. 

ELIZABETH (in a broken voice). 
Oh, Papa, you— you don’t know 
how I pity you. . . . 

BARRETT (roughlxj) . Pity? I don’t 
want your pity. . . . But if I 
should ever lose you or your 
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love (He seizes her unwilling 

hands) My darling, next week we 
shall have left this house, and I 
hope we shall never return here. 
I’ve grown to loathe it. In our new 
home we shall draw close to each 
other again. There will be little to 
distract you in the country— nothing 
and no one to come between us. 
(He draws her stiffening form into 
his arms) My child, my darling, 
you want me to be happy. The only 
happiness I shall ever know is all 
yours to give or take. You must 
look up to me, and depend on me, 
and lean on me. You must share 
your thoughts with me, your hopes, 
your fears, your prayers. I want all 
your heart and all your soul. . . . 
(He holds her passionately close; 
she leans away from him, her face 
drawn with fear and pain.) 

ELIZABETH (sohbingly) . I can’t 
bear it— I can’t bear any more. . . , 
Let me go. Papa— please let me 

go. . . . 

(He loosens his embrace, and she 
falls away from him, her arm cov- 
ering her face. He rises and bends 
over her.) 

BARRETT. Forgive me, dear. I’ve 
said too much. I was carried away. 
Ill leave you now. 

ELIZABETH (in a whisper). Please 

BARRETT. Shall I See you again to- 
night? 

ELIZABETH (os before). Not to- 
night. . . . 

BARRETT. I shall pray for you. 

ELIZABETH (half to hersclf) . Pray 
for me? . . . Tonight. . . . (She 
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turns and looks up at him) Yes, 
pray for me tonight— if you will. 
• . . (He kisses her forehead 
gently, and goes out. She sits for a 
moment looking before her, and 
then, with frightened eyes, round 
the room. She whispers) I must go 
at once— I must go— I must go. . . . 
(She gets up quickly, and fetches 
her cloak and bonnet from the 
wardrobe, wilson enters, stealthily 
and hurriedly, the rugs on her 
arm.) 

WILSON. He’s gone to the study. 

ELIZABETH (putting On her bon- 
net). We must go. Now. At once. 

WILSON. But, Miss Ba 

ELIZABETH. At once. Help me on 
with my cloak. 

WILSON (doing so). But the cab 
won’t be there yet— not for an hour. 
Besides 

ELIZABETH. Then we must walk 
about the streets. I can’t stay here 
any longer. I’m frightened. I’m 
frightened. Fetch your cloak and 
bonnet. 

WILSON. Walk about the streets, 
Miss? You can’t— you can’t. Besides 
—the Master’s at home. He may see 
us leaving. For God’s sake, Miss 

ELIZABETH. Where did I put those 
letters? Ah, here. . . . (Spreading 
them out on the table) Fetch your 
cloak and bonnet. Quick. 

WILSON. But if he saw us leav- 
ing — 

ELrzABETH. We must chance that. 
WILSON. But, Miss Ba — 


ELIZABETH. He cati’t Stop me. I 
don’t belong to him any more. I 
belong to my husband. Papa can 
kill me. But he can’t stop me. 

WILSON. I daren’t. Miss, I daren’t, 

ELIZABETH. Then I must go alone. 

WILSON. You can’t do that. 

ELIZABETH (with Compelling ear- 
nestness). Wilson, things have 
passed between my father and me 
which force me to leave this house 
at once. Until today I didn’t realise 
uite how unforgivably I have been 
riven to deceive him. Until today 
—I’ve never really known him. He’s 
not like other men. He’s— dreadfully 
different. . . . I— I can’t say any 
more. ... If you want to draw 
back you need never reproach 
yourself. This, after all, is no affair 
of yours. But I must go now. 

WILSON. I’ll fetch my cloak and 
bonnet at once. Miss. (Elizabeth 
puts her arm round Wilson’s neck 
and kisses her) Oh, Miss Ba . . . 
(wilson goes out quickly. Eliza- 
beth spreads the letters on the 
table. Then, from a ribbon on 
which it is hung, she draws her 
wedding ring from her bosom. She 
slips it on to her finger; looks at it 
for a moment; then pulls on her 
gloves. WILSON reenters, softly and 
quickly, in cloak and bonnet.) 

ELIZABETH. I am quite ready. You 
take the rugs,* Wilson. I had better 
carry Flush. 

WILSON (breathlessly). Yes, Mi^s. 

ELIZABETH. And now slip down- 
stairs and see whether the study 
door is shut. 
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WILSON. Yes, Miss. 

(WILSON goes out, leaving the door 
open, ELIZABETH picks up FLUSH, 
and stands with him under her 
arm, and looks round the room with 
an indescribable expression on her 
face, WILSON reenters,) 


WILSON (in a whisper). The doorV 
shut— and alls quiet. 

ELIZABETH. Very well. (She passes 
out, and wilson follows, closing 
the door softly after her. For a mo-> 
ment the room stands empty. Then 
the Scene slowly closes,) 


SCENE II 


The curtain rises on the still empty room. An hour or two has elapsed 
The sky, seen through the window, is full of colour from the afterglow 
A pause, arabel enters. 


ARABEL (on entering), Ba, dear, I 

want (She realises the room*s 

emptiness and stares bewildered 
around her. Her eyes light on the 
letters Elizabeth has left. Leaving 
the door open, she goes to the table 
and looks at them. She picks up a 
letter, and whispers, visibly agi- 
tated) For me. . . . What can it 
mean . . . ? (She tears open the 
letter, and reads it with little gasp- 
ing exclamations) Oh . . . ! No, 
no ... 1 Married . . . ! No . . . ! 
Oh ... Oh ... 1 
(She looks up from the letter, her 
face transformed with terror and 
excitement; then suddenly sits back 
on the sofa and goes into shrieks 
and peals of hysterical laughter. 
The noise is appalling- After a mo- 
ment there are voices, and steps 
outside, and george, <;harles, and 
OCTAVIUS enter almost simultane- 
ously. GEORGE is dressed for din- 
ner; but the other two have not yet 
finished their toilet.) 

GEORGE. Arabel! 

CHARLES. For God's sake! 


GEORGE. Arabel! What on earth— ^ 

OCTAVIUS. High-strikes! B-by Jove! 
(arabel laughs on.) 

GEORGE (taking one of her handa 
and slapping it). Stop that, Arabel! 
Stop it at once! 

ARABEL (half gasping, half shriek^ 
ing). Married— gone— married— gone 

(She goes into another wild 

peal of laughter.) 

GEORGE. Be quiet! (Slaps her hand 
again) Fetch some water some 
one . . . 

OCTAVIUS. Eau-de-Cologne . . . 
(ALFRED, SEPTIMUS, and HENRY, 

two of them dressed, the other 
without coat and collar, enter hur^ 
riedly.) 

ALFRED. What's the matter? 

henry. Is Ba ill? Arabel! 

ARABEL (gaspingly). She’s married 
—she's gone— married— gone . . . 
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(HENRIETTA enters in her cloak 
and bonnet. She stands for a mo- 
ment, wide-eyed, taking in the 
scene) Married and gone—Married 
and gone. . . . 

(She moans and sobs. Realisation 
begins to dawn on the brothers.) 

CHARLES. What does she mean? 
Where’s Ba? 

SEPTIMUS. Married and gone— she s 
mad I 

GEORGE (taking arabel by the 
shoulder). Arabel-what do you 
mean? 

OCTAVIUS. Married ... I 
(HENRIETTA Suddenly pushes them 
aside, seizes arabel by the shoul- 
ders and vigorously shakes her.) 

HENRIETTA. Arabel! Arabel! Pull 
yourself together at once! . . . 
Where’s Ba? . . . Answer me! 

. . . Where’s Ba? 

ARABEL (gaspingly) . She— she’s m- 
m-married Mr. Robert Brown- 
ing. . . . 

HENRIETTA (in a whisper) . Mar- 
ried . . . 

(Consternation among the brothers 
and amazed exclamations:— * Mar- 
ried!'* — '^Married!** — *'It cant be 
true!**— 'Robert Browning!**— 'Good 
God!** . . .) 

HENRIETTA (tO ARABEL, who iS Still 
sobbing). Where is she? 

ARABEL. *She— she’s gone. . . . 

Those letters She’s written to— 

to all of us. . . . She— she’s gone. 
. . . (OCTAVIUS has pounced on the 
letters.) 


OCTAVIUS. F-for you. (Hands a 
letter to Henrietta. She tears it 
open and reads) George— Henry— 
Alfred— Seplimus—Charles. 

(He hands them each a letter 
which is quickly torn open and read 
with muttered exclamations:— 
"Good God!**— "Impossible!**— "Mar- 
ried!**— "A week ago—**) 

GEORGE. Yes, she was married last 
Saturday. 

OCTAVIUS (holding up a letter). 
And this letter is for P-papa. 

(A frightened silence falls on them. 
Only HENRIETTA looks before her 
with an inscrutable smile on her 
face. ) 

ARABEL (in a shuddering whisper). 
P-P-papa. . . . 

SEPTIMUS. Is he in? 

GEORGE. Dressing for dinner. 

OCTAVIUS. What’s to be d-done? 

HENRY. Some one must give him 
Ba’s letter. 

HENRIETTA (in fl dear voice). Let 
me. I should love to. 

ARABEL (in a terrified whisper). 
Oh, hush-hush . . . 

(She points tremblingly to the door. 
They all hold their breath. In the 
pause one hears the sound of ap- 
proaching footsteps. Then barrett, 
in evening hress, appears on the 
threshold. He looks at his assem- 
bled family in stern amazement. 
No one stirs.) 

BARRETT. What is the meaning of 
this? (No one stirs or replies) Who 
was making that hideous noise just 
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now? {No one stirs or replies) Why 
are you gentlemen half-dressed? 
(No one stirs or replies. A pause. 
Then sharply) Where is Elizabeth? 
(A silence. He passes into the room. 
With a stifled cry, arabel rises and 
clings on to Henrietta’s arm) Do 
you hear me? ... {To Henri- 
etta) Where is your sister? 

HENRIETTA {freeing herself from 
ararel and picking up the letter). 
She left you this letter. 

BARRETT {without touching it, in 
a low voice, his face becoming a 
mask) . Left me. . . . What do you 
mean? 

HENRIETTA. She left letters for all 
of us. This is yours. 

{His eyes fixed on her face, he 
slowly takes the letter from her. 
He is about to open it when she 
suddenly seizes his arm. . . . Pas- 
sionately, entreatingly) You must 
forgive her, Papa— you must forgive 
her— not for her sake— but for yoursi 
I thought I hated you, but I don’t. 
I pity you— I pity you. . . . And 
if you’ve any pity for yourself— 
forgive her. . . . 

{He looks at her steadily for a mo- 
ment; then puts her away from 
him. He opens and reads the letter. 
Nothing but his quickened breath- 
ing betrays the fury of emotions 
seething in him. His face, when at 
last he raises it from the letter, is 
a white mask. He stands motion- 
less, staring before him and me- 
chanically folding andrefolding the 
letter. He turns and walks to the 
window, and his gait somehow 


gives the impression that he is 
blind. He throws open the window 
and stands in front of it with his 
hack to the room and his hands 
clasped behind him, grasping the 
letter. The movement of his shoul- 
ders shows that he is breathing 
quickly and heavily. No one stirs.) 

BARRETT {half to himself, turning 
from the window). Yes— yes. . . . 
Her dog. ... (A smile of inde- 
scribable ugliness flickers across his 
face) Yes— I’ll have her dog. . . . 
Octavius. 

OCTAVIUS. Sir? 

BARRETT. Her dog must be de- 
stroyed. At once. 

HENRIETTA. But 

BARRETT {sUghtly raising his 
voice). You will take it to the vet 
—tonight. . . . You understand 
me? . . . Tonight. (A pause) 
You understand me? 

OCTAVIUS {desperately). I really 
d-don’t see what the p-poor little 
beast has d-done to 

BARRETT {ominously) . You under- 
stand me? 

HENRIETTA {vainly trying to con- 
trol the triumph in her voice). In 
her letter to me Ba writes that she 
has taken Flush with her. . . . 

(A silence, barrett stands per- 
fectly still, staring straight before 
him and mechanically tearing Eliz- 
abeth’s letter into little pieces, 
which drop to his feet.) 


THE CURTAIN FALLS 




Dangerous Comer 

BY J. B. PRIESTLEY 



ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 

COPYRIGHT, 1932, BY J. B. PRIESTLEY 

Caution: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that Dangerous 
Corner, being fully protected under the copyright laws of the United 
States of America, the British Empire, including thcgDominion of Canada, 
and all other countries of the Copyright Union, is subject to a royalty. 
All rights, including professional, amateur, motion pictures, recitation, 
public reading, radio broadcasting, and the rights of translation into for- 
eign languages are strictly reserved. In its present form the play is dedi- 
cated to the reading public only. All inquiries, regarding this play should 
be addressed to Samuel French, at 25 West 45th Street, New York, N. Y., 
or 811 West 7th Street, Los Angeles, Calif. 



Dangerous Corner was first produced in America at the Empire Theatre, 
New York City, by Harry Moses on October 27, 1932, and closed on 
May 10, 1933. The following is the original cast: 


Maud Mockridge, a novelist 
Olwen Peel, secretary to the publishers 
Freda Chatfield, Robert’s wife 
Betty Whitehouse, Gordon’s wife 
Charles Stanton, one of the publishers 
Gordon Whitehouse, Freda’s brother 
Robert Chatfield, head of the publishing firm 


Jane Wheatley 
Mary Servoss 
Jean Dixon 
Barbara Robbins 
Stanley Ridges 
Cecil Holm 
Colin Keith-Johnston 


Directed by Elsa Lazareff 
Setting by Woodman Thompson 


Scene: Living room of the Chatfield country home, after dinner. 




DANGEROUS CORNER 


ACT ONE 


Living room of the Chatfield country home, after dinner, 
FOUR WOMEN discovered sitting and talking. 


MISS MOCKRiDGE {seated chair Left 
of table lighting cigarette). And 
what do you say this novel is 
called? 

OLWEN {seated down Left). The 
Sleeping Dog. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. The Sleeping 
Dog. I must remember that. When 
will you publish it? 

OLWEN. Next spring, I suppose. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. I mUSt loolc OUt 
for it. 

OLWEN. We’ll send you a copy. If 
you’re here when it comes out, I’ll 
give you a ring about it. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Oh, of COUrSC 

you’re in the city office now. 


Betty and Robert and I are here-^ 
and the single ones, Olwen and 
Stanton, are in the city ofiBce. 

OLWEN. And come back here every 
time there’s the smallest excuse- 
Only I haven’t the luck to have as 
many excuses as Charles Stanton 
has. But I do my best. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. I’m sure you do. 
So would I. {To olwen) Miss Peel, 
I think you ought to marry Mr. 
Stanton, (olwen laughs. To the 
other two) Don’t you think she 
ought to marry Mr. Stanton? 

OLWEN. Oh? Why shuld I? 

BETTY {seated Lep arm of chair 
Right of table). I didn’t know you 
were a match-maker. Miss Mock- 
ridge. 


OLWEN. Yes, I am. Though I still 
come up here as often as I can. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. You know you 
people make such an intimate little 
group that you confuse me. I can’t 
make out who’s here and who’s in 
the city office. 

FREDA {seated chair Right of table 
smoking cigarette) . It’s very simple. 
It’s so arranged now that the mar- 
ried ones— my brother Gordon and 


MISS MOCKRIDGE. I’m uot. In the 
ordinary way, I consider it a dis- 
gusting business. But I like things 
symmetrical. I like a neat pattern. 
And you see, if you married Mr. 
Stanton, that would complete the 
pattern here. Then you’d have your 
.three directors, and also three pairs 
of adoring husbands and wives. 

FREDA. I must say the adoring hus- 
bands don’t seem in a hurry to join 
their wives tonight. 
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BETTY (turning head Right ) . Aren’t 
they pigs! What’s keeping them? 

FREDA. Well, I think I know one 
thing that’s keeping them. Robert 
has just acquired some old brandy 
that he’s terribly proud of (sudden 
burst of laughter from men off), 
and I suppose they’re sampling 
that. 

MISS MOCKRiDGE. They’re probably 
laughing at something very im- 
proper. 

BETTY. No. I know them. It’s just 
gossip. Men like gossip. 

FREDA. Of course they do. 

OLWEN. Well, why shouldn’t they? 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Exactly. Why 
shouldn’t they? People who don’t 
like gossip aren’t interested in their 
fellow creatures. So I insist upon 
my three publishers gossiping. 

BETTY. Yes, but they always say it’s 
business. I don’t mind Gordon 
drinking Robert’s old brandy— and 
I don’t mind him gossiping. But I 
do object to him coming in— as he 
will, you’ll see— looking very impor- 
tant and pretending he knows all 
the secrets of the publishing busi- 
ness. 

FREDA. Well, Betty, you may know 
Gordon better than I do, but even 
if he is your husband, he’s my 
brother and I’ve known him long 
enough to realise he has to look 
important now and again about 
something rather absurd. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. I hope you don’t 
mean by that, Mrs. Chatfield, that 
you think the publishing business 


absurd. As a woman who gets her 
living through it, I protest. 

OLWEN. And as another woman 
who also gets her living by it— 
though in a humbler capacity— I 
also protest. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Meanwhile, I’m 
almost prepared to marry Mr. Stan- 
ton myself to be one of your 
charmed circle here. What a snug 
little group you are! 

FREDA. Are we? 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Well, aren’t you? 

FREDA. Snug little group! How 
awful. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Not awful at all. 
I think it’s charming. 

FREDA. It sounds disgustiug. 

BETTY. Yes, like Dickens or a 
Christmas card. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. And Very nice 
things to be like, too, let me tell 
you. In these days almost too good 
to be true. 

BETTY. Oh, why should it be? 

OLWEN. I didn’t know you were 
such a pessimist. Miss Mockridge. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Didn’t you? Then 
you don’t read the reviews of my 
books— and ycXi ought to, you know, 
being an employee of my pub- 
lishers. I shall complain of that to 
my three directors when they come 
in. Certainly I’m a pessimist. I’m 
an intelligent woman. (Snufffling) 
But I didn’t mean in that way, of 
course. I think it’s wonderful here. 



DANGEROUS CORNER 


FREDA, it is rather nice here. We ve 
been lucky. 

OLWEN. It s enchanting. I hate to 
leave it. 

MISS MOCKRiDGE. Tm surc you do. 
It must be comforting to be all so 
settled. 

FRiiDA. Quite the cosy little nest! 

BETTY. Oh, talking about nests! 
What about that white bird that 
comes into your garden nearly 
every night? (Risingf Do you sup- 
pose we might see it now? 

FREDA (rising). We might try. It 
usually comes about this time. Per- 
haps we might get a glimpse of it. 
(Crosses up to Right side of win- 
dow) That is, if it’s condescending 
to visit us tonight. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE (rising). That 
sounds interesting. (Crosses up to 
window Centre) What does it look 
like? 

FREDA (pulling curtains open). I 
suppose it’s a white owl. But it 
looks like the ghost of a bird. 

( OLWEN rises and crosses up to 
window. ) 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. How exciting! 

BETTY. I can’t see anything at all. 

FREDA (crosses Right to light 
switch). Just a second, I’ll turn out 
the lights. (FREDA switches off the 
lights and the stage is in complete 
darkness, except for the moonlight 
which silhouettes the four women 
against the window, and a light 
from the hall coming through the 
half-open door up Right. After a 
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moment* s pause there is the sound 
of a revolver shot off stage Right. 
BETTY gives a sharp little scream. 
Startled exclamations from the other 
three women, freda advances to- 
ward the door) Robert, Robert, 
what was that! (Pause) ROB- 
ERT!!! 

Robert’s voice (off Right). It’s all 
right. I was showing them my gun 
and took a crack at a flower pot. 
(freda switches on the lights.) 

Gordon’s voice (off Right). Pretty 
good shot. . . . 

Robert’s voice. And what’s more 
I hit it! 

Stanton’s voice (off Right). Pretty 
lucky I’ll say. . . . 

Robert’s voice. We’ll be in in a 
minute! 

FREDA. I should hope so. Those 
idiots firing Robert’s revolver out 
of the window! 

(Crosses Left. When the lights go 
up, BETTY is discovered Right Cen- 
tre.) 

BETTY (crosses down to below 
couch). You ought to take it away 
from him. They nearly frightened 
the life out of me. 

(miss MOCKRIDGE abovc cJiair 
Right. Moves down and sits as 
Betty speaks.) 

• 

FREDA (crosses Left). There’s no 
chance of seeing our bird now. 
If it was there, it must have cleared 
out pretty quickly. 

BETTY. I should say so—after all 
^that racket. (Sits on sofa Right.) 
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OLWEN {Left chair Left of table, 
moves down below chair Left of 
table). Perhaps it will come back 
later. (Sits.) 

FREDA (crosses down Left between 
piano and chair Left of table). No, 
no, I hardly think so. IVe never 
caught sight of it much after ten. 

MISS MOCKRiDGE. I suppose you all 
miss your brother-in-law. He used 
to be up here with you too, didn’t 
he? 

FREDA (stopping Left of chair Left 
of table and turning Right). You 
mean Roberts brother, Martin? 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. YcS. 

FREDA (crosses down Right). What 
made you think of Martin just 
then? 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Well, I don’t 
quite know. He just came into my 
head, I suppose. 

FREDA (sits Right end settee). It 
must have been the shot. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Oh, suToly not. I 
was away at the time and never 
quite understood what happened. 
Something rather dreadful, wasn’t 
it? I’m sorry if I— 

FREDA. No. It’s all right. It was 
very distressing for us at the time, 
but it’s done with now. Martin shot 
himself. It happened a year ago-- 
last October in fact-at his own 
cottage about twenty miles from 
here. 

MBS MOCKRIDGE. Oh, yes. Dreadful 
business, of course. I only met him 
twice, I think. I remember I 


thought him very amusing and 
charming. He was very handsome, 
wasn’t he? (Enter stanton and 

GORDON.) 

OLWEN. Yes, very handsome. 

STANTON (on platform). Who’s 
very handsome? 

FREDA. Not you, Charles. 

STANTON (crosses down steps Left 
and continues Left to up Centre). 
Well, who is it? Or is it a secret? 

GORDON (crosses down step Right). 
They must have been talking about 
me. Betty, why do you let them 
rave about your husband like that? 
(Crosses to Left end of sofa.) 

BETTY. Darling, I’m sure you’ve 
had too much manly gossip and 
old brandy, (stanton crosses 
Right Centre) You’re beginning to 
look purple in the face and bloated 
—a typical financier. 

(GORDON crosses up Left to piano. 
Enter robert. Closes door.) 

ROBERT. Why so dim?— ( Switching 
on extra light) Sorry about that 
gun, Freda. (Crosses down steps 
Right) It was stupid. I hope it 
didn’t frighten anybody. (Crosses 
to below sofa.) 

FREDA. As a matter of fact, it did. 
All of us. 

miss MOCKRiDfcE. Ycs, and I’d just 
been saying what a charming little 
group you’v'3 made here, all of you. 

ROBERT. I'm glad you think so. 

miss MOCKRIDGE. I think you’ve all 
been lucky. 
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ROBERT (sits 6ofa Right of betty). 
I agree, we have. 

STANTON (Left of chair Left), Its 
not all luck. Miss Mockridge. You 
see, we all happen to be nice easy- 
going people. 

ROBERT. Except Betty— She s ter- 
ribly wild. 

STANTON. That’s only because Gor- 
don doesn’t beat her often enough— 
yet. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. You See, Miss 
Peel, Mr. Stanton is still the cynical 
bachelor. I’m afraid he rather spoils 
the picture. 

STANTON. Oh. You must have a 
dark relief— ( Crosses to chair down 
Left and siis,) 

GORDON (crosses Left. Picks up 
radio section of Times from piano, 
crosses Right to Left of sofa). I 
wonder if there’s any dance music 
on the radio tonight? 

ROBERT. I hope not. Let’s be quiet. 
(GORDON crosses up to radio) What 
have you people been talking 
about? 

FREDA. Olwen has been telling us 
about The Sleeping Dog, 

ROBERT. The Sleeping Dog? Oh yes 
—that novel we’re going to publish, 
the one she’s so keen on. 

STANTON. Why does he call it that? 

OLWEN. Don’t you know the prov- 
erb— Let Sleeping Dogs Lie? 

STANTON. Where does that come 
into it? 
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FREDA. From what Olwen says, the 
sleeping dog represents truth. 

OLWEN. Yes, and the chief char- 
acter— the husband— insisted upon 
disturbing it. 

ROBERT. Well, he was quite right 
to disturb it. 

STANTON. Was he? I think it a very 
sound idea— the truth as a sleeping 
dog. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. But of course we 
do spend too much of our time 
telling lies and acting them. 

BETTY. Oh, but one has to. I’m 
always fibbing. I do it all day long. 

GORDON (still at radio). You do. 
darling. You do. 

BETTY. It’s the secret of my charm. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Very likely. But 
we meant something more serious. 

ROBERT. Serious or not. I'm all for 
it coming out. It’s healthy. 

STANTON (picks up puzzle from 
table). I think telling the truth is 
about as healthy as skidding round 
a corner at sixty. 

FREDA. And life’s got a lot of dan- 
gerous corners— hasn’t it Charles? 

STANTON. It can have— if you don’t 
choose your route well. To lie or 
not to lie— what do you think, Ol- 
wen? You’re looking terribly wise. 

OLWEN. I agree with you. I think 
telling everything is dangerous. The 
point is, I think— there’s truth and 
truth. 
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GORDON. I always agree to that. 
Something and something. 

STANTON. Keep quiet, Gordon. 
(GORDON sits arm of chair up Left) 
Go on, Olwcn. 

MISS MOGKRTDGE. YeS— gO On. 

OLWEN. Well— tlie real truth— that 
is, every single little thing, with 
aothing missing at all, wouldn't be 
dangerous. I suppose that’s God's 
truth. But what most people mean 
by truth is only half the real truth. 
It doesn’t tell you all that went on 
inside everybody. It simply gives 
you a lot of facts that happened to 
have been hidden away and were 
perhaps a lot better hidden away. 
It's rather treacherous stuff. 

GORDON (rises, crosses down Left 
of MISS mockridge). Yes, like the 
muck they drag out of everybody 
in the law courts. Where were you 
on the night of the 27th of No- 
vember? Answer yes or no. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE (looking at cor- 
don). Yes! (Turns to olwen as 
GORDON crosses up to radio) I'm 
not convinced, Miss Peel. I'm ready 
to welcome what you call half the 
truth— the facts. 

ROBERT. So am I. I’m all for it. 

FREDA. You would be, Robert. 

ROBERT. What do you mean by 
that, Freda? 

FREDA. Anything, nothing. (Rises) 
Let's talk about something more 
amusing. (Crosses to table down 
Left) Who wants a drink? Drinks, 
Robert. And cigarettes. ( Robert 
rises, crosses to drinks, freda 


takes up musical cigarette box from 
table Left, being careful to keep it 
closed. Turns towards miss mock- 
ridge) A cigarette. Miss Mock- 
ridge? (Offering the box.) 

iMiss mockridge (rises). No, 
thanks. I'm a slave to my own 
brand. (Crosses up to piano. Picks 
up her bag and continues to chair 
up Left.) 

FREDA (crosses to OLWEN ). Cigar- 
ette, Olwen? (olwen rises.) 

OL^vEN (as FREDA crosses. Taking 
the box) . Oh, I remember that box. 
It plays a tunc, doesn't it? I re- 
member the tunc. (Opens the box) 
Yes, it's the Wedding March, isn't 
it? (She takes a cigarette, as the 
box plays.) 

ROBERT (crosses to Right arm of 
chair Right of table). Good, isn't 
it? 

FREDA (taking the box from olwen 
and snapping it shut) . It can't have 
been this box you remember. ( miss 
MOCKRIDGE sHs chair up Left) This 
is the first time I've had it out. 

olwen. It belonged to Martin, 
didn't it? lie showed it to me. 

FREDA. He couldn't have shown it 
to you, Olwen. He hadn't got it 
when you saw him last. 

STANTON. Hf)w do you know, 
Freda? 

FREDA (turning Left). That doesn't 
matter. I know. Martin couldn't 
have shown you this box, Olwen. 
(Crosses up to piano and puts box 
down . ) 
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OLWEN {to Freda’s hack). Couldn’t 
he? . . . {Turns to Robert) No, 
perhaps he couldn’t. {Sits chair 
Left of table) I suppose I got 
mixed up. I must have seen a box 
like this somewhere else and then 
pushed it on to poor Martin be- 
cause he was always so fond of 
things like this. {Sits chair Left of 
table.) 

ROBERT {crosses to OLWEN ). Ol- 
wen. I’m going to be rather rude, 
but I know you won’t mind. You 
know you suddenly stopped telling 
the truth then, didn’t you? {Strikes 
match and lights cigarette for ol- 
^VEN) You’re absolutely positive 
that this is the box Martin showed 
you, just as Freda is equally pos- 
itive it isn’t. 

OLWEN. Well, does that matter? 

GORDON {fiddling with radio). Not 
a hoot. I’m trying to find some 
dance music, but this thing has 
suddenly decided not to function. 

ROBERT. Then don’t fiddle about 
with it. 

BETTY. Don’t bully Gordon. 

ROBERT. Well, you stop him. 

BETTY. Stop it, Gordon! (cordon 
turns off radio.) 

ROBERT. No. I don’t suppose it does 
matter, Olwen, but after what we’d 
been saying, I couldnt help think- 
ing that it was rather an odd, pro- 
voking situation. 

MISS MOCKRiDGE. Just what I was 
thinking— it’s all terribly provok- 
ing—. More about the cigarette box, 
pleasel 
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FREDA {crosses down). It’s all per- 
fectly simple. . . . 

OLWEN. Wait a minute, please, 
Freda. I don’t think it is all per- 
fectly simple, but I can’t see that 
it matters now. 

FREDA. I don’t understand you. 

ROBERT. Neither do I. First you 
say it can’t have been the same box 
and now you say it’s not all per- 
fectly simple and begin to hint at 
grand mysteries. I believe you’re 
hiding something, Olwen, and that 
isn’t like you. Either that box you 
saw was \Iartin’s or it wasn’t— 

STANTON. Oh, damn that box. 
(FREDA turns, moves up to piano.) 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Oh, but Mr. Stan- 
ton, we’d like to hear— 

STANTON. Sorry— but I hate a box 
that plays tunes. Let’s forget it. 

GORDON {crosses down Right above 
chair Right). Yes, and Martin too. 
He isn’t here— and we are. 

ROBERT. Gordon, please— {Turns 
out up below piano bench.) 

GORDON. Don’t let’s mention Martin 
or think about him. He’s dead. 

FREDA. Well, there’s no need to be 
tragic about it, Gordon. One would 
think you owned Martin, to heai 
you talk. 

BfeTTY (cordon tums Right). In- 
stead of which, nobody owned 
Martin. He belonged to himself. 
He had some sense. 

ROBERT {crosses down Centre to 
above table), Vhat does all that 
mean, Betty? 
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BETTY. It means that Fm being 
rather stupid and that you re all 
talking a lot of rot and that I think 
Im going to have a headache any 
minute. 

ROBERT (crosses to chair Right of 
table). Is that all? 

BETTY. Isn't that quite enough? 

ROBERT (sits chair Right of table). 
More about the box, Freda, (cor- 
don sits arm of sofa,) 

FREDA (crosses down), I wish you 
wouldn’t be so absurdly persistent, 
Robert. It came to us with some 
other of Martin's things from the 
cottage. I put it away and this is 
the first time it's been out here. 
Now the last time Olwen was at 
Martin's cottage was that Saturday 
when we all went over— you re- 
member, at the very beginning of 
October. (Sits Left end of settee 
facing Right,) 

GORDON. Gosh— yes. What a day 
that was. And a marvellous night, 
wasn't it? That was the time we all 
sat in the garden for hours and 
Martin told us all about those ridic- 
ulous people he'd stayed with in 
Cornwall- the handwoven people. 

BETTY. Yes— and the long, long thin 
woman who always said "Do you 
belong?" 

GORDON. I don't think I ever had 
a better day. We'll never have an- 
other like that. 

ROBERT (rises, crosses up to 
drinks). Yes, it was a good day. 
Though I'd no idea you felt so 
deeply about it, Gordon. (Pours 
drink,) 


FREDA. Neither had anybody else. 
Gordon seems to have decided that 
he ought to be sentimental every 
time Martin is mentioned. 

BETTY. I suspect it's Robert's old 
brandy. And those enormous 
glasses. They go to his head. 

GORDON. Well, where do you want 
them to go to? 

ROBERT (crosses to back of chair 
Right of table with drink). The 
point is then, that that first Satur- 
day in October was the last time 
Olwen was at Martin's cottage— 

FREDA. Yes, and I know that he 
hadn't got this cigarette box then. 

ROBERT. No, he'd have shown it to 
us if he'd had it then. As a matter 
of fact, I never remember seeing 
the thing at the cottage. So there 
you are, Olwen. 

OLWEN. There I am. 

ROBERT. Yes, but— hang it all— 
where are you? 

OLWEN. You are a baby, Robert. I 
don’t know where I am. Out of 
the dock or the witness box, I hope. 

MISS MOCKRiDGE. Oh, no, that 
would be too disappointing. 

BETTY. You know, that wasnt the 
last time yoy were at the cottage, 
Olwen. Don't you remember, you 
and I ran over the next Sunday 
afternoon, to see Martin about those 
little etchings? 

OLWEN. Yes. 

ROBERT. Yes, that's true. 
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BETTY. But I don’t remember his 
showing us this cigarette box. In 
fact, I Ve never seen it before. 

STANTON. Neither have I, and I 
don’t think I ever want to see it 
again. I never heard such a lot of 
fuss about nothing. 

FREDA {to Stanton). I agree with 
you, Charles. (To olwen) But I 
may as well tell you— if only to 
have done with it— that Martin 
couldn’t have shown it to you that 
Sunday anyhow, because he hadn’t 
got it then. 

STANTON. You sccm to know a lot 
about that box, Freda. 

GORDON. That’s just what I was 
going to say. Why are you so grand 
and knowing about it? 

BETTY. I know why. You gave it to 
him. 

ROBERT. Did you, Freda? 

FREDA. Yes, I gave it to him. 

ROBERT. That’s queer. I don’t mean 
it’s queer your giving it to him— 
why shouldn’t you? But your never 
mentioning it. When did you give it 
to him? Where did you pick it up? 

FREDA. That’s easily explained. You 
remember the day before that 
awful Saturday? You were staying 
in town, and I came up for the day. 
Well, I happened to see the ciga- 
rette box in a shop. It was amusing 
and rather cheap, so I bought it 
and had it sent parcel post to Mar- 
tin. 

ROBERT. Oh! so that he never got 
it until that last Saturday. 


FREDA. Yes. 

ROBERT (crosses Right to platform 
Left, puts down glass). Well, that’s 
that. 

GORDON. I’m sorry, Freda, but it’s 
not quite so simple as all that. You 
mustn’t forget tliat I was with Mar- 
tin at the cottage that very Satur- 
day morning. 

ROBERT. Well, what about it? 

CORDON. Well, I was there when 
the parcel post came, with the 
letters in the morning. I remember 
Martin had a parcel of books— I 
don’t forget anything about that 
morning, and neither would you if 
you’d been dragged into that hell- 
ish inquest (rises), as I was. 
(Crosses Right end of table Cen- 
tre) But he didn’t have that ciga- 
rette box. 

FREDA. I suppose it must have ar- 
rived by the afternoon post then. 
What does it matter? 

GORDON. It doesn’t matter at all, 
Freda darling, except that parcels 
are never delivered there by the 
afternoon post. 

FREDA. Yes, they are. 

GORDON. No. 

FREDA. How do you know? 
(ROBERT crosses down Left of Left 
drm of sofa,) 

GORDON. Because Martin used to 
grumble about it and say that he 
always got books and manuscripts 
a day late. That cigarette box didn’t 
arrive in the morning, because I 
saw the post opened, and it could- 
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n"t have been delivered in the 
afternoon. Freda, I don't believe 
you ever sent the box. You took it 
to Martin yourself. You did, didn't 
you? 

FREDA. You are a fool, Gordon. 

Gg|lDON. Possibly. But, you did take 
it to Martin, didn’t you? 

ROBERT. Did you? 

FREDA. Well, if you must know— I 
did. 

ROBERT. Freda! 

GORDON. I thought so. (Cwsses up 
Left to back of chair Left of table. ) 

ROBERT {crosses Left to table Cen- 
tre). But, Freda, if you went to the 
cottage to give Martin the box after 
Gordon had left, you must have 
seen Martin later than anybody, 
only a few hours before he— before 
he shot himself. 

FREDA. I did. I saw him shortly 
before dinner. 

ROBERT. But why have you never 
said anything about it? Why didn't 
you come forward at the inquest? 
You could have given evidence. 

FREDA. I could, but why should I? 
What good would it have done? It 
was bad ^ough Gordon having 
to do it— 

GORDON. It was hell. 

FREDA. If it could have helped 
Martin, I'd have gone. But it could- 
n’t have helped anybody. ( Gordon 
crosses up Left to radio.) 


STANTON. That's true. You were 
quite right. 

ROBERT. Yes, I can understand that. 
But why didn't you tell me? Why 
did you keep it to yourself, why 
have you kept it to yourself all this 
time? You were the very last per- 
son to talk to Martin. 

FREDA. Was I the last person? 

ROBERT. You must have been. 

FREDA. Then what about Olwen? 

ROBERT. Olwen? Oh— the cigarette 
box. 

FREDA. Yes, of course— the cigarette 
box. ( STANTON rises, turns out 
Left) Martin didn't get that box 
until late Saturday afternoon, and 
Olwen admitted that he showed it 
to her. 

BETTY. No, she didn't. She said it 
was some other box, and I vote we 
believe her and have done with it. 

MISS mockridge. No, no— Mrs. 
Whitehouse— 

BETTY. Yes, I do. It's all wrong 
going on and on like this. 

STANTON {crosses up Left piano 
bench). And I second that. 

ROBERT. And I don't. 

f 

BETTY. Oh! But Robert. 

ROBERT. I'm sorry, Betty. After all 
you don't come into this. Martin 
was my brother and I don't like 
all these mysteries and I've a right 
to know. 
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OLWEN. All right, Robert. But must 
you know now? 

FREDA. I don’t see the necessity. 
(Rises) But then I didn’t see why 
I should have been cross-examined, 
with the entire approval of the 
company, apparently. But now that 
it’s your turn, Olwen, I’ve no doubt 
that Robert will relent. (Turns out 
Left.) 

ROBERT. I don’t see why you should 
say that, Freda. 

FREDA (turning in). You might as 
well admit it, Olwen. Martin 
showed you that box, didn’t he? 
So you must have seen him, you 
must have been at the cottage that 
Saturday night. 

OLWHEN. Yes, he did show me the 
box. That was after dinner—about 
nine o’clock— on that Saturday 
night. 

ROBERT. You were there? But this 
is crazy. First Freda— then you. And 
neither of you has said a word 
about it. 

OLWEN. I’m sorry, Robert. I 
couldn’t. 

ROBERT. But v/hy were you there? 

OL.WEN. I’d been worried about— 
something — something that I’d 
heard— it had been worrying me 
for days. I felt I had to see Martin 
to ask him about it. feo I motored 
up to see him. I had some dinner 
on the way, and got to the cottage 
just before nine. Nobody saw me 
go and nobody saw me leave— you 
know how quiet it was there. Like 
Freda, I thought it wouldn’t serve 
any good purpose to come forward 
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at the inquest— ( FREDA crosses to 
chair down Left and sits) so I did- 
n’t. That’s all. 

ROBERT. But you Can’t dismiss it 
like that. You must have been the 
very last person to talk to Martin. 
You must know something about it. 

OLWEN (rises). Please Robert! It’s 
all over and done with! Let’s leave 
it alone! (Crosses Left) We don’t 
mean to discuss it, do we, Freda? 
There’s nothing to discuss. It’s all 
over. 

ROBERT (olwen turns Right), But 
look here, Olwen, you must tell me 
this. Had your visit to Martin that 
night anything to do with the firm? 
You said you’d been worried about 
something. 

FREDA. Oh, Robert, please. 

ROBERT. I’m sorry, but I must know 
this. Was that something to do 
with that missing money? 

GORDON (crosses down Right), Oh 
—for God’s sake— don’t drag that 
money into it. We don’t want that 
all over again. Martin’s gone. Leave 
him alone, can’t you, and shut up 
about the rotten money. 

FREDA. Gordon, be quiet. You’re 
behaving like an hysterical child 
tonight. I’m sure we must be boring 
Miss Mockridge with aJl this! 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. No, no, I’m enjoy- 
ing it very much! 

GORDON (crosses up). I’m sorry! I 
beg your pardon. Miss Mockridge. 

FREDA. I think we’d better change 
the subject, Robert. 
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MISS MOCKRiDGE (rising). Not at 
all. Well, I think—Fd better be 
going! It must be getting late. 

FREDA (rises). Oh, no. 

ROBERT (turning up). Oh, don't go 
yet. 

MISS MOCKRrocE (crosscs) . The 
Pattersons said they'd send their 
car over for me to take me back. 
It hasn't arrived yet, do you know? 

ROBERT. Yes, I heard it when we 
left the dining room and I told the 
man to wait in the kitchen. I'll get 
hold of him for you. ( Turns^ crosses 
up to door and exits.) 

FREDA (crosses Centre). Oh, must 
you really go? 

MISS MOCKRTOGE. Yes, I really think 
I ought. It's at least half an hour's 
run to the Pattersons', and I don't 
suppose they like their car and 
chauffeur to be kept out too late. 
(FREDA crosses Right to platform. 
To Freda) Thank you so much. 
(To olwen) It's been so delightful 
seeing you all again. 

STANTON. Good-night Miss Mock- 
ridge. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE (CTOSSeS Up StepS 
Left. To BETTY). Good-bye, Mrs. 
Whitehouse. Good-bye. 

BETTY. Good-night. 

FREDA. I think you left your wrap 
in my room. Til get it for you. * 
(miss MOCKRIDGE exitS. FREDA foU 
lows and shuts door, stanton 
crosses down Right to drinks.) 

GORDON (crosses to chair Left of 
table). I'm glad she's gone, (ol- 
wen sits chair down L^.) 


BETTY. I am too! I can't bear that 
woman. (Crosses to table Centre) 
She reminds me too much of a 
geometry teacher I used to have. 
(Sits chair Right of table.) 

STANTON. I've always suspected 
your geometry, Betty. (Picks up 
glass) Drink, Gordon? 

GORDON (lighting cigarette). No, 
thanks. 

STANTON (fixing drink). That was 
mean—. Because after all she's not 
at all a bad novelist. I don't mean 
she's just a good seller, but she's 
a good novelist too. Why is it there 
seems to be always something 
rather unpleasant about good nov- 
elists? 

GORDON (sits chair Left of table). 
I give it up. But I don't call Maud 
Mockridge a good novelist, Charles! 

BETTY. I'll bet she's a good gos- 
siper. 

STANTON (crosses down). She is. 
She's notorious for it. She'll em- 
broider that cigarette box story and 
have it all around town within a 
week. The Pattersons will have it 
tonight, to begin with. It must have 
been agony for her to go away and 
not hear any more. (Sits Right end 
of sofa facing Left.) 

GORDON. She wouldn't have gone 
if she'd thou^t she'd have heard 
any more. But she's got enough to 
go on with. She'll probably start a 
new novel in the morning and we'll 
all be in it. 

BETTY. Well, she'll have to use her 
imagination a bit about me. 
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STANTON. And me. Perhaps shell 
invent the most frightful vices for 
us, Betty. 

BETTY. She can’t really do much 
with what she’s just heard, you 
know. After all, why shouldn’t 
Freda have taken Martin a ciga- 
rette box, and why shouldn’t Olwen 
have gone to see him? 

OL^vEN {reading magazine). Yes, 
why not? 

BETTY. I’d forgotten you were 
there, Olwen. May I ask some- 
thing? After all I don’t think I’ve 
asked anybody anything, so far, 
have I? 

OLWEN. You may ask. I don’t prom- 
ise to answer. 

BETTY. I’ll risk it then. Were you 
in love with Martin, Olwen? 

OL\^^N. Not in the least. 

BETTY. I thought you weren’t. 

OLWEN. As a matter of fact, to be 
absolutely candid, I rather disliked 
him. 

BETTY. Yes, I thought so. 

GORDON {rises, crosses Left to ol- 
wen ) . Oh— rot. Ill never believe 
that, Olwen. You couldn’t dislike 
him. Nobody could. I don’t mean 
he hadn’t any faults or anything, 
but with him they just didn’t mat- 
ter. He was one of those people. 
You had to like him. He was Mar- 
tin. 

BETTY. In other words— your god. 
(cordon turns Right) You know, 
Gordon literally adored him. Didn’t 
you darling? 
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STANTON {rises, crosses to table 
Centre and puts down glass). Well, 
he could be fascinating. And he 
was very clever. I must admit the 
firm’s never been the same without 
him. {Crosses to Right end of sofa.) 

GORDON. I should think not. 

BETTY. How could it be? 

{Enter robert followed by freda 
who closes door.) 

ROBERT {crosses Centre between 
two chairs). Now we can thrash 
this out. 

OL\vEN. Oh, no, please, Robert. 
(GORDON turns up to piano and 
puts out cigarette.) 

ROBERT. I’m sorry, Olwen. But i 
want to know the truth now. 
There’s something very queer about 
all this. First Freda going to see 
Martin, and never saying a word 
about it. Then you going to see 
him, too, Olwen, and never saying 
a word about it either. It’s not good 
enough, (freda crosses down steps 
Left) You’ve both been hiding this 
all along. You may be hiding other 
things too. It’s about time some of 
us began telling the truth— for a 
change. 

FREDA ( between sofa and chair 
Right of table). Do you always tell 
the truth, Robert? 

ROBERT. I try to. 

• 

STANTON. Noble fellow. But don’t 
expect too much of us ordinary 
mortals. Spare our weaknesses. 
Pleasel 

FREDA {crosses Right) . What weak 
nesses? 
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STANTON. Anything you like, my 
dear Freda. Buying musical ciga- 
rette boxes, for instance. Tm sure 
that’s a weakness. 

IFBEDA. Or making rather too much 
use of ones little country cottage. 
I think that too under circum- 
stances might be described as a 
»veakness. {Turns out Left.) 

STANTON. Do you mean Martin’s 
cottage? I hardly ever went there. 

FREDA. No, I wasn’t thinking of 
Martin’s. {Sits couch Left.) 

STANTON. I’m afraid I don’t under- 
stand. 

ROBERT. Look here, what’s all this 
about? Are you starting now, Stan- 
ton? 

STANTON {turning out Right). Cer- 
tainly not. 

ROBERT. Well, I want to get to the 
bottom of this Martin business. And 
I want to do it now. 

GORDON. Oh, Lord, is this going to 
be another inquest? 

ROBERT. Well, it wouldn’t be neces- 
sary if we’d heard more of the 
truth perhaps when there was an 
inquest. And it’s up to you, Olwen. 
You were the last to see Martin. 
Why did you go to see him like 
that? Was it about the missing 
money? 

OLWEN. Yes, it was. 

ROBERT. Did you know then that 
Martin had t^en it? 


ROBERT. But you thought he had? 

OLWEN. I thought there was a pos- 
sibility he had. 

GORDON {turning up). You were 
all damned ready to think that. 

BETTY. Gordon, I want to go home 
now. 

ROBERT. So soon, Betty? 

BETTY. I’m going to have an awful 
headache if I stay any longer. I’m 
going home— {Rises.) 

GORDON. All right. Just a minute. 

STANTON. I’ll take you along, Betty, 
if Gordon wants to stay on. 

BETTY {crosses up Right to steps). 
No, I want Gordon to come along 
too. 

GORDON {crosses up Right). All 
right. But hang on a minute. 

BETTY. I tell you I want to go now. 
Take me home. 

ROBERT {taking her hand). Why, 
what’s the matter, Betty? 

BETTY. I don’t know. I’m stupid, I 
suppose. {Crosses up steps.) 

GORDON. All right. We’ll go. 

ROBERT. But, Betty, I’m awfully 
sorry if all tfeis stuflF has upset you. 

BETTY {on second step). Oh, don’t 
go on and on about it. Why can’t 
you leave things alone? {She rushes 
out.) 

GORDON. Well— good-night, every- 
body. {Exits.) 


OLWEN. No, 
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STANTON ( crosses up steps and 
turning). Til see these infants home 
and then turn in myself. 

OLWEN. Very good of you. 

STANTON. Yes, isn't it? Good-night. 
(Closes door.) 

FREDA. Good-night. (stanton 
exits.) 

ROBERT ( crosses down Right of 
chair Right of table). Now, Olwen, 
you can tell me exactly why you 
rushed to see Martin like that about 
the missing money. 

OLWEN (rises). We’re all being 
truthful now, aren’t we? 

ROBERT. I want to be. 

OLWEN. What about you, Freda? 

FREDA (rises, crosses Left above 
table Centre). Yes, yes, yes. I don’t 
care. What does it matter? 

ROBERT. Queer way of putting it. 

FREDA. Is it? Well sometimes, Rob- 
ert, I’m rather a queer woman. 
You’d hardly know me. (Crosses 
below chair up Left.) 

OLWEN. You started all this, you 
know, Robert. (Crosses up Right 
to below chair Left of table) Now 
it’s your turn. (Rises) Will you be 
truthful, with me? % 

ROBERT (crosses step down). Good 
God. Yes— of course I will. I loathe 
all these silly mysteries, (freda sits 
chair up Left) But it’s not my turn. 
I asked you a question that you 
haven’t answered yet. 
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OLWEN. I know you have. But I’m 
going to ask you one before I an- 
swer yours. I’ve been waiting to 
do it for some time but I’ve never 
had the chance or never dared. 
Now I don’t care. It might as well 
come out. Robert— did you take that 
money? 

ROBERT. Did I take the money? 
OLWEN. Yes. 

ROBERT. Of course not. You must 
be crazy, Olwen. Do you think 
even if I had taken it, I’d let Mar- 
tin shoulder the blame like that? 
But Martin took it, of course. We 
all know that. 

OLWEN (sits chair Left of table). 
Oh, what a fool I’ve been. 

ROBERT. I don’t understand. Surely 
you must have known that Martii^ 
took it. You can’t have been think- 
ing all this time that I did. 

OLWEN. Yes, I have. And I’ve not 
been thinking it— I’ve been tortur- 
ing myself with It. 

(freda rises, turns up to piano.) 

ROBERT. Damn it all— it doesn’t 
make sense. I might have taken 
the money— I suppose we’re all ca- 
pable of that, under certain circum 
stances— but never on earth coulc\ 
I let somebody else— and especially 
Martin, take the blame for it. Hov. 
could you think me capable of sucl 
a thing? I thought you were a 
friend of mine, Olwen— one of my 
best and oldest friends. 

FREDA. You might as well know, 
Robert— 

OLWEN. Oh, no, Freda. Please. 
Please. 
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FREDA {crosses to back of chair 
Left of table). Why not? What 
does it matter 1 (To Robert) You 
might as well know, Robert, and 
how you can be so dense baffles 
me, that Olwen is not a friend of 
yours. 

ROBERT. Of course she is! 

FREDA. She s not! She s a woman 
who's in love with you. A very dif- 
ferent thing! She’s been in love 
with you for ages! 

OLWEN. Freda, that’s damnably un- 
fair! That’s cruel! 

FREDA. It’s not going to hurt you, 
and he wanted the truth. Let him 
have it! 

ROBERT. I’m terribly sorry, Olwen. 
We’ve always been very good 
friends and I’ve always been very 
fond of you. 

OLWEN. Stop! Freda, that’s unfor- 
givable! You’d no right to say that! 

FREDA. But it’s true, isn’t it? 
(Crosses Right between two 
chairs) You wanted the truth, Rob- 
ert, and here it is— some of it. Ol- 
wen’s been in love with you for 
ages. I don’t know exactly how 
long, but I’ve been aware of it for 
the last eighteen months. Wives 
always are aware of these things. 
And, I’ll tell you now what I’ve 
longed to tell you for some time. 
I think you’re a fool for not being 
aware of it yourself, for not havilig 
responded to it, for not having done 
something drastic about it long 
before this. If somebody loves you 
like that, for God’s sake enjoy it, 
make the most of it, hold on to it, 
before it’s too late. (Turns out 
Left.) 


OLWEN. Freda, I understand now. 

FREDA. Understand what? 

OLWEN. About you. I ought to have 
understood before. 

(FREDA turns out up Left.) 

ROBERT (crosses up below chair up 
Right). If you mean by that, that 
you understand now Freda doesn’t 
care for me very much— you’re 
right. We’ve not been very happy 
together— somehow our marriage 
hasn’t worked. Nobody knows. 

FREDA (crosses Right to Robert). 
Of course they know. 

ROBERT. Do you mean you’ve told 
them? 

FREDA. Of course I haven’t. If you 
mean by them the people we know 
intimately— our own group here— 
(Crosses down Right to Left arm 
of sofa) they didn’t need to be 
told. 

ROBERT (crosses step). But Olwen 
has just said she understood about 
it for the first time. 

OLWEN. No, I knew about that be- 
fore, Robert. It was something else 
I’ve just— 

ROBERT (crosses Center). Well, 
what is it? 

OLWEN. I’d rather not explain. 

FREDA (facing Right). Being noble, 
now, Olwen? You needn’t, you 
know. We’re past that. 

OLWEN. No, it’s not that. It’s— it’s 
because I can’t talk about it. 
There’s something horrible to me 
about it. And I can’t tell you why. 
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FREDA. Something horrible! 

OLWEN. Yes, something really hor- 
rible. Don't let's talk about that 
side of it! 

FREDA. But Olwen . . . 

OLWEN. I'm sorry I said I under- 
stood. It just slipped out! Please! 

FREDA. Very well. But you've got 
to talk about that money now. You 
said you believed all along Robert 
had taken it. 

OLWEN. It looked to me as if he 
must have. 

ROBERT (steps down to olwen). 
But if you believed that, why didn't 
you say something? 

FREDA (sits platform above sofa). 
Oh, Robert— can't you see why she 
couldn't? 

ROBERT. You mean— she was shield- 
ing me? 

FREDA. Yes, of course. 

ROBERT. Olwen— I'm terribly sorry. 
I'd no idea. Though it's fantastic, 
I must say, that you could think 
I was that kind of man and yet you 
go on caring enough not to say 
anything. 

OLWEN. But it's not fantastic at all. 

FREDA. If you're in love with some- 
body, you're in love with them, 
and they can do all sOrts of things, 
be mean as hell, and you'll forgive 
them or just not bother about it. 
At least, some women will. 

ROBERT (crosses up to piano 
bench). I don't see that in you, 
Freda. 
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FREDA. Don't you? But there are 
a lot of things about me you don't 
see. (To olwen) But this is what 
I wanted to say, Olwen. If you 
thought that Robert had taken that 
money, then you knew that Martin 
hadn't. 

(ROBERT turns in Left.) 

OLWEN. Yes, I was sure— after I had 
talked with him that last night— 
that Martin hadn't taken it. 

FREDA. But you let us all think he 
had. 

OLWEN. I know. But it didn't seem 
to matter then. It couldn't hurt 
Martin any more. He wasn't there 
to be hurt. And I felt I had to keep 
quiet. 

ROBERT (crosses down Centre). Be- 
cause of me? 

OLWEN. Yes, because of you, Rob- 
ert. 

ROBERT. But Martin must have 
taken it. 

OLWEN. No. 

ROBERT (crosses down Centre), 
That's why he shot himself. He 
thought he'd be found out. He was 
terribly nervous— always was. And 
he simply couldn't face it. 

OLWEN (rises, crosses). No, it 
wasn't that at all. You must be- 
lieve me. I'm positive Martin never 
touched that money. 

(Turns out up Left.) 

FREDA. I've always thought it queei 
that he should. It wasn't his style 
at all— doing some sneaky work 
with a check. I knew he could be 
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vild—and rather cruel sometimes. 
But he couldn’t be a cautious cun- 
ning little sneak-thief. It wasn’t like 
him and he didn’t care at all about 
money. 

ROBERT. He spent enough of it. He 
was badly in debt. 

FREDA (rises). Yes, but that’s just 
the point. He didn’t mind being in 
debt. He could have cheerfully 
gone on being in debt. Money sim- 
ply didn’t matter. Now, you loathe 
it. You’re entirely different. 
(Crosses Right helow sofa.) 

OLWEN (crosses to hack of chair 
Left of table) . Yes, that was one of 
the reasons I thought that you— 

ROBERT. Yes, I see that. Though I 
think those fellows who don’t care 
about money, who don’t mind be- 
ing in debt, are just the sort who 
might help themselves to other 
people’s. 

FREDA. Yes, but not in a cautious 
sneaky way. That wasn’t like Mar- 
tin at all. 

(Crosses up to platform above 
sofa.) 

ROBERT (crosses Left). . . . Ol- 
wen, where did you get the idea 
that I’d taken it? 

OLWEN. Because Martin himself 
was sure that you had taken it. 
He told me so. 

• 

ROBERT. Martin told you so? 

OLWEN. Yes. That was the first 
thing we talked about. 

ROBERT. Martin thought I had 
taken it. 


OLWEN. Yes. 

ROBERT. But he knew me better 
than that. Why should he have 
thought that? 

FREDA. You thought he’d been the 
thief. You didn’t know him any 
better, it seems. 

ROBERT. There were special cir- 
cumstances, I’d been told some- 
thing. Besides, I wasn’t at all sure. 
It wasn’t until after he shot himself 
that I felt certain. 

OLWEN. You say you’d been told 
something? But then Martin had 
been told something too. He’d 
practically been told that you’d 
taken that check. 

ROBERT. Whatl 

OLWEN. And do you know who fold 
him? 

ROBERT. I can guess now. 

FREDA (crosses to chair Right of 
table). Who? 

ROBERT. Stanton, wasn’t it? 

OLWEN. Yes, Stanton. 

ROBERT. But he told me that Martin 
had taken that check. 

FREDA. Oh, but he— 

< 

OLWEN. Oh! 

ROBERT. He practically proved it 
to me. He said he didn’t want 
Martin given away— said we’d all 
stand in together, all that sort of 
thing. 
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OLWEN. But don’t you see— he told 
Martin all that too. And Martin 
would never have told me if he 
hadn’t known— well, that I would 
never give you away. 

ROBERT. Stanton. 

FREDA. Then it was Stanton him- 
self who got that money? 

OLWEN (turning in). It looks like 
it. 

FREDA. Tm sure it was. He played 
Martin and Robert against each 
other. Could anything be more vile? 

ROBERT. You know, it doesn’t follow 
that Stanton himself was the thief. 

FREDA. Of course he was. 

ROBERT. Wait. Let’s get this clear. 
(To OLWEN ) That check made 
payable to bearer was on your 
father’s desk, Freda, in his private 
office. Remember, only three of 
us had access to his office. Martin, 
Stanton and I. The check dis- 
appeared. Cashed at one of the 
branch banks where none of us 
were known. The teller was rather 
vague about it all except that the 
person who cashed it was about 
the age and build of Martin or 
myself, so it couldn’t have been 
Stanton. 

FREDA. How could you believe 
Martin had taken thA check? 

ROBERT. The evidence pointed to 
him or to me, and I knew I hadn’t 
taken it. 
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FREDA. And Stanton told you—? 

ROBERT. That he’d seen Martin 
coming out of your father’s office. 

OL^VEN. Stanton told Martin he’d 
seen you coming out of that office. 

FREDA. Stanton took that mone) 
himself. 

ROBERT (fiercely) . Whether he too] : 
the money or not, Stanton’s got to 
explain lliis. (Crosses Right t/p 
steps io phone and dials) No won- 
der lie didn’t approve of this busi^ 
ness and was glad to get out of it 
He’s got too much to hide. 

OLWEN (crosses Centre hetxcecn 
two chairs). We all have too mucli 
to hide. 

ROBERT. Then we’ll let some day- 
light into it for once, if it kills us. 
Stanton’s got to explain this. 

FREDA (crosses up above Left). 
Not tonight. 

ROBERT., Tonight! 

OLWEN. They’ve probably all gone 
to bed. 

Fi\EDA. Are you going to get them 
all back, Robert? 

ROBERT. Yes. Hello, is that you 
Gordon? ... He is, is he? Well, 1 
want you both to come back here. 
. . . Yes, more and more of it. 

. It’s damned important. . . . 
Oh, no, we can keep Betty out of 
it. All right, then. Be m quick as 
you can. (Puts hack receiver) 
They’re coming back. 


CURTAIN 

(Quickly as he says the last line.) 
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ACT TWO 


ROBERT, FREDA and OLWEN are discovered in exactly the same position as 
they were at the end of Act I. 


FREDA {above steps Left). Are 
they all coming back? 

ROBERT (on platform). No, not 
Betty. She’s going to bed. 

( FREDA crosses down to drinks, 
throws OLWEN a look— then takes 
cigarette. ) 

OLWEN (on Freda’s look). Wise 
little Betty. 

(Turns and sits Left arm chair 
Right of table.) 

ROBERT (crosses down steps Left). 
What do you mean, Olwen? You 
know very well she’s not mixed up 
m this business. 

OLWEN. Do I? 

ROBERT (turning in Centre be- 
tween two chairs) . Well, don’t you? 

FREDA. Poor Robert, look at him 
now. (Sits platform above sofa) 
This is really serious, he’s saying to 
himself. How we give ourselves 
away. It’s a mystery we have any 
secrets at all. 

(Lights cigarette.) 

ROBERT. No, but—hang it all, Olwfin 
—you’ve no right to sneer at Betty 
like that. You know very well it’s 
better to keep her out of all this. 

OLw;^ (rises). No, we mustn’t 
soil her pure young mind. 

(Crosses Right.) 


ROBERT. Well^ after all, she’s 
younger than we are— and she’s 
terribly sensitive. You saw what 
happened to her just before they 
went. She can’t stand the atmos- 
phere of all this. 

OLWEN. I suppose not. 

(Sits Right end of sofa.) 

ROBERT. Obviously you dislike her, 
Olwen. I can’t imagine why. She’s 
always had a great admiration for 
you. 

OLWEN (takes cigarette from box 
on platform). Well, I’m sorry, Rob- 
ert, but I can’t return her admira- 
tion— except for her looks. I don’t 
dislike her. But— well, I can’t be as 
sorry for her as I’d like to be or 
ought to be. 

(Lights cigarette.) 

ROBERT. Is it necessary for you or 
anybody else to be sorry for her? 
You’re talking wildly now, Olwen. 
(Crosses down to table Center.) 

FREDA (rises, crosses to chair Right 
of table). I suspect not. And any- 
how it seems to be our evening for 
talking wildly. Also, I’m now facing 
a most urgent problem, the sort 
of problem that only women have 
to face. If a man has been dragged 
back to your house to be told he’s 
a liar, a cad and a possible thief, 
oughtn’t you to make a few sand- 
wiches for him? 
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BOBERT (sits, chair Left of table). 
He'll get no sandwiches from me. 

FREDA. No sincerity, no sandwiches 
—that's your motto, is it? No? Oh, 
dear— how heavy we are without 
Martin. (Sits Right arm chair Right 
of table) And how he would have 
adored all this. He'd have invented 
the most extravagant and incred- 
ible sins to confess to. Oh, don't 
look so dreadfully solemn, you two. 
You might be a bit brighter— just 
for a minute. 

ROBERT. I'm afraid we haven't your 
light touch, my dear Freda. 

FREDA. I suppose I feel like this 
because, in spite of everything I 
am a hostess expecting company, 
and I can't help thinking about 
bright remarks and sandwiches. (A 
hell rings out in the hall. Robert 
rises) And there they are! (Rises) 
You'll have to let them in yourself, 
Robert. 

(oLWEN puts out cigarette. Robert 
goes out.) 

OLWEN. Freda. 

FREDA. Yes. 

OLWEN (rises, crosses to Right arm 
of chair Right). Have you really 
known a long time? 

FREDA. Yes. More than a year. I've 
often wanted to say something to 
you about it. ^ 

OLWEN. What would you have 
said? 

FREDA. I don’t quite know. Some- 
thing idiotic. (Crosses steps Right) 
But friendly, very friendly. 
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OLWEN. And I only guessed about 
you tonight, Freda. And now it 
all seems so obvious. I can't think 
why I never guessed before. 

FREDA. Neither can I. 

OLWEN. This is quite mad, isn't it? 

FREDA. And rapidly getting mad- 
der. (Turns out) I don't care, do 
you? It's rather a relief. 

(Centre above to chair.) 

OLWEN. Yes, it is— in a way. But it'.’’ 
rather frightening too. Like being 
in a car when the brakes are gone. 
(Noise of MEN outside, stanton 
enters first, cordon follows. Robert 
follows closing door.) 

STANTON (as he enters). I can't see 
why. ( OLWEN sits chair Right of 
table) I'm sorry about this, Freda. 
But it s Robert s doing. Ho insisted 
on our coming back. 

(Crosses down steps Left.) 

FREDA. I think Robert was right. 
(Crosses Left to piano.) 

GORDON (crosses down step Right ) . 
That's a change, anyhow. Well, 
what's it all about? 

ROBERT (on platform). Chiefly 
about that money. 

GORDON. Oh— hell— I thought as 
much. Why can't you leave poor 
Martin alone? 

ROBERT. Wait a minute, Gordoa 
Martin didn’t take that check. 

GORDON. What? Is that true? Are 
you sure? 

FREDA. Yes. 
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GORDON. You know, I never could 
understand that. It wasn’t like him. 

STANTON {to FREDA and ROBERT). 

Do you really believe that Martin 
didn’t get that money? If he didn’t, 
who did? And if he didn’t, why did 
he shoot himself? 

ROBERT (crosses down steps Left). 
We don’t know, Stanton. But we’re 
hoping that you’ll tell us. 

STANTON (up Left Centre). Being 
funny, Robert? 

ROBERT. Not a bit. I wouldn’t have 
dragged you back here to be funny. 
You told me~didn’t you— that you 
were practically certain that Martin 
took that check? 

STANTON. Certainly I did. And I 
told you why I thought so. All the 
evidence pointed that way. And 
what happened afterwards proved 
I was right. 

ROBERT. Did it? 

STANTON. Well, didn’t it? 

FREDA (by piano). If it did, then 
why did you tell Martin you 
thought Robert had done it? 

STANTON. Don’t be ridiculous, 
Freda. Why should I tell Martin 
I thought Robert had done it? 

FREDA. Yes, why should you? That’s 
exactly what we want to know.^ 

STANTON. But of course I didn’t. 

OLWEN. Yes, you did. 

STANTON (crosses down to between 
two ehairs). Olwen. Are you in 
this too? 


OLWEN. Yes, I’m in it too. (Rises) 
Because you lied like that to Mar- 
tin, telling him you were sure 
Robert took the cheque. You’ve 
given me hours of misery. 

STANTON (crosses down to above 
table). But I never meant to, Ol- 
wen. How could I know that you 
would go and see Martin and he 
would tell you? 

OLWEN. It doesn’t matter whether 
you knew or not. It was a mean vile 
lie. After this I feel that I never 
want to speak to you again. 

(Crosses Right to sofa.) 

STANTON. I’m sorry, Olwen. I’d 
rather anything had happened than 
that. You do believe that, don’t 
you? 

(Turns out up to piano.) 

FREDA ( crosses down to chair down 
Left). Apparently the rest of us 
don’t matter very much. But you 
owe us a few explanations. 

ROBERT. You’d better stop lying 
now, Stanton, (olwen sits sofa 
Centre) You’ve done enough. Why 
did you play Martin and me against 
each other like that? 

FREDA. There can only be one ex- 
planation. Because he took that 
check himself. 

GORDON. My God— you didn’t, did 
you, Stanton? 

STANTON (turning). Yes, I did. 

GORDON. Then you’re a rotten 
swine, Stanton. I don’t care about 
the money. But you let Martin take 
the blame. You let everybody thipk 
he was a thief. 
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(Closes in on Stanton to back of 
chair Right.) 

STANTON. Don’t bo such a hysterical 
young fool. 

ROBERT (seizes cordon’s Right 
hajul, pins it on hack of chair 
Right). Keep quiet, Gordon. 

GORDON. I won’t keep quiet! 

STANTON. Sit down and behave 
yourself. We don’t want this to 
develop into a free fight. 

GORDON. But you let— 

STANTON (hack to piano). I didn’t 
let Martin take the blame, as you 
call it. He wasn’t the sort to take 
the blame, and you ought to know 
that, (cordon turns out Right to 
platform and faces Left) It hap- 
pened that in the middle of all the 
fuss about this money, he shot him- 
self. You all jumped to the con- 
clusion that it was because he had 
taken the money and was afraid of 
being found out. I let you go on 
tliinking it, that’s all. You might as 
well think he shot himself for that 
as for anything else. And anyhow 
he was done with it, out of it. Be- 
sides— where he’s gone, it doesn’t 
matter a damn whether people here 
think you’ve stolen money or not. 
(Turns out up.) 

ROBERT (closes Ui Step). But you 
deliberately tried to fasten the 
blame on to Martin or"* me. 

FREDA. Of course he did. That’s 
what makes it so foul. 

(Sits down Left.) 

STANTON (turns back). Not really. 
I’d not the least intention of letting 
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anybody else be punished for what 
I’d done. I took that check because 
I needed some money quickly and 
I didn’t know where to turn. I 
knew I could square it up in a 
week. But when it all came out, I 
had to play for time, and that 
seemed to me the easiest way of 
doing it. 

ROBERT. But you couldii’t have 
cashed the check at the bank your- 
self. 

STANTON. No, I got somcbody else 
to do that— a fellow who could keep 
his mouth shut. It was pure co- 
incidence that he was about the 
same age and build as you and 
Martin. Don’t go thinking there 
was any deep-laid plot. There 
wasn’t. It was all improvised and 
haphazard and damned stupid. 
(Turns up.) 

ROBERT. Why didn’t you confess to 
this before? 

STANTON (turning Right). Why the 
devil should I? 

FREDA. If you can’t understand 
why, it’s hopeless for us to try and 
show you. But there is such a thing 
as common honesty and decency. 

STANTON (crosses down to freda 
hack of chair Left of table). Is 
there? Don’t forget— before you be- 
come too self-righteous— that you 
happen to be taking the lid off me. 
It might be somebody else’s turn 
be*fore we’ve finished. 

ROBERT. Possibly. But that doesn’t 
explain why you’ve kept so quiet 
about all this. 

STANTON (crosses up Centre to 
ROBERT). I should have thought it 
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did. Martin’s suicide put paid to 
the whole thing. Nobody wanted to 
talk about it after that. Dear Mar- 
tin must have done it, so we won’t 
mention it. That was the line. It 
wasn’t the money. I’d have been 
glad to replace that. But I knew 
damned well that if I confessed, 
the old man would have had me 
out of the finn in two minutes. I 
wasn’t one of his pets like you and 
Martin. I had to work myself up 
from nothing in the firm. I hadn’t 
been brought in because I had the 
right university and social back- 
grounds. If the old man had 
thought for a minute that I’d done 
it, there’d have been none of this 
huyh-hush business. He’d have felt 
\ike calling in the police. Don’t 
forget. I’d been a clerk in the office. 
You fellows hadn’t. It makes a dif- 
ference, I can tell you. 

(Turns out Left,) 

FREDA. But my father retired from 
the firm six months ago. 

STANTON. Well, what if he did? The 
whole thing was over and done 
with. Why open it up again? It 
might never have been mentioned 
if this damn fool inquisition hadn’t 
been started tonight. Robert, Gor- 
don and I were all working well 
together in the firm. What would 
have happened if I’d confessed? 
Where are we now? Who’s better 
oflF because of this? 

FREDA. You’re not, it’s true, '^ut 
Martin is. And the people who 
cared about him. 

STANTON. Are they? 

FREDA. Of course they are. 

STANTON. Don't be too sure. 


FREDA. At least we know now that 
he wasn’t a mean thief. 

STANTON. And that’s all you do 
know. But for all that he shot him- 
self. And you don’t suppose he did 
it for fun, do you? 

FREDA (rises). Oh— you— you— I 

GORDON. You arc a rotter, Stanton. 

ROBERT. Drop that sort of talk, 
Stanton. 

STANTON (crosses up Centre to 
ROBERT). Why should I? You 
wanted the truth, and now you’re 
getting it. I didn’t want to come 
back here and be put in the wit- 
ness box. It’s your own doing. I'll 
say what I damn well like. Martin 
shot himself, and he did it knowing 
that he’d never touched the money. 
So it must have been something 
else. Well, what was it? You see 
what you’ve started now. 

(Turns out Left.) 

FREDA (crosses up to piano) . What 
have we started? You’re talking 
now as if you knew a lot more 
about Martin than we did. 

STANTON. What I do know is that 
he must have had some reason for 
doing what he did, and that if it 
wasn’t the money, it must have 
been something else. You’re prob- 
ably a lot better off for not knowing 
what that something is, just as 
you’d have been a lot better off if 
you’d never started poking about 
and prying into all this business. 
(Crosses up Left to piano bench.) 

ROBERT. Perhaps he did it because 
he thought I’d taken the money. 
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STANTON (turning back ) . And then 
again—perhaps not. If you think 
that Martin would have shot him- 
self because he thought you’d taken 
some money-then you didn’t know 
your own brother. Why, he laughed 
when I told him. It amused him. A 
lot of things amused that young 
man. 

( Crosses down to chair down 
Left.) 

OLWEN. That’s true, I know. He 
didn’t care. He didn’t care at all. 

ROBERT. Look here— do you know 
why Martin did shoot himself? 

STANTON (back to fireplace). No. 
How should I? 

FREDA. You talk as if you do. 

.STANTON. I can imagine reasons. 

FREDA. What do you mean by that? 

STANTON. I mean he was that sort. 
He’d got his life into a mess, and 
I don’t blame him. 

FREDA. You don’t blame him! Who 
are you to blame him or not to 
blame him? You’re not fit to men- 
tion his name. You hung your mean 
little piece of thieving round his 
neck, tried to poison our memory 
of him, and now when you’re found 
out and Martin’s name is clear of 
it, you want to begin all over again 
and start hinting that he was a 
criminal or a lunatic or something. 

ROBERT. The less you say now, the 
better. 

STANTON. The less we all say, the 
better. You should have thought 
of that before. 1 told you as much 
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before you began dragging all this 
stuflF out. Like a fool, you wouldn’t 
leave well enough alone. 

(Turns out up.) 

ROBERT. Anyway, I’ve cleared Mar-, 
tin’s name. 

STANTON (turning hack). You’ve 
cleared nothing yet, and if you’d 
a glimmer of sense you’d see it. 
But now I don’t give a damn. 
You’re going to get all you ask for. 

FREDA. One of the things we shall 
ask for is to be rid of you. 

GORDON. Do you think you’ll stay 
on with this firm after this? 

STANTON. I don’t know and I don’t 
care. 

FREDA. You did a year ago. 

STANTON. Yes, but now I don’t. I 
can get along better now without 
the firm than they can without me, 
(Turns out down.) 

GORDON. Well, after this, at least 
it will be a pleasure to try. You 
always hated Martin, and I knew 
it. 

STANTON (swinging back Right). I 
had my reasons. Unlike the White- 
house family— father, daughter and 
son— who all fell in love with him 

RfBERT. Does that mean anything, 
Stanton? If it doesn’t just take it 
back— now. If it does, you’ll kindly 
explain yourself. 

STANTON. I’ll take nothing back. 

OLWEN (rises, crosses up above 
chair Right of table). Stanton— 
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please. Don’t let s have any more 
of this. We Ve all said too much 
already. 

STANTON. I’m sorry, Olwen. But 
you can’t blame me. 

(olwen moves up to window 
Right . ) 

ROBERT. I’m waiting for your ex- 
planation. 

FREDA. Don’t you see, he’s getting 
at me. 

ROBERT. Is that true, Stanton? 

STANTON. I’m certainly not leaving 
her out. 

ROBERT. Be careful. 

STANTON. It’s too late to be care- 
ful. (FREDA sits chair up Left) 
Why do you think Freda’s been so 
angry with me? There’s only one 
reason, and I’ve known that reason 
for a long time. She was in love 
with Martin. 

.[Turns out Left.) 

ROBERT. Is that true, Freda? I must 
know, because if it isn’t I’m going 
to kick Stanton out of this house. 

STANTON (turning in). Don’t talk 
like a man in a melodrama. I 
wouldn’t have said it if I hadn’t 
known it was true. (Crosses up 
back of chair Left of tahU) 
Whether she admits it or not is 
another matter. But even if she 
doesn’t admit it, you’re not going 
to kick me out of the house. 
(Crosses up to piano bench) I’ll go 
in the ordinary way, thank you. 
(GORDON sits platform above sofa.) 


ROBERT (crosses Left to freda), 
Freda, is it true? 

(olwen sits.) 

FREDA. Yes. 

ROBERT. Has that been the trouble 
all along? 

FREDA. Yes. All along. 

ROBERT. When did it begin? 

FREDA. A long time ago. Or it 
seems a long time ago, ages. 

ROBERT. Before we were married? 

FREDA. Yes. I thought I could— 
break it— then. I did for a little 
time. But it came back, worse than 
ever. 

ROBERT. I wish you’d told me. Why 
didn’t you tell me? 

FREDA. I wanted to. Hundreds of 
times I tried to. ... I said the 
opening words to myself so often— 
Sometimes I’ve hardly known 
whether I didn’t actually say them 
out loud to you. 

ROBERT. I wish you had. But why 
didn’t I see it for myself? It seems 
plain enough now. I know now 
when it began. It was when we 
were all up at the lake that sum- 
mer. 

FREDA. Yes, it began then. Oh, that 
lovely, lovely summerl Nothing’s 
ever been quite real since then. 

ROBERT. Martin went away, and 
you said you’d stay a few days 
with the Hutchinsons. Was that—? 

FREDA. Yes, Martin and I spent that 
little time together. It was the only 
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time we really did spend together. 
It didn’t mean much to him— a sort 
of experiment, that’s all. 

ROBERT. Didn’t he care? 

FREDA. No, not really. If he had, it 
would have been all so simple. 
That’s why I never told you. And 
I thought when we were married, 
it would be— different. It wasn’t 
fair to you, I know, but I thought 
it would be all right. But it wasn’t. 
You know that too. It was hopeless. 
But you don’t know how hopeless 
it was— for me. 

ROBERT. But why didn’t Martin tell 
me? He knew how unhappy I was. 

FREDA. He couldn’t. He was rather 
afraid of you. 

ROBERT. Martin afraid of me? 

GORDON. Yes, he was. 

ROBERT. Nonsense. He wasn’t 
afraid of anybody— and certainly 
not of me. 

FREDA. Yes, he was, in some strange 
way. 

GORDON. I know that. He told me 
that when you’re really angry, 
you’ll stop at nothing. 

ROBERT.‘ Queer. I never knew he 
felt like that. (To freda) It 
couldn’t have been— tlys— 

FREDA (rises, crosses Left to fire- 
place). No, no. He didn’t care. Oh, 
Martin, Martin— 

OLWEN (rises). Freda— don’t. 
(Steps down Centre. Robert turns 
out up Left.) 
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STANTON (crosses down Right). 
That’s how it goes on, you sec. A 
good evening’s work. 

ROBERT (facing Right). I’m not re- 
gretting it. I’m glad all this has 
come out. I wish to God I’d known 
earlier, that’s all. 

STANTON. What difference would 
it have made? You couldn’t have 
done anything. 

ROBERT. To begin with. I’d have 
known the truth. And then some- 
thing might have been done about 
it. I wouldn’t have stood in their 
w’ay. 

STANTON (crosses up Right to ra- 
dio). You didn’t stand in their 
way. 

GORDON (rises). No, it was Martin 
himself. As Freda says he didn’t 
care. He told me about it. 

(Crosses down to sofa. OLnTiN 
crosses to piano bench.) 

FREDA (turns Right). Gordon, I 
don’t believe you. 

GORDON ( crosses Left to table Cen- 
tre). Why should I lie about it? 
Martin told me. He used to tell me 
everything. 

FREDA. Rubbish. He thought you 
were a little nuisance— always hang- 
ing about him. 

GORDON. That’s not true. 

FREDA (crosses Right to table Cen- 
tre). It is. He told me so that— 
that very last Satoday, when I 
took him the cigarette box. He told 
me then he’d had to do everything 
he could to get rid of you. 
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GORDON. Freda— you re making this 
up, every word of it. I know you 
are. Martin ‘would never have said 
that about me. He knew how fond 
I was of him, and he was fond of 
me too in his own way. 

FREDA. He wasn't. 

GORDON. You're just saying this be- 
cause you're jealous. 

rREDA. I'm not. 

GORDON. You've always been jeal- 
ous of Martin's interest in me. 

FREDA. Gordon, that’s a disgusting 
lie. 

CORDON. It isn’t. 

FREDA. It is. He told me himself 
how tired he was of having you 
around him and suddenly becom- 
ing hysterical. I see what he meant 
now. Every time he's been men- 
tioned tonight, you've been hys- 
terical. What are you trying to 
make me believe you are? 

ROBERT (crosses down), Freda, 
^'ou're mad. 

GORDON. It’s all jealousy, jealousy. 
If he'd thought I was a nuisance, 
he wouldn't have kept asking me 
down to the cottage. (Turning to 
Freda) But he was tired of you, 
pestering him and worrying him all 
the time! He didn't care for women. 
He was sick of them. He wanted 
me to tell you so that you’d leave 
him alone. 

FREDA (sits settee). You're making 

me feel sick. 

GORDON. Well, you just leave me— 


OLWEN. Stop it. Stop it, both ot 
you. 

GORDON. And I was going to tell 
you too. Only then— he killed him- 
self. 

FREDA (rises, crosses Left), I don’t 
believe it. I don't believe it. Martin 
couldn't have been so cruel. 

( OLWEN sits piano bench.) 

GORDON. Couldn't he? What did he 
say to you that afternoon when 
you took him the cigarette box? 

FREDA (facing Right). What does 
it matter what he said? You're just 
making up those abominable lies. 

ROBERT (crosses down between 
FREDA and cordon). Look here. 
I'm not having any more of this. 
I understand about you, Freda, and 
I'm sorry— ( FREDA turns out Left 
to fireplace) but for God's sake 
keep quiet about it now. I can't 
stand any more. As for you, Gordon 
—you must be tight or something— 

GORDON. I'm not. I'm as sober as 
you are. 

(Crosses Right.) 

ROBERT. Well, behave as if you 
were. You're not a child. I know 
Martin was a friend of yours— 
(Crosses up to piano.) 

GORDON (turning on robert hotly 
and scornfulh^) . Of course he was. 
Martin was the only person on 
earth I really cared about. I 
couldn't help it. There it was. I'd 
have done anything for him. 
Money, my God, I'd have stolen 
ten times the amount from the 
firm if Martin had asked me to. He 
was the most marvellous person I"d 
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ever known. Sometimes I tried to 
hate him. Sometimes he gave me 
a hell of a time. But it didn’t really 
matter. He was Martin, and I’d 
rather be with him, even if he was 
jeering at me all the time, than be 
with anybody else I’ve ever known. 
I’m like Freda— since he died, I 
haven’t really cared a damn. He 
didn’t really care for women. He 
tried to amuse himself with them, 
but he distiusted them, disliked 
them. He told me so, many times. 
(Turns out Right) Martin told me 
everything. And that was the finest 
thing that ever happened to me. 
(Sits sofa) And now you can call 
me any name you like, I don’t care. 

KOBERT. But what about Betty? 

GORDON. You cim leave her out of 
this. 

ROBERT. I want to. But I can’t help 
thinking about her. 

GORDON. Well, you needn’t. She 
can look after herself. 

ROBERT. That’s just what she can’t 
do and she shouldn’t have to. You 
ought to see that. 

GORDON. Well, I don’t see it. And 
I know Betty better than you do. 

FREDA. You know everybody better 
than anybody else does, don’t you? 
(oLWEN rises.) 

GORDON. You would say that, 
wouldn’t you? I can’t ' help it if 
Martin liked me better than he 
liked you. 

FREDA. How do you know that he— 

OLWEN. Stop it, both of you. 
(Crosses down) Can’t you see that 
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Martin was making mischief, just 
to amuse himself? 

GORDON. No, I can’t. He wasn’t 
like that. 

STANTON (crosses down to drinks) 
Oh, no. Not at all like that. Yol 
couldn’t ask for a quieter, simpler 
more sincere fellow. 

(Turns in Centre.) 

FREDA (cwsses to cJiair Left of 
table). Nobody’s going to pretend 
he was tl;at. But at least he didn’t 
steal money and then try to put 
the blawie on other people. 

( Sits. ) 

STANTON. We could all start talkinj* 
like that, Freda. Just throwing 
things at each other’s heads. But 
I suggest we don’t. 

(Turns out up Right.) 

OLWEN (up Centre). I agree. But v 
do want Freda and Gordon to un- 
derstand that it’s simply madnes.. 
quarrelling over anything Martir* 
ever said to them. He was a boru 
mischief-maker, cruel as a cat. 
That’s one of the reasons why k 
disliked him so much. 

ROBERT. Olwen! 

OLWEN. Yes, I’m sorry, Robert, bu\ 
I didn’t like Martin. I detested him. 
You ought to have seen that. 

STANTON (turning in Left). And 
you were quite right, Olwen. I’m 
afraid you always are. 

OLWEN (turns out up Centre). No^ 
I’m not. 

STANTON. I’d trust youF judgment. 
And you’re the only one of us who 
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will come out of this as sound as 
you went in. 

(Turns up.) 

OLWEN. No, that's not true. 

GORDON. No— it was Olwen and that 
damned cigarette box that began 
the whole business. 

STANTON (turns Right). Oh, that 
was nothing. I knew about that 
all along. 

OLWEN. You knew about what? 

STANTON (crosses Left to olwen). 
I knew you*d been to see Martin 
that Saturday night. 

OLWEN. You knew? 

STANTON. Yes. 

OLWEN. But how could you? I don't 
understand. 

STANTON. I was Spending that 
week-end at my own cottage. You 
remember that garage, where the 
road forks? You stopped there that 
night for some gas. 

OLWEN. Yes, I believe I did. 

STANTON. They told me, and said 
you’d taken the old road, and so 
I knew you must have been going 
to sec Martin. You couldn’t have 
been going anywhere else, could 
you? Quite simple. 

OLWEN. And you’ve known all this 
time? 

STANTON. Yes, all this time. 
(olwen turns up stage and crosses 
to window platform.) 


ROBERT. I suppose, Stanton, its no 
use asking you why you've never 
said a word about it? 

STANTON. I'm afraid not. I think 
I’ve done my share in the confes- 
sion box tonight. 

(olwen sits window Left.) 

GORDON. Well, I wish I’d known a 
bit more, that’s all. There was I 
dragged into that foul inquest. Did 
I know this? Did I know that? My 
God— and all the time, I wasn’t the 
last person he’d talked to at all. 
(Rises) Freda had been there some 
time in the afternoon. And Olwen 
was there that very night, at the 
very moment— for all we know. 

STANTON (crosses down). Don’t 
talk rubbish. 

GORDON. Well, is it rubbish? After 
all, what do we know? What was 
Olwen doing there? 

ROBERT. She’s told us that. She 
was there to talk to Martin about 
the money. 

(Crosses up Left to piano bench.) 

GORDON. And how far does that 
take us? 

STANTON. What do you mean by 
that? 

FREDA. He means— I imagine— that 
Olwen hasn’t told us very much so 
far. We know she went to Martin 
to talk toHiim about the missing 
money. And that he thought Robert 
had taken it and that she thought 
so too. And that’s all we do know. 

GORDON .( STANTON crosscs doivn 
Left). Yes, we don't know how 
long she was there or what Martin 
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said to her, or anything. It’s a good 
thing she wasn’t pushed in front 
of that coroner or they’d have had 
it out of her in no time. (Crosses 
up Right) 1 think it’s up to her to 
tell us a little more. 

STANTON (crosses Left to piano). 
Well, there’s no need to sound so 
damned vindictive about it. 

(oLWEN looking out through the 
window suddenly starts back and 
says as freda rises.) 

OLWEN. Somebody’s out there. 

ROBERT (opens window and look- 
ing out) . There’s no one there now. 

oi.WEN. No, they darted away. But 
ril swear there was somebody. 
They’d been listening. 

STANTON (crosses down Left). 
Well, they couldn’t have chosen 
a better night for it. 

ROBERT (closing witidow) . It’s im- 
possible, Olwen. And there isn’t 
a sign of anybody. 

GORDON (crossing down Right). 
Thank the Lord for that. 

(There are several short rings of 
a door bell heard from off. freda 
rises. ) 

ROBERT. Who on earth can this be? 

FREDA (crosses down above set- 
tee), Don’t ask me. I haven’t the 
slightest idea. Go and stee. 

ROBERT. Yes, I know. But we don’t 
want anybody interrupting us now. 

FREDA. Well, don’t let them inter- 
rupt us, whoever they are. But 
you'll have to see who it is. 
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(The bell rings again and Robert 
goes out. GORDON crosses to below 
steps Right. ) 

ROBERT (heard outside). But we 
haven’t, I tell you. You’ve never 
been mentioned. 

BETTY (outside). I know you have. 

I can feel it. That’s why I had to 
come back. 

ROBERT (outside). I tell you we 
haven’t. 

(ROBERT opens the door and betty 
is seen in front of him.) 

GORDON (as BETTY enters). I 
thought you’d gone to bed, Betty. 
What’s the matter? 

BETTY (ROBERT cntcrs and shuts 
door. On the platform). You’re 
talking about me, all of you. (Look- 
ing round them all) I know you 
are. I wanted to go to bed. ^ 
started to go. And then I couldn’t. 
I knew you were all talking about 
me. I couldn’t stand it. I had to 
come. 

FREDA (crosses up to back of chair 
Left of table). Well, you were 
wrong. As a matter of fact, you’re 
the one person we haven’t been 
talking about. 

BETTY. Is that true? 

ROBERT. Yes, of course. 

OLWEN (to betty). You Were ouL 
side just now, weren’t you? Out- 
side the window, listening. 

betty. No, I wasn’t listening. I 
was trying to look in, to see ex- 
actly who was here and what you 
all looked like. You see, I was sure 



J. B. PRIESTLEY 


782 

you were all saying things about 
me. I meant to go to bed and 1 
was tired, but I felt too excited to 
sleep and now I m so damn nerv- 
ous. (Crosses down steps Left) 
God knows what I shall be saying 
in a minute. You mustn’t mind me. 
[Sits chair Right of table.) 

AOBERT (crosses down step Left 
to Right of chair Right of table). 
I'm so sorry, Betty, (olwen crosses 
up to window and sits Right) Not 
a word’s been said about you. In 
fact, we all wanted to keep you out 
Df this. It’s all rather unpleasant. 

FREDA. Seeing that Betty has mar- 
ried into one of the families con- 
cerned, I think she ought not to be 
too carefully protected from the 
sordid truth. 

ROBERT. Keep quiet, Freda. 

FREDA. I thought we should see a 
different Robert now. 

(Crosses down.) 

ROBERT. After what you’ve said to- 
night, I can't see that it matters 
much to you how different I may 
be. 

FREDA. Perhaps not, but I still like 
reasonably decent manners. 

(Sits on settee.) 

ROBERT. Then set us an example. 
(Crosses up Right below chair up 
Rig^t.) 

GORDON. Oh, be still, both of you. 

BETTY. But what have you been 
talking about then? 

GORDON (crosses Left). It began 
with the money. 


BETTY. You mean that Martin took? 

GORDON (back of Betty’s chair). 
Martin didn’t take it. We know 
that now. Stanton took that money. 
He’s admitted it. 

(Crosses up to piano bench and 
leans against piano.) 

BETTY. Admitted it! Stan— Stanton. 
Oh, surely— it’s impossible. 

STANTON (crosses to back of chair 
Left of table). It sounds impos- 
sible, doesn’t it, Betty, but it isn’t. 
I’m sorry to go down with such a 
bump in your estimation, my dear 
Betty, but this is our night for telh 
ing the truth, and I’ve had to admit 
that I took that money. Terrible, 
isn’t it? 

ROBERT (crosses down). What did 
you mean by that, Stanton? 

STANTON. I meant what I said. I 
nearly always do. 

ROBERT. Why did you use that tone 
of voice to Betty? 

STANTON. Perhaps because I think 
that Betty has not a very high 
opinion of me— and so need not 
have sounded so surprised and 
shocked. 

t Crosses out Left.) 

ROBERT. I don’t quite understand 
that. 

FREDA. I’m f^ure you don’t, Robert. 

ROBERT. Do you? 

FREDA. Yes, I think so. 

BETTY. But if Martin didn’t take 
the money— then why— why did he 
shoot himself? 
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CORDON. That’s what we want to 
know. Olwen saw him last of all, 
that very evening, and she knew he 
hadn’t taken the money, but that’s 
all she’s told us. 

OLWEN. I’ve told you that he 
thought Robert had taken the 
mdney. 

ROBERT (crosses down to arm of 
sofa). And that was enough— in 
the state he was in then— to throw 
him clean off his balance. All that 
stuflF about his merely being 
amused is nonsense. That was just 
his bluff. Martin hated anybody to 
think he was really moved or 
alarmed by anything. 

GORDON. That's true. 

ROBERT. And he depended on me. 
He used to laugh at me a lot, but 
that was nothing. He depended on 
me. You’ve told me yourselves— 
that he was secretly rather fright- 
ened of me. It was because Martin 
had a respect for me. He thought 
I was the solid steady one. I tell 
you, it must have been a hell of a 
shock to poor Martin, 

OLWEN. I don’t think it was, Robert. 

STANTON. Neither do I. 

ROBERT. But neither of you knew 
him as I did. What’s the good of 
talking. He was in a wretched 
state, all run down tlnd neurotic, 
and when he heard that I’d taken 
the check he must have felt that 
there was nobody left he could 
depend on, that I’d let him down. 
He’d probably been brooding over 
it day and night— he was that sort. 
He wouldn’t let you see it, Olwen. 
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He wouldn't let anybody see it 
But it would be there all the time, 
giving him hell. Oh! what a fool J 
was. I ought to have gone straight 
to him and told him what Stanton 
has told me. 

GORDON ( crosses down Left to 
STANTON ). If this is true, then the 
person really responsible is Stanton. 

FREDA. Yes. 

STANTON (crosses up). Rubbish. 

FREDA. It isn’t. Don’t you see what 
you did? 

STANTON (turning down at corner 
of piano). No, because I don’t be- 
lieve it. 

GORDON. No, because you don’t 
choose to, that’s all. 

STANTON. Oh, talk sense. Can’t you 
see Martin had his own reasons? 

ROBERT (crosses Left). No. What 
drove him to suicide was my stu- 
pidity and your damned lying, 
Stanton. That settles it once and 
for all! 

STANTON. You’re not in a state to 
settle anything. 

ROBERT. Listen to me, Stanton— 

STANTON. Oh, drop it, man. 

GORDON. You’ve got to answer. 

ROBERT. I’ll never forgive you for 
telling Martin what you did— by 
God! I won’t. 

STANTON. You’ve got it all wrong 
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GORDON {crosses up to STANTON). OLWEN. Wait a minute, Cordon. 
They haven't, you rotten liar. You Martin didn't shoot himself, 
made Martin shoot himself. 

MEDIUM CURTAIN 


ACT THREE 


ALL are discovered in exactly the same positions as they were at the end 
of Act 11. 


FREDA (risirig). Martin didn't shoot 
himself? 

OLWEN (on window platform). No. 
I shot him. (Crosses down to Left 
of drinks, betty rises.) 

FREDA (crosses up between table 
and chair Left of table). OlwenI 

ROBERT (crosses up Right of piano 
bench). That's impossible, Olwen. 
You couldn't have done it. 

CORDON (below chair up Left). Are 
you joking? 

f^LWEN. I wish I were. 

GORDON. OlwenI 

ROBERT. She must be hysterical. 

STANTON (by piano crosses Right 
Centre). Olwen's not hysterical 
She means it. 

BETTY (crosses up to piano bench). 
Oh, LordI— She can't mean— she 
murdered him? Can she? 

STANTON (crosses in up Right Cen- 
tre), You might as well teU us 


exactly what happened now, Ol- 
wen. And I might as well tell you 
—before you begin— that I'm not at 
all surprised. I suspected this from 
the first. 

OLWEN (turning Left). You sus- 
pected I had done it? But why? 

STANTON. For three reasons. The 
first was, that I couldn't understand 
why Martin should shoot himself. 
You see, I knew he hadn't taken 
the money, and though he was in 
every kind of mess, he didn't seem 
to me the sort who'd get out of it 
that way. Then I knew you'd been 
with him quite late, because— as I 
said before— I'd been told you'd 
gone tliat way. And the third rea- 
son-well, that'll keep. You'd better 
tell us what happened now. (ol- 
wen sits on platform above sofa) 
It was an accident, wasn't it? 
(betty sits on piano bench.) 

Cr> 

OLWEN. Yes, it was really an acci- 
dent. (FREDA sits on chair Left of 
table) I'll tell you what happened 
but I can't go into details. It's all 
too muddled and horrible. But I'll 
tell you the complete truth. I won't 
hide anything more, 1 promise you 
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I think we’d all better tell every- 
thing we know now, really speak 
our minds. 

STANTON. Yes, of COUTSC. 

OLWEN. I went to see Martin that 
Saturday night, as you know, to 
talk to him about the missing 
money. Mr. Whitehouse had told 
me about it. He thought that either 
Martin or Robert must have taken 
it. I gathered it was more likely 
Robert. So I went to see Martin. 
I didn’t like Martin and he knew 
it but he knew too what I felt 
about Robert, and after all, he was 
Robert’s brother. He believed that 
Robert had taken the money and 
he wasn’t a bit worried about it. 
I’m sorry, Robert, but he wasn’t. 
I hated him for that too. He was 
rather maliciously amused. The 
good brother fallen at last— that 
sort of thing. 

FREDA. I can believe that. I hate to, 
but I know he could be like that! 

OLWEN. I’ve never seen him as bad 
as he was that night. He wasn’t 
really sane. 

ROBERT. Olwen. 

OLWEN. I’m sorry, Robert. I didn’t 
want you to know all this, but 
there’s no help for it now. You 
see, Martin had been taking some 
sort of drug! 

ROBERT. Drug! * 

OLWEN. Yes. He'd had a lot of it. 

ROBERT. Are you sure? I can’t be- 
lieve it. 

GORDON. It’s true. You remember 
when he went to Berlin and how 


nervous he was just then? Well, a 
fellow he met there put him on to 
it— some new drug that a lot of the 
so-called Bohemians were doping 
themselves with— 

FREDA. But did Martin . . . ? 

GORDON. Yes, he liked it, and took 
more and more of it! 

ROBERT. But how could he get it? 
{Cross Left to above chair Left.) 

GORDON. Through some one he 
knew in town. When he couldn’t 
get it, he was pretty rotten. 

STANTON. But didn’t you try to stop 
him? 

GORDON. Of course— but he only 
laughed. (Crosses down) I don’t 
blame him really. None of you can 
understand what life was like to 
Martin— he was so sensitive. He was 
one of those people who are meant 
to be happy. (Sits on settee facing 
up.) 

STANTON (crosses up Right. Leans 
on radio). We’re all those people 
who are meant to be happy. Mar^ 
tin’s no exception. 

ROBERT. Yes, that’s true. But I 
know what Gordon means. 

FREDA. You couldn’t help, knowing 
what he means, if you knew Mar- 
tin. There was no sort of middle 
^ate, no easy jog-trot for him. 
Either he had to be gay— and when 
he was gay, he was gayer than any- 
body else in the world— or he was 
intensely miserable. 

ROBERT (back to piano). But what 
about this drug, Olwen? 
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OLWEN. He took some— while I was abnormal state. Well, he talked 
there and it had a terrible eflFect about my repressions, and when I 


on him. It gave him a sort of dev- 
ilish gaiety. I can see him now. His 
eyes were queer. Oh— he really 
wasn't sane. (Stops.) 

ROBERT. What happened? 

OLWEN. IVe tried not to think 
about it. He knew I disliked him, 
but he was so frightfully conceited 
that he couldn't believe it. He 
seemed to think that everybody 
young, male or female, ought to be 
falling in love with him. He saw 
himself as a sort of Pan. 

FREDA. Yes, he did. And he'd every 
reason to. 

OLWEN. He began taunting me. He 
thought of me or pretended to— as 
a priggish spinster, full of repres- 
sions, who's never really lived. All 
rubbish, because I'm really not that 
type at all. But he pretended to 
think I was and kept telling me 
that my dislike of him showed that 
I was trying to repress a great fas- 
cination he had for me. And of 
course that all these repressions 
were bad for me. I'd never lived, 
never would live, and all the rest 
of it. He talked a lot about that. 
I ought to have run out and left 
him, but I felt I couldn> while he 
was in that state. In a way I was 
sorry for him, because really he was 
ill, sick in mind and body, and I 
thought perhaps I could calm him 
down. I might dislike him, but 
after all he wasn't a stranger. He 
was one of our own set, mixed up 
with most of the people I liked 
best in the world. I tried to stop 
him. But everything I said seemed 
to make him worse. I suppose it 
would when he was in that excited 


pretended to laugh at him, he got 
more and more excited. And theii 
he tried to show me some beastly 
foul drawings he had— horrible ob- 
scene things by some mad Belgian 
artist— 

FREDA (rises). Oh— my God— 
(Crosses up to back of chair Right 
of table.) 

OLWEN (rises). Oh, Freda, I’m so 
sorry. Please forgive me. I know 
how this thing must be hurting you. 

FREDA. Martin. Martin. 

OLWEN (crosses heft to back chair 
Right of table). Don't listen to any 
more. I'll stop if you like. 

FREDA. Oh— he wasn't like that 
really. If you'd known him as I'd 
known him— before. 

OLWEN. I know that. We all do. 
He was different. He was ill. 

FREDA (crosses up Centre, turns). 
Go on, Olwen. (Crosses up to win- 
dow platform Left, holds on to 
curtains.) 

ROBERT. Yes, Olwen. You can't stop 
now. 

OLWEN (back of chair Right of 
table). There isn't a lot to tell you. 
When I pushed his beastly draw- 
ings away &nd was rather indig- 
nant about them, he got still more 
excited, completely unbalanced, 
and shouted out things about my 
repressions. And then I found he 
was telling me to take my clothes 
off. (FREDA sits) I told him not to 
be a fool and that I was going. But 
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then he stood between me and the 
door. And he had a revolver in his 
hand and was shouting, something 
about danger and terror and love. 
He wasn’t threatening me with it 
or himself. He was just waving it 
about— being dramatic. I didn’t 
even believe it was loaded. 
(Crosses Right to drinks) But by 
this time I’d had more than enough 
of him— I couldn’t be sorry for him 
any more-and I told him to get 
out of the way. When he wouldn’t, 
I tried to push him out of the way. 
And then we had a struggle. He 
tried to tear my clothes. We really 
fought one another. It was horrible 
lie wasn’t any stronger than I was. 
I’d grabbed the hand with the re- 
volver in it. I’d turned the revolver 
towards him. His fuiger must have 
been on the trigger. I must have 
given it a jerk. The revolver went 
off. Oh— Horrible— (Sits on plat- 
form above sofa) horrible. I’ve 
tried and tried to forget that. If 
he’d just been wounded, I wouldn’t 
have left him alone. But he wasn’t. 
He was dead. 

ROBERT. Yes, we understand that. 
You needn’t tell us. 

OLWEN. When I realised what had 
happened, I rushed out and sat in 
my car for I don’t know how long. 
I couldn’t move a finger. There was 
nobody about. It was fairly late and 
you know how lonely that cottage 
was. I just sat on and on in the car, 
shivering, and it was quiet in the 
cottage, so horribly quiet. I’ve gone 
through that over and over again. 
(FREDA rises,) 

ROBERT. You can’t be blamed, Ol- 
wen. • 

( FREDA opens the windows and sits 
Centre.) 
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STANTON (crosses Left below chair 
up Left). Of course she can’t be 
blamed. And there must never be 
a word spoken about this— not to 
anybody. We must all promise that. 

OLWEN. Give me a cigarette, Rob- 
ert. (ROBERT crosses to OLWEN, 

gives her a cigarette and lights it 
for her.) 

GORDON (rises, crosses up Left be- 
tween table and chair Right of 
table). It’s a pity we can’t all be 
as cool and business-like about this 
as you are, Stanton. 

STANTON. I don’t feel very cool and 
business-like abcat it. But you see, 
it’s not as big a surprise to me as 
it is to you people. I guessed long 
ago that something like this had 
happened. (Turns out Left.) 

ROBERT. But it looked so much like 
suicide that nobody bothered to 
suggest it wasn’t. It never seemed 
to me to be anything else. All the 
evidence pointed that way. I can’t 
think how you could have guessed 
even though you knew Olwen had 
been there. 

STANTON (crosses Right above Left 
end of settee). I told you I had a 
third reason. I was over fairly early 
next morning— The postman rang 
me up— and I was there before any- 
body but the village constable and 
the doctor. And I found something 
on the floor (oL^^^EN rises) that 
they had overlooked, (olwen 
Crosses down Left before table 
Centre) I’ve kept it ever since. 
(Brings out pocketbook and pro- 
duces a small square of patterned 
silk.) 

OLWEN (crosses down Left to set- 
tee) . Let me see. Yes, that's a piece 
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of the dress I was wearing. It was 
torn in the struggle we had. So 
that’s how you knew? 

STANTON. Yes. 

OLWEN. But why didn’t you say 
something? 

GORDON. I can tell you that. He 
didn’t say anything because he 
wanted everybody to think that 
Martin had shot himself. (Crosses 
up to Radio) You see, that meant 
that Martin must have taken the 
money. 

( OLWEN sits on settee, stanton 
turns out Left.) 

ROBERT. That’s about it, I suppose. 
It falls into line with everything 
we’ve heard from him tonight. 

STANTON (turning Right). No, 
there happened to be another rea- 
son, much more important. I knew 
that if Olwen had had a hand in 
Martin’s death, then something like 
that must have happened, and so 
Olwen couldn’t be blamed. I knew 
her better than any of you— or I 
felt I did. And I trusted her. She’s 
about the only person I would 
trust. She knows all about that. 
I’ve told her often enough. She’s 
not interested, but there it is. 
(Turns down Left.) 

OLWEN. And you never even hinted 
to me that you knew. 

STANTON (turns Right to olwen).. 
Surprising isn’t it? What a chance 
I missed to capture your interest 
for a few minutes I But I couldn’t 
take that line with you. I suppose 
even nowadays, when we’re all so 
damned tough, there has got to be 
one person that you behave to al- 


ways as if you were Sir Roger de 
Coverley, and with me you’ve been 
that person for a long time now. 
And I knew all along that you were 
saying nothing because you thought 
Robert had taken the money and 
that he was safe after everybody 
assumed it was Martin. And that 
didn’t always make it any easier 
for me. (Turns out Left.) 

BETTY (rises). No? What a shame. 
But what a fine romantic character 
you are, aren’t you? ( Crosses below 
piano. ) 

ROBERT. Betty. You don’t under- 
stand. 

FREDA. How could shc? 

BETTY (turning up). Why do you 
say that— in that tone of voice? 

FREDA (rises). Why does one say 
anything— in any tone of voice? 
(Turns out up.) 

olwen (to stanton). You know, 
I nearly did take you into my con- 
fidence. And that might have made 
a difference. But I chose a bad 
moment. 

STANTON (steps Right). Why? 
When was this? Tell me. 

OLWEN. I told you I sat in my car 
that night for some time not able 
to do anything. But then, when I 
felt a little better, I had to tell 
somebody, and you were the near- 
est person. 

STANTON. But you didn’t go there 

—that night? 

• 

OLWEN. Yes, I did. (stanton turns 
out Left) I drove over to your cot- 
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(age that very Saturday night. I 
got there about eleven o’clock or 
just afterwards. I left my car at the 
bottom of that tiny narrow lane and 
walked up to your cottage. And 
then— I walked back again. 

STANTON. So that’s when you came. 
After that, it was hopeless. 

ol\\t:n. Quite hopeless, I think that 
added the last touch to that night. 
I don’t think I’ve ever felt the same 
about people— not just here, but 
everybody, even the people who 
walk into the office or sit opposite 
one in buses and trains— since that 
night. I know that’s stupid, but I 
couldn’t help it. And you must all 
have noticed that I’ve been com- 
pletely oif country cottages. 

FREDA Yes, even Betty’s noticed 
that. 

ROBERT (crosses Left to betty). 
Why, what’s the matter, Betty? 

GORDON. What a little liar you are, 
Betty! 

BETTY. Haven’t we all been liars? 

ROBERT. But you haven’t, Betty. 

GORDON (crosses down to Left of 
sofa). Oh, don’t be a fool, Robert. 
Of course she has. She’s lied like 
fury. 

ROBERT. What about?^ 

FREDA. Why don’t you ask her? 

OLWEN. Oh, what does it matter? 
Leave the child alone. 

BETTY. I’m not a child. That’s the 
mistake you’ve all made. 
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ROBERT. Not you— and Stanton? Is 
that what they mean? Why don't 
you tell them it’s ridiculous? 

FREDA. How can she? Don’t be 
absurd. 

STANTON. Oh, drop this. Tm going. 

BETTY. You’re not going! 

STANTON. Don’t be a fool. It’s no 
business of yours. 

FREDA. That’s ^\here you’re wrong, 
Stanton. 

ROBERT. I’m waiting for an answer, 
Betty. 

BETTY. What do you want me to 
say? 

ROBERT. Were you with Stanton at 
his cottage? 

BETTY. Yes. 

ROBERT. Were you his mistress? 
BETTY. Yes. 

ROBERT. Betty-in God’s name- 
Stanton— how could you? 

BEi'TY. How could I? Because I’m 
not a child. You would drag all this 
out and now you can damned well 
have it. Yes, I stayed with Stanton 
tliat night, and I’ve stayed with him 
other nights. And he’s not in love 
with me and I know it, and I’m not 
’in love with him. I wouldn’t marry 
him if I could. But I had to make 
something happen. Gordon was 
driving me mad. If you want to 
call someone a child, then call him 
one, for that’s all he is. (robert 
turns out up) This damned mar- 
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riage of ours that you all get so 
sentimental about is the biggest 
sham there's ever been. It isn't a 
marriage at all. It’s just nothing- 
pretence, pretence, pretence. Betty 
darling and Gordon darling, the 
very sight of him makes me want 
to scream. {Head turns out up,) 

FREDA. Betty, you mustn’t go— 

BETTY. It’s not my fault. (Turns 
down) I was in love with him 
when we were married and I 
thought everything was going to 
be marvellous. I wouldn’t have 
looked at anybody else if he'd been 
—real. But he just isn’t. He can't 
even talk to me. 

GORDON. For God’s sake, keep 
quiet, Betty. 

BETTY. I won't. They want to know 
the truth and they can have it. I 
don’t care. I’ve had nothing, noth- 
ing out of my marriage. If I were 
the child you all thought me, per- 
haps it wouldn't have mattered. 
But I'm not. I’m a woman. And 
Stanton was the one person who 
guessed what was happening and 
treated me like a woman. 

GORDON. I wouldn't have blamed 
you if you'd fallen in love with 
someone, but this was just a low 
sordid intrigue, a dirty little affair, 
not worth all your silly lies. I sup- 
pose Stanton gave you all those fine 
presents? 

BETTY. Yes, he did. You couldn't 
even be generous, though you'd 
have given your precious Martin 
everything we'd had. I know Stan- 
ton didn't really care for me. But 
men who say they’re in love with 
one woman and spend their week- 


ends with another deserve all they 
get. 

FREDA (to STANTON). Is that why 
you suddenly had to have that 
money? 

STANTON. Queer, how it works out, 
isn’t it? 

GORDON. Then Betty is responsible 
for all this misery, for Martini 

BETTY. Always Martin. If I was re- 
sponsible for all that, then it’s your 
fault really, Gordon. Because you're 
responsible for everything that hap- 
pened to me. You never should 
have married me. 

GORDON. I didn’t know. It was a 
mistake. ( Sits platform above sofa, ) 

FREDA. We seem to make that kind 
of mistake in our family. 

BETTY. I ought to have left you 
long before this. That was my mis- 
take-staying on— trying to make 
the best of it— pretending to be 
married to one who wasn’t there 
—simply dead! 

ROBERT (turning down. To betty). 
I suppose you knew how I felt 
about youl 

BETTY. Yes. But I didn't care very 
much. 

ROBERT. No,* why should you? 

BETTY. No. It isn’t that. But I knew 
you weren’t in love with me. You 
didn’t know me. You were only 
worshipping somebody you'd in- 
vented, who looked like me. And 
that’s not the same thing at all. 
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ROBERT. Yes, I even thought that 
you and Gordon were happy to- 
gether— 

BETTY. Yes, we put up a good 
show, didn’t we? 

ROBERT. You did. (Turns out up 
above piano bench,) 

GORDON. Yes, we did. What would 
have happened if we’d gone on 
pretending like hell to be happy 
together? 

BETTY. Nothing. 

GORiX)N. No. If we’d gone on pre- 
tending long enough, I believe we 
might have been happy together, 
some time. It often works out like 
that. 

BETTY. Never. 


791 

common with that cracked brother 
of yours. You won’t face real 
things. You’ve been living in a 
fool’s paradise, and now, having 
got yourself out of it by tonight’s 
efforts— all your doing— you’re busy 
building yourself a fool’s hell to 
live in. 

ROBERT. I think this was your glass, 
Stanton. ( Crosses to table and picks 
up glass. Moves up to window and 
throws it out) And now take your- 
self after it. Get out. 

( FREDA turns out up.) 

STANTON (crosses Centre and 
stops). Good-night, Olwen. I’m 
sorry about all this. 

OLWEN. So am I. Good-night. 

STANTON (crosses Right to steps). 
Good-night, Freda. 


OLWEN. Yes, it does. That’s why all 
this is so wrong, really. The real 
truth is something so deep you 
can’t get at it this way, and all this 
half truth does is to blow every- 
thing up. It isn’t civilised. 


FREDA. Good-night. 

GORDON (as STANTON crosses up 
steps to platform). Don’t forget, 
Stanton, we expect your resigna- 
tion. 


STANTON. I agree. 


ROBERT (crosses down between two 
chairs). You agree. You might as 
well. 


STANTON. You’ll get DO Sympathy 
from me. 


STANTON (turning). Oh, you’re go- 
ing to take it that way, are you? 

GORDON. Yes, I’m going to take it 
that way. 

STANTON. Good-night. No, don’t 
trouble. I can find my way out. 
(He exits and closes door.) 


ROBERT. Sympathy from you? I 
never want to set eyes on you 
again, you’re a thief, a liar, and a 
dirty seducer. 

STANTON (back to fireplace). And 
you’re a fool. You look solid but 
you’re not. You've a good deal in 


OLWEN. Don’t be too hasty, Gor- 
don. (GORDON rises) Whatever his 
faults, Stanton’s a first-class man at 
his job. If he goes, the firm will 
suflFer. 

GORDON (crosses Right). I can’t 
help it. I couldn't work with him 
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after this. The firm will have to 
suffer, that’s all. 

ROBERT. Don’t worry. It’s not a case 
of the firm suffering. The firm’s 
smashed to hell now. 

FREDA (steps down from platform). 
Nonsense. 

ROBERT. Is it? I don’t think so. 

GORDON. Well, Betty darling, I 
think we’d better return to our 
happy little home, our dear little 
nest. (Crosses up steps, fheda 
crosses Right.) 

BETTY. Oh, don’t, Gordon. 

FREDA (crosses up steps Left). I’ll 
let you out. 

(Exit GORDON. Exit FREDA. BETTY 
picks up coat and starts for door.) 

ROBERT (to Betty). Good-bye. 
(Staring at her.) 

BETTY (stops Centre). Why do you 
look like that? 

ROBERT. I’m not saying good-bye to 
you. I don’t know you. I never did, 
it seems. 

( BETTY crosses up steps Left and 
exits. ROBERT turns, crosses down 
Right to drinks. As robert pours 
drink, olwen rises and speaks:) 

OLWEN. Robert, please don’t drink 
any more tonight. I know how you 
feel, but it’ll only make you worse 
—really it will. (Crosses up to Left 
arm of chair Left of table.) 

ROBERT (crosses Left to back of 
chair Right of table). What does 
it matter? I’m through, anyway. 
(He drinks.) 


OLWEN. Robert, I can’t bear seeing 
you like this. You don't know how 
it hurts me. 

ROBERT (crosses Left to Right arm 
of chair Left of table). I’m sorry, 
Olwen, I really am sorry. You’re 
the only one who’s really come out 
of this. I know that. Strange, isn’t 
it— that you should have been feel- 
ing like that about me all the time. 
I’m sorry. (Faces down.) 

OLWEN (hack of chair Left of 
tahlr) . Vm not. I mean about my- 
self. I suppose 1 ought to bo, but 
I'm not. It hurt at times but it kept 
me going. 

ROBERT. I know. And you see, now 
I’ve stopped going. Something’s 
broken— inside. 

OLWEN. It won’t seem bad tomor- 
row. It never does. 

ROBERT. All this isn’t going to seem 
any better tomorrow, Olwen. 

OLWEN. Freda will help you. After 
all, Robert, she’s fond of you. 

ROBERT. No, not really. It isn’t that 
she dislikes me steadily, but every 
now and then she hates me— and 
now I see why, of course. She hates 
me because I’m Robert and not 
Martin, because he’s dead and I’m 
alive. 

OLWEN. She may feel differently— 
after tonightt 

ROBERT. She may. I doubt it. She 
doesn’t change easily— that’s the 
trouble. And then again, you see, 
I don’t cai^ any more. That’s the 
point. Whether she changes or 
doesn’t change I don’t care now. 
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OLWEN. You know there’s nothing I 
wouldn’t do for you, Robert. 

ROBERT. I’m terribly grateful, Ol- 
wen. But nothing happens here- 
in side. ( FREDA enters) That’s the 
damned awful cruel thing. Nothing 
happens, {^its Right arm chair Left 
of table) All hollow, empty. 
(FREDA closes door. OLWEN turns 
up to piano.) 

FREDA (on top step). I’m sure, it’s 
not at all the proper thing to say 
at such a moment, but the fact re- 
mains that I feel rather hungry. 
(Crosses down steps Left) What 
about you, Olwcn? You, Robert? 
Or have you been drinking too 
much? (Crosses Left to Robert.) 

ROBERT. Yes, I’ve been drinking too 
much, 

FREDA. Well, it’s very silly of you. 
(Takes empty glass from Robert.) 

ROBERT. Yes. 

FREDA (puts her hand on Robert’s 
shoulder). And you did ask for all 
this. 

ROBERT. I asked for it. And I got it. 

FREDA. Though I doubt if you 
minded very much until it came to 
Betty. 

ROBERT. That’s not true. But I can 
understand your thinking so. You 
see, as more and moie of this rot- 
ten stuflF came out (freda takes 
hand away from Robert’s shoul- 
der), so more and more I came to 
depend on my secret thoughts of 
Betty— as someone whev seemed to 
me to represent some lovely quality 
of life. 
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FREDA. I’ve known some time, of 
course, that you were getting very 
sentimental about her. And I’ve 
known some time too all about 
Betty (Turns Right), and I’ve often 
thought of telling you. (Crosses 
Right to drinks.) 

ROBERT. I’m not Sony you didn’t. 

FREDA (puts glass down) . You 
ought to be. 

ROBERT. Why? 

FREDA (sits arm of sofa). That kind 
of self-deception’s rather stupid. 

ROBERT. What about you and Mar- 
tin? • 

FREDA. I didn’t deceive myself. 1 
knew everything— or neaily every- 
thing— about him. I wasn't in love 
with somebody I'd made up! 

ROBERT. I think you were. Piobably 
we always are. 

OLWEN (crosses down hack of chair 
Left of table) . Then it’s not so bad. 
You can always build up another 
image for yourself to fall in love 
with. 

ROBERT. No, you Can’t. That’s the 
trouble. You lose the capacity for 
building. You run short of the stuff 
that creates beautiful illusions, just 
as if a gland had stopped working. 

• 

OLWEN. Then you have to leam to 
live without illusions. 

ROBERT. Can’t be done. Not for us. 
We started life too early for that. 
Possibly they’re breeding people 
now who can live without illusions. 
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Ihope so. But I can't do it. (Rises) 
I've lived amorig illusion?;. (Turns 
vp.) 

rREDA. You ha\e. 

ROBERT (turns hack). Well, what 
tf I have? They've given me hope 
and courage, they've helped .me to 
live. I suppose we ought to get all 
that from faith in lite. But I haven't 
got any. No religion or anything. 
Just this empty damned shell to 
live in. And a few damn glands and 
secretions and nerves to do it v*dth. 
But it didn't look too bad. I'd my 
little illusions, you see. (Turns out 
up.) 

FREDA (rises, crosses up Left above 
chair Right of table). Then why 
didn't you leave them done, in- 
stead of clamoring for the; truth all 
night like a fool? 

ROBERT (turning on friida). Be- 
cause I am a fool. Staaton was 
right. That's the only ansv/er. I had 
to meddle, like a child, with fire. 
I began this evening with some- 
thing to keep me going. I’d good 
memories of Martin. I'd a w ife who 
didn't love me (freda half turns 
out down) but at least seemed too 
good for me. I'd two partners I 
liked and respected. There was a 
girl I could idealise. And now— 

OLWEN. No, Robert— please. We 
know. 

ROBERT. But you don't know, you 
can't know— not as I know— or you 
wouldn't stand there like that, as if 
we'd only just had some damned 
siUy little squabble about a hand 
at bridge. 

OLWEN. This is mad! 


ROBERT. Don't you see, we're not 
living in the same world now. 
Everything's gone. My brother was 
an obscene lunatic— 

FREDA. Stop that. (Crosses up Cen- 
tre.) 

ROBERT (following FREDA ). And 
my wife doted on him and pestered 
him. (Turns Left to olwen) One 
of my partners is a liar and a cheat 
and a thief. (Turns to out) The 
other— God knows what he is— 
(Crosses Right to steps and up 
.steps. The lights begin to dim) 
And the girl's a greedy little cat. 

FREDA (grabs his hand). Robert, 
please! 

OLWEN (crosses to back of chair 
Right of table). No, Robert. It 
won't be like this tomorrovvl! 

ROBERT (on platform). Tomorrow. 
Tomorrow. I tell you. I'm through. 
I'm through. There can't be a to- 
morrow. (Runs out. As Robert 
goes through the door the lights 
dim out except moonlight and light 
in hall.) 

FREDA. He's got a revolver in his 
bedroom. 

OLWEN. Stop, Robert. Stop. Stop! 
(In the darkness miss mockridge 
and BETTY enter through invisible 
door Left end of window platform 
and take tha same positions as in 
the blackout in Act I. After a mo^ 
mentis pause there is the sound of 
a revolver shot off stage Right. 
BETTY gives a sharp little scream. 
Startled exclamations^ front the 
other three women, freda adr 
vances touxirds the door.) 
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FREDA (calling), Robert, Robert, 
what was that! (Pause) Robert!! 

Robert's voice (off Right), It's all 
right. I was showing them my gun 
and took a crack at a flower pot. 
(FREDA switches on the lights.) 

Gordon's voice. Pretty good 
shot. . . . 

Robert's voice. And what's more 
I hit it! 

Stanton’s voice. Pretty lucky, I’ll 
say. . . . 

Robert’s voice. We’ll be in in a 
minute! 

FREDA. I should hope so. Those 
idiots firing Robert’s revolver out 
the window! (Crosses Left. The 
positions and movement identical 
with Act I.) 

BETTY. You ought to take it away 
from him. They nearly frightened 
the life out of me. 

FREDA. Well, we've no hope of see- 
ing our ghost bird now. If it was 
there, it must have cleared out 
pretty quickly. 

BETTY. I should think so after all 
that racket. 

OLWEN. Perhaps it will come back 
later. 

FREDA. No, I hardly think so. I've 
never caught sight of it much after 
ten. 

MISS MOCKRiDGE. I suppose you all 
miss your brother-in-law. He used 
to be up here with you too, didn't 
he? 
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FREDA. You mean Robert's brother, 
Martin? 

MRS. MOCKRIDGE. YcS. 

FREDA. What made you think of 
Martin just then? 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Well, I don't 
quite know. He just came into my 
head, I suppose. 

FREDA. It must have been the shot. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Oh, surely not. I 
was away at the time and never 
quite understood what happened. 
Something rather dreadful, wasn't 
it? I’m sorry if I— 

FREDA. No, it’s all right. It was very 
distressing for us at the time, but 
it’s done with now. Martin shot 
himself. It happened a year ago— 
last October, in fact— at his own 
cottage, about twenty miles from 
here. , 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Oh, ycs, dreadful 
business, of course. I only met him 
twice, I think. I remember I 
thought him very amusing and 
charming. He was very handsome, 
wasn’t he? 

(Enter stanton and cordon.) 
OLWEN. Yes, very handsome. 
STANTON. Who’s very handsome? 

FREDA. Not you, Charles. 

• 

STANTON. Well, who is it, or is it a 
secret? 

GORDON. They must have been talk- 
ing about me. Betty, why do you 
allow them to rave about your hus* 
band? 
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BETTY. Darling, Im sure youVe 
had too much manly gossip and 
old brandy. You’re beginning to 
look purple in the face and bloated 
~a typical financier. 

' (Enter Robert, switching on extra 
light as he enters.) 

ROBERT. Why so dim? Sony about 
that gun, Freda. It was stupid. I 
hope it didn’t frighten anybody. 

FREDA. As a matter of fact, it did. 
All of us. 

MISS MOCKRiDGE. Yes, and I’d just 
been saying what a charming little 
group you’ve made here, all of you. 

ROBERT. I’m glad you think so. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. I think you’ve all 
been lucky. 

ROBERT. I agree, we have. 

STANTON. It’s not all luck, Miss 
Mockridge. You see, we all hap- 
pened to be nice easy-going people. 

ROBERT (smiling at her). Except 
Betty— she’s terribly wild. 

STANTON. That’s only because Gor- 
don doesn’t beat her often enough 
—yet. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. You see. Miss 
Peel, Mr. Stanton is still the cynical 
bachelor. I’m afraid he rather spoils 
the picture. 

GORDON. I wonder if there’s any 
dance music on the radio tonight? 

ROBERT. I hope not. Let’s be quiet. 
What have you people been talk- 
ing about? 


FREDA. Olwen had been telling us 
about The Sleeping Dog. 

ROBERT. The Sleeping Dog? Oh— 
that novel we’re going to publish, 
the one she’s so keen on. 

STANTON. Why does he call it that? 

OLWEN. Don’t you know the prov- 
erb— Let Sleeping Dogs Lie? 

STANTON. Where does that come 
into it? 

FREDA. From what Olwen says, the 
sleeping dog represents truth. 

OLWEN. Yes, and the chief charac- 
ter— the husband— insisted upon dis- 
turbing it. 

ROBERT. Well, he was quite right to 
disturb it. 

STANTON. Was he? I wonder. I 
think it a very sound idea— the 
truth as a sleeping dog. 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. Still we do spend 
too much of our time telling lies 
and acting them. 

BETTY. Oh, but one has to. I’m al- 
ways fibbing. I do it all day long. 

GORDON (still at radio). You do, 
darling. You do. 

BETTY. It’s the secret of my chaim. 

MISS MOCKRibcE. Very likely. But 
we meant something more serious. 

ROBERT. Serious or not, I’m all for 
it coming out. It’s healthy. 

r 

STANTON. I think telling the truth’s 
about as healthy as skidding round 
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a comer at sixty. What do you 
think, Olwen . • . youre looking 
terribly wise? 

OLWEN. I agree with you. I think 
telling everything is dangerous. 
What most people mean by the 
truth is only half the truth. 

FREDA. Well, let’s talk about some- 
thing else. Who wants a drink? 
Drinks, Robert, and cigarettes. 
{Crosses to table down Left, picks 
up cigarette box) Cigarette, Miss 
Mockridge. 

MISS MOCKRmcE (rising). No, 
thanks. I’m a slave to my own 
brandl 

FREDA (crosses to olwen). Ciga- 
rette, Olwen? 

OLWEN (taking box from freda). 
Oh, I remember that box. It plays 
a tune, doesn’t it? I remember the 
tune. (Opens box) Yes, it’s the 
Wedding March. 

(As it plays.) 

ROBERT. Good, isn’t it! 

GORDON (who has been fiddling 
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with the radio suddenly says). 
Wait a minute. Listen to this. 
CVant We Talk It Overr grad- 
ually fades in on the radio set.) 

BETTY (rising). Oh, I adore that 
tune. 

STANTON. What is it? 

BETTY. "Can’t We Talk It Over?” 

MISS MOCKRIDGE. What? 

GORDON (he starts to dance with 
BETTY). "Can’t We Talk It Over?” 
(olwen moves up Centre, stanton 
crosses up to her and they start to 
dance, miss mockridge takes a cig- 
arette from her case and freda 
lights it for her. Robert crosses 
down to them and they stand talk- 
ing as the 

curtain 

falls. The curtain goes up again, 
OLWEN and stanton continue 
dancing; cordon and betty con- 
tinue to dance; the group by the 
fireplace watch them in animated 
conversation. The curtain falls. 
The music is cut off and 
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ACT ONE 


SCENE I 

At MR. dulcimer's flat in Mayfair, London. 

An evening in May. 

The atmosphere of the room is one of luxury and fastidiousness. The 
owner is an artist in the sense that everything in the room has been 
chosen for its intrinsic value and given its absolutely right position in the 
general scheme of decoration. He never puts up anything because of its 
associations, nor leaves anything about because the room has been well- 
used. To the outsider the room is artificial, but it excites curiosity about 
the owner. To him, it is a constant source of pleasure. It reflects his per- 
sonality, his sensitiveness, and delicate appreciation of beauty. 

The room has a large semi-circular window on the right. This is Cur- 
tained and fitted with cushioned seats, and looks out on to the tops of 
trees of a London Square. In the centre of the back wall is the entrance 
to the roof-garden. This is approached up a couple of steps and through 
handsome wrought-iron gates. When necessary these gates have close- 
fitting, opaque glass screens behind them, which open out on either side 
on to the roof-garden, being then out of sight, and thus making it possible 
to see the roof-garden throng the gates. In the left-hand wall is the only 
entrance to the room, through large double doors. 

The roof-garden can be treated in many ways, and can be as large or 
small as space permits. It should look out over a parapet on to an expanse 
of sky. 

The furniture is arranged in this way. On the right, down stage, below 
the window, is a small table against the wall with a flower vase on it. On 
the other side of the window, up stage, is a radio-gramophone. By the 
window is an arm-chair. 

Against the back wall, on the right-hand side of the gates, is an old 
embroidery frame with a stool in front of it. On the left-hand side of the 
roof-garden is a small rostrum on which stands a grand piano placed at 
such an angle that when mr. dulcimer sits at it he can survey the whole 
room. On the piano stands a bowl of flowers. The dais and piano fiU up 
the left-hand corner^ On the other side of the doors into the room, down 
stage, is the fireplace. Below this is a writing bureau with telephone on 
top of it, and a small stool in front. The rest of the furniture consists of a 
couch at right angles to the fireplace, but as the piano is on a dais, the 
couch does not mask mr. dulcimer, when playing, from the audience. 

Behind the couch is a table useful as a side-tcS)le at dinner and for 
drinks. It should be as high as the back of the couch. In the middle of 
the room is a round dining-table with a chair on either side. 
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There are very few ornaments in the room, hut it is suggested that the 
walls should he painted and not papered, and that over the mantelpiece 
should he a decorative painting hy a modern artist. 

When the curtain rises the room is empty and trump, an immaculate 
butler, enters with three evening papers in his hand. He places two on 
the bureau helow the fireplace, and then opens the **Evening Standard** 
and reads it for a moment. Hearing steps in the passage, he places it 
hurriedly qn the other two. He then goes to the table in the centre which 
is laid for dinner for two people, and appear»4o he putting the finishing 
touches to the things on it. 

The doors open again, and mr. dulcimer enters. He is a man of about 
forty-five, immaculately turned out, and wearing at present a double- 
breasted dinner jacket. He speaks exquisitely, in a clear voice, and with 
now and then a slight drawl. He has a habit of looking at you from under 
his eyes, and though a complete dilettante, he has an alert, vibrating per- 
sonality. A man who could fascinate, repel, and alarm. Instantly we know 
that he is the one thing missing in the room, and he seems to know it, too, 
for he stands a moment inside the doors, almost as if he were ‘Haking a 
call** for having created it. He walks to the end of the Knowle couch and 
stands looking round the room. 


(trump is still busied with the 
'table.) 

dulcimer. Trumpl 
trump.* Yes, Sirl 

DULCIMER. The room looks very 
nakedi 

TRUMP (standing to attention). I 
didn’t get any fresh flowers, Sir. 

DULCIMER (drawlingly) . And why 
didn’t you get any fresh flowers? 

TRUMP. You haven’t used the ones 
from Silver Gates, Sir. The gar- 
dener s^t them up this morning. 

DULCIMER. Why didn’t you tell me 
sooner? I’m terribly overdressed for 
doing flowers. 

TRUMP (gravely, as he begins to 
move towards door). Shall I get 
you an apron, Sir? 


DULCIMER (meditatingly, as he 
comes down to the hearth). No. I 
don’t think I’ll have an apron. 

TRUMP. Could you trust me to ar- 
range them? 

DULCIMER. What flowers has Paget 
sent? 

TRUMP. Tulips, Sir! . . . And irises 
and a rose or two. 

DULCIMER. I don’t think I could 
trust you with a tulip. 

TRUMP. Perhaps not, Sir. 

DULCIMER (decisively). I’ll do 
them. Get me that little table and 
my gloves. 

TRUMP. Very good. Sir. 

(trump goas to the small table, 
right, below the window, and 
rftoves it opposite •the window-seat. 
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dulcimer has moved to the bureau 
below the fireplace and has picked 
up the **Evening Standard** He 
holds it between his finger and 
thumb,) 

DULCIMER. Someone’s been tamper- 
ing with the papers, TrumpI 

TRUMP (innocently). Really, Sir? 
(Fetches a vase from the piano.) 

DULCIMER. I hate sharing a news- 
paper. (Drops paper on couch. 
TRUMP places the vase on the small 
table by the window) Is Mr. Julian 
in yet? (Coming to the centre of 
the room.) 

TRUMP. Not yet, Sir! 

DULCIMER. I do hope he’s not going 
to be late again. 

TRUMP. Perhaps he won’t be in to 
dinner. Sir? 

DULCIMER (with a drawl). And 
why shouldn’t he be in to dinner? 

TRUMP (with a slight suggestion 
that he knows more). No reason. 
Sir. 

DULCIMER. Very well. Get me the 
flowers. 

TRUMP. Yes, Sir. (Moves to the 
door. ) 

DULCIMER. TrumpI 

Trump (turning round). Yes, Sir? 

DULCIMER (taking a cigarette case 
out of his pocket). You let me go 
out today without my cigarette 
case! I had to smote Lady Pel- 
ham’s. Unfilteredl I believe she 
smokes them for the coupons. 
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TRUMP. It shan’t occur again. Sir! 
(Exits. DULCIMER walks across to 
the small table by the window and 
lights a cigarette, trump returns 
with a tray of flowers, scissors, and 
a pair of gloves. He places the tray 
on the table.) 

DULCIMER (as he puts on the 
gloves). Thank you. I hope Paget 
has been careful this time about the 
stalks. (Takes out an iris and ex'- 
amines it) That’s better. (Puts it 
in a vase) Get me an ash-tray. 
(trump takes an ash-tray from the 
centre table and puts it by him) 
We’ll have the irises on the piano, 
and the tulips on the dinner table. 

TRUMP. Very good, Sir. (Hearing 
sound of door slamming) I think 
that must be Mr. Julian! 

DULCIMER (petulantly). I’ve only 
just started these. I thought I had 
taught him how to time things 
properly. • 

(Enter julian, a handsome boy in 
the early twenties, charming and 
well-made, but self-assured and 
self-indulged. Like mr. dulcimer 
he is dressed perfectly. He has just 
a suspicion of knowing that he is 
late for dinner. He is opening a 
couple of invitations.) 

JULIAN. Hullo! Dulcie! I’m fright- 
fully sorry I’m late! 

(Exit TRUMP. JULIAN comes over to 
dulcimer’s side.) 

Din^ciMER. My dear boy. I’d almost 
given you up. What have you been 
doing with yourself? 

JULIAN. I’ve been out all the after- 
noon. I’ve absolutely fallen in love 
with the new car. 
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JDVLCIMER. Have youP I*m so glad, 
i thought you’d like it. 

JULIAN. Ive been taking it for a 
Tun in Richmond Park. (Moves 
over to fireplace and puts invita- 
tions on bureau.) 

DULCIMER. How terribly healthy! 
I ve been to a heart-rending private 
view. 

JULIAN. Did you buy anything? 
(Picks up paper off couch.) 

DULCIMER. No. I missed you. 
You’re always so instinctively right 
about modern art. (julian looks 
pleased) As a matter of fact, you 
promised to come. 

JULIAN. Did I? I forgot all about it. 

DULCIMER. You’ve been forgetting a 
good many things lately. Don’t for- 
get that we’re going to the opera 
tomorrow night. 

JULIAN (not altogether pleased). 
Are we? (Sits on couch and looks 
at paper.) 

DULCIMER. Yes. Edward Trammle 
has oflFered me his box. Fortunately 
I was out when he brought it in. I 
only hope he won’t come too. I 
shall never forget how he fidgeted 
through the whole of Gotterddm- 
merung. 

JULIAN. What is it tomorrow? 

DULCIMER. Tristan. 

JULIAN. That means early ^linner. 

DULCIMER. Not at all. I never ar- 
rive at Tristan till the second act. 


JULIAN (with meaning). I shall be 
in the mood for Tristan tomorrow. 

DULCIMER (carrying the bowl of 
tulips to the piano). It’s the most 
exquisite love-story ever imagined. 
Quite perfect. I’ll go through the 
score again with you in the morn- 
ing. 

JULIAN (moving to window) . Aren’t 
these first spring days marvellous? 

DULCIMER (from the piano). Don’t 
use that dreadful word! “Marvel- 
lous” is the expletive of the igno- 
rant and unimaginative. When you 
hear anyone describe an experience 
as “marvellous,” you can be sure 
that it has made no impression on 
them whatever. (Comes back to 
the table and does the other vase. ) 

JULIAN (by the window). I don’t 
know how to describe what I felt 
this afternoon. 

DULCIMER. Don’t try then. Only 
poets can do justice to the Spring, 
that cruel, terrifying time. 

JULIAN. Terrifying? 

DULCIMER. There is always some- 
thing terrifying in the remorseless- 
ness of nature, something shatter- 
ing in all this re-assertion of the 
principle of life. Trump has got it 
badly. He mmpled the Evening 
Standard. 

f 

JULIAN (laughing). I believe I’ve 
got it too. 

DULCIMER. There is a distinctly bu- 
colic look in*your eye. In another 
moment you’ll tell me you’ve been 
to the Westninster Baths. 
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JULIAN {moving round below centre 
table and up to the roof-garden 
gates). I felt very like it. 

DULCIMER. When the really warm 
days come, well go down to Silver 
Gates. Youll find the amber pool 
preferable to the sweaty transports 
of the Westminster Baths. (Reflec- 
tively) I think I shall have ame- 
thyst cushions this year in the seats 
round the edge of the pool. To- 
morrow well go and choose (he 
makes a lot of the word) the ma- 
terial together. 

JULIAN. How you love the word 
"choose”! (Moves down below the 
couch. ) 

DULCIMER. Choice is what sepa- 
rates the artist from the common 
herd. Nobody knows how to choose 
nowadays. I hope you will never 
forego your prerogative of choice. 
Never do anything that is uncon- 
sidered, or take what is second 
best. 

JULIAN. But supposing one is car- 
ried away? There are moments 
when one just can’t choose. 

DULCIMER. Rise above those mo- 
ments with a colossal assertion 
of your individuality. (Pointing 
through the open window) Look 
at those colours down there in the 
Square. That is how I like to see 
Nature, controlled and at my feet. 
Don’t wallow in heti 

JULIAN. I don’t think I’ve quite got 
your detachment. 

DULCIMER. It’s the result of sensi- 
tiveness. But then, * I think I’ve 
made you sensitive. 
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JULIAN. Ill rush into a dinner 
jacket. (He goes out gaily.) 

DULCIMER (as TRUMP enters). 
Trump! Trump! 

TRUMP. Yes, Sir? • 

DULCIMER (pointing to table). 
When on eaj^ are you going to 
take all this away? I look like a 
wayside shrine! (trump puts the 
tulips on the table) I hate being 
lagered in with tables, (trump 
puts the table back by the window. 
DULCIMER takes off his gloves and 
puts them on the table. He then 
goes to the piano, sits down at it 
and plays softly.) 

DULCIMER (pointing to roof -garden 
gates). I think well have those 
closed. 

TRUMP. These light evenings are 
deceptive. Sir. (Closes the doors) 
Shall I draw the curtains? 

DULCIMER. Not yet. But wfell dine 
by candle-light. 

TRUMP. Very good. Sir. (Goes to 
the bureau, takes a taper and a box 
of matches; lights taper. At that 
moment the sun goes in.) 

DULCIMER (playing). How obliging 
of the sun to go in! (Watches 
TRUMP light the candles) That 
looks very attractive. The whole 
room looks attractive. 

TRUMP. Shall I turn up the lights 
‘as well? 

DULCIMER. No, thank you. I hate 
a glare. 

TRUMP ^having collected tray and 
gloves from tMe below window). 
I’ve got the cocktails outside. Sir! 
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DXJi:.ciMER. Very well; well drink 
cocktails till Mr. Julian is ready. He 
deserves to miss them. 

TRUMP. IVe got a "side-car” for 
I^r. Julian. Perhaps you would pre- 
fer sherry? 

OULCIMER. Perhaps I should. 

{Exit TRUMP. MR. DULCIMER platfS 
for a moment, then comes to the 
table and eats an olive medita- 
tively. TRUMP returns with the 
drinks on a tray . ) 

TRUMP {as MR. DULCIMER tokes his 
sherry from the tray). Perhaps this 
is the moment to break a piece of 
bad news to you. Sir. 

DULCIMER. You mean that you ve 
done the breaking already? 

TRUMP {behind the table). Oh, no, 
Sir, it s much worse than that. 

DULcn^R {a shadow crossing his 
face). It's nothing about Mr. 
Julian? 

TRUMP. Oh dear, no, Sir. 

DULCIMER. Let me sit down first. 
{Sits down on the couch. Sips his 
sherry) 

TRUMP {by the corner of the 
couch). Its only this. Sir. Im 
afraid the drill is coming to the 
Square. 

DULCIMER. The drill? * 

TRUMP. The pneumatic drill. 
They're going to have the road up. 

DULCIMER {deploringly) . Am I 
never to be left in peace? 


TRUMP. I knew it would be a shock. 
I hardly knew how to tell you. Sir. 

DULCIMER. I shan't eat a thing at 
dinner. 

TRUMP. It's a short dinner. Sir. 

DULCIMER. You've got an ice for 
Mr. Julian? 

TRUMP. Coupe “Evelyn Laye.'' 

DULCIMER. Why? 

TRUMP. It looks so beautiful, Sir. 

DULCIMER. I could have managed a 
plover's egg. How long are they to 
be kept away from me? 

tru:mp. I'm afraid for ever, Sir. 

DULCIMER. Good Godl 

TRUMP. I had hoped the authorities 
would be satisfied with a year or 
two. But I'm afraid it's "never 
again"! They're eating sea-gulls' 
eggs in some restaurants, Sir. 

DULCIMER. Where do they find 
them? On the Embankment? 
{Enter julian, also in a double- 
breasted dinner jacket. There is 
now a rather grotesque likeness be- 
tween him and mr. dulcimer.) 

JULIAN {coming over to trump be- 
hind table, and taking his cocktail). 
I'm ready, Trpmp. 

{Exit TRUMP.) 

DULCIMER. Julian, which would you 
rather, go to Silver Gates . or to 
Margherita?^ 

JULIAN. Must we go to either? 
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DULCIMER. Ym afraid we must. 
The road s coming up. 

JULIAN. But I can’t take Peter if we 
go to Italy. 

DULCIMER. I suppose you can tear 
yourself away from your dog for a 
month or two? 

JULIAN (over by the window). I 
don’t much want to tear myself 
away from London. The nicest time 
of the year is just beginning. 

DULCIMER. You know that they al- 
ways mend tlie roads at the nicest 
time of the year. 

JULIAN. Would that matter very 
much? 

DULCIMER (rising). Would it mat- 
ter? I refuse to stay here with the 
Square full of men frying bacon in 
tarpaulin huts. (Puts his glass on 
table behind couch. Moves back to 
dining’table and eats another 
olive . ) 

JULIAN. Well, I like the next couple 
of months in London. (Puts his 
glass on the table behind couch. 
Comes to the dining-table and eats 
an olive.) 

DULCIMER. Shall we sit down? This 
isn’t a quick-lunch counter. (They 
sit on either side of the table.) 

JULIAN. It’s going to be decent 
weather, too. We haven’t had a fine 
season for ages. 

DULCIMER. Supposing we go to Sil- 
ver Gates? That’s not far from Lon- 
don, and you can take your be- 
loved Peter. 

(JULIAN is sUeni. trump comes in 
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with the dinner on a trolley-waiter. 
The dinner can be made to seem 
natural and not too hurried if the 
first course is something easily dis- 
posed of, like tomato-juice cocktail, 
so that the second course follows at 
once, and if there are the pauses 
indicated by Julian’s silence, in the 
dialogue that follows.) 

I looked forward to dining with 
you tonight. I’ve been so bored all 
day. I had a most miserable lunch. 

JULIAN (curtly). With whom? 

DULCIMER. Millicent Armstrong. 
She would talk about the fourth 
dimension. All I got was a couple 
of quails. In the end I had to tell 
her that I was a very coarse feeder. 
(trump opens a bottle of cham- 
pagne with a pop) What an ex- 
quisite noise! I didn’t actually order 
it, Trump. Are you a thought- 
reader? 

TRUMP. I thought that everything 
pointed to it. Sir. (Fills dulcimer’s 
glass, then goes to Julian.) 

DULCIMER. Mr. Julian will want a 
magnum if his melancholia con- 
tinues. I hate people who eat in 
silence. It’s so bestial. We shall end 
by having wireless during dinner. 

JULIAN. The last thing I want to do 
is to spoil your dinner. 

dulcimer. I’m just devouring 
.what’s put in front of me simply 
because it’s there. That’s such a 
pity, because nobody else knows 
anything about food nowadays. It 
doesn’t matter! Trump will stay 
and talk to me. 

JULIAN.. Don’t be an assl 
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Iim^ciMER. I knew iti You have 
been to iKr, Westminster Baths and 
stayed in too longl 

JUUAN. I m sorry! I want to talk to 
you. Ive got something to tell you. 
I daresay it will be rather a sur- 

^^ciMER {to trump). Farewell! 
A long farewell! 

{Exit TRUMP with the trolley - 
waiter, having cleared away the 
used crockery on to it,) 

JULIAN. I ve a very good reason for 
wanting to stay in town. 


tance) I thought you might be an- 
noyed about it. 

DULCIMER. My dear boy, you ought 
to know me better. After all the 
training IVe given you in observa- 
tion! Besides, it’s quite . . , what 
shall I say? Quite an ordinary thing 
to do. You’ve played with the idea 
once or twice before. 

JULIAN. I’m not playing this time. 
(Firing up) I’m desperately in love. 
It wasn’t the real thing before. I 
can’t fight this. It’s something out- 
side myself. I can’t find words to 
e5q)ress it. 


DULCIMER (conciliatory). My dear 
boy. I’m sure you have! 

JULIAN (after a drink). I’ve fallen 
in love! 

DULCIMER. So you remarked just 
now. I think you said it was with 
your caf . 

JULIAN. I don’t mean the car this 
time. 

DULCIMER (cautiously). You mean? 

JULIAN (nodding his head), I do. 

DULCIMER. All I can say is that I’m 
very sorry for the lady. 

JULIAN. Thank you! 

DULCIMER. Isn’t a lover supposed 
to idle in "the wanton summer air” 
and do something or other with 

f ossamer? You look as if you’d 
7rmed an attachment for a police- 
woman. 

JULIAN. I'm depressed at having to 
gQ away and (with slight reluc- 


DULCIMER. Be as lyrical as you 

E lease! I shan’t mind. The poorest 
)ver has something of the poet 
about him. 

JULIAN. It’s no good my telling you 
about it unless you’re going to be 
sensible. 

DULCIMER. Of course I may have 
been half-witted all these years 
without knowing it. (Conciliatory, 
as JULIAN rises) My dear Julian, I 
can see that you’re in earnest. I’ve 
known for some time that some- 
thing was absorbing you. Haven’t I 
been discretion itself in asking no 
questions? 

JULIAN. I suppose I have been a bit 
secretive. 

DULCIMER. Nerei mind if you have. 
Tell me about it. I’m probably re- 
sponsible for the good impression 

i ron have made. I take it that the 
ady returns your passion? 

t 

JUUAN. 1 think so, but vou’ve had 
nothing to do wdth thisl 
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DULCIMER (humourine him). Per- 
haps not. Every lover Tikes to think 
that he is original. 

JULIAN (rising and moving to fire- 
place) . I mean you might not quite 
understand what I feel. I don’t 
think you’ve ever been in love! 
(mr. dulcimer winces, hut Julian 
is not looking at him and so does 
not see him) Her name is Leonora 
Yale. Her people are retired Army 
and live somewhere in the country. 
She’s a Veterinary Surgeon. (A mo- 
menfs silence.) 

DULCIMER. I suppose that Peter in- 
troduced you? 

JULIAN. I suppose he did in the 
first place. 

DULCIMER. Another argument 
against dogs. They create unsub- 
stantial intimacies. 


8n 

marry Leo. (dulcimer lets his 
knife and fork fall on to his plate 
with a slight jarring sound.) 

DULCIMER (his face full of shadows 
hut his voice controlled ) . You nevex 
mentioned the word "Marry.’* 
(Leaning forward) My dear boy,^ 
are you serious? 

JULIAN. Perfectly. 

DULCIMER. How long havc you 
known her? 

JULIAN. About three months. 

DULCIMER. Why didn’t you tell me 
before? 

JULIAN. I kept quiet until I was 
sure. 

DULCIMER. And when did you feel 
sure? 


JULIAN. Why unsubstantial? 

DULCIMER. Everything seems du- 
rable while it lasts. May 1 put this 
crude question? How long will your 
passion for Miss Yale last? 

JULIAN. You’re certainly crude. I 
thought you’d be a little out of 
your depth over this. 


DULCIMER. Out of my depth! Be- 
cause I ask the old question that 
has echoed down the ages! Very 
well then, I won’t probe any fur- 
ther, but I must ma^e my arrange- 
ments. You take your ecstasy to 


Silver Gates and I’ll go to Mar- 
gherita. That seems the best ar- 
rangement as you’re both attached 
to animals. 




JULIAN. I knew you wouldn't un- 
derst^d* (Quietly) 1 want to 


JULIAN. Last night. • 

DULCIMER (after a drink). Julian? 
JULIAN. Yes. 

DULCIMER. You don’t think you’d 
like to give it another three months 
and then open the question again? 

JULIAN. Ten years won’t make any 
difference. I’ve made up my mina. 
I’ve seen Leo ne^y every day. 
I’ve been to her Surgery, I’ve met 
her under a variety of circum- 
* stances, and always felt the same. 

DiTLCiMER. In another moment 
you’ll teU me that you were made 
for each other. 

JULIAN. Perhaps v,'e were. But noth- 
ing you can say will laugh me out 
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of it. This isn’t just a matter of 
"choosing.” Its got to be. That’s 
the part I don’t expect you to un- 
derstand. 

(Enter trump with Julian’s ice, 
xjoffee, and brandy,) 

DULCIMER • (irritably). Put the 
things on the table, Trump. We’ll 
help ourselves, (trump does so.) 

TRUMP. Will that be all, Sir? 

DULCIMER. That will be all for the 
moment. (Exit trump. Taking a 
cigarette) Really! Truipp is very 
exasperating. He’s forgotten the 
lighter! 

JULIAN (coming from entrance to 
roof -garden) , I’ve got a match. 
(Takes a box out of his pocket. 
Lights dulcimer’s cigarette) You 
see, Leo’s got this Canine Infirmary 
at Netting Hill, and she’s made a 
great success of it. 

DULCIMER. Does she have to do 
this? 

JULIAN (sitting at table again). No, 
but she’s got a flair for animals. 
So has Ranulf, her partner. 

DULCIMER (craftily). So she’s got 
a partner? 

JULIAN. Yes. They’ve worked it up 
together. 

DULCIMER (dreamily). I believe 
there was an Archbishop Ranulf in* 
the Middle Ages. I think he got 
into trouble with the Pope. 

JULIAN. She’s a little older than I 
am. 

DULCIMER. Is she beautiful? 


JULIAN. I think so. 

DULCIMER. And so you want to 
marry her? But of course you do. 
Lovers are always impulsive. That’s 
why they make so many mistakes. 

JULIAN. I know what I am doing. 
But I realise what this means to 
you ... to us both. I shall hate 
leaving you, Dulcie. You’ve given 
me a wonderful life. 

DULCIMER. You’ve been my son 
since you were eleven years old. 
Does Leonora know that I’m not 
your real father? 

JULIAN. Yes, of course. I’ve told her 
I owe everything to you. My real 
father couldn’t have done as much 
for me as you have. 

DULCIMER (grimly). That’s cer- 
tainly true. He couldn’t have done 
anything at all. You mean to get 
married quite soon? 

jiTLLAN. If possible. (A look at him) 
Then while Ranulf carries on at the 
Surgery, I want to take Leo abroad. 
There are heaps of places I’d like 
to show her. She’d adore Italy. 

DULCIMER. You might go to Italy 
for your honeymoon? 

JULIAN. I’m quite keen to stay there 
for several months. 

DULCIMER. Why not? There is 
Scriptural wairant for it. Old Tes- 
tament honeymoons lasted a year. 

JULIAN (hopefully). You approve? 

DULCIMER. Entirely. And then? 

JULIAN. Then I suppose we must 
settle down somewhere. Leo w^nts 
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to get on with her work and Fd 
like to be able to help her. She 
needs a better Surgery in a more 
central place. Td like to be able 
to give it her. 

DULCIMER {quietly). Have you told 
her you will? 

JULIAN. No. {With a smile at him) 
Not exactly. We ve naturally built 
a few castles. She’s very keen on 
my getting a job. 

DULCIMER. And what do you say 
to that? 

JULIAN. I haven’t encouraged it 
enormously. {With another delight- 
ful smile.) 

DULCIMER {rising and filling their 
glasses with brandy, then sitting 
down again. Craftily). Well, I’m 
bound to say I think you’ve han- 
dled the whole situation with tact 
and imagination. 

JULIAN. But I know quite well that 
everything does really depend on 
you. I can’t move a step without 
you. 

DULCIMER. I shall buy you a trous- 
seau and give you away at St. 
Paul’s, Knightsbridge. 

JULIAN. That’s lovely of youl {Feel- 
ing embarrassed) But I am just a 
little anxious to know what’s going 
to happen after that! » 

DULCIMER. What do you imagine 
will happen? 

JULIAN {with charm), i did rather 
hope that you’d increase my allow- 
ance. 
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DULCIMER. I’ve always loved your 
ingenuousness. It’s one of youi 
greatest charms. ( Then, like a steel 
trap, all his silkiness gone) 1 
shouldn’t dream of increasing it. In 
fact, if you leave me, I don’t pro- 
pose to make you any allowance 
whatever. 

JULIAN {laughingly) . Then you’re 
just turning me adrift? 

DULCIMER. That’s hardly how I 
should describe a young man who 
proposes to support a wife. 

JULIAN. Support a wife? That 
sounds rather dreary. 

DULCIMER. It’s an ugly middle-class 
term, but you force me to use it. 
After all, it will be a great novelty 
for you to earn your own living. 

JULIAN {grimly). Yes, I suppose it 
will. ( Rises from the table and goes 
to the window.) ^ 

DULCIMER. Aren’t you going to 
finish your brandy? 

JULIAN {without looking round). 
No thanks. {Then turning round 
quickly) Do you mean that as soon 
as I marry Leo, I become penni- 
less? 

DULCIMER {getting up from the 
table). Come and sit over here 
{pointing to couch), and let us try 
and understand one another. {He 
takes Julian’s arm and they go 
towards the hearth) Will you let 
me put the case from my own 
point of view? 

JULIAN {by the fire). Of course. I 
know that I haven’t got any rights. 
As I’m not your own son I can’t 
expect to have any. 
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DULCiMEB (standing at the left- 
hand corner of the couch). What 
are rights? You ve had privileges. 
YouVe been my constant compan- 
ion. Have you ever appreciated the 
compliment? 


JULIAN (eagerly). Do you think 
they will? 

DULCIMER. Tm sure of it. We must 
look out for an opening immedi- 
ately. 


JULIAN. Of course I have. YouVe 
given me everything I could pos- 
sibly want. 

DULCIMER. I did more than that. 
I created you. IVe made you what 
you are because I rescued you from 
a life of squalor. I chose you in- 
stinctively, just as I have chosen 
everything else in my life. It was 
a bold experiment, but I didn't 
make a mistake. You have always 
been a very delightful son and 
companion to me. But life with me 
and life with Leo are two very 
di£Ferent things. You cant expect 
them to overlap. 

JULIAN (sitting on couch). I sup- 
pose I can earn my own living like 
anyone else? 

DULCIMER (craftily). What's to stop 
you. You're personable and accom- 
plished. You've travelled. Above all, 
you've got my training and expe- 
rience behind you. The blossoming 
time has come a little earlier than 
I expected. Never mind! All I ask 
is that in return for my careful nur- 
ture I may be allowed to watch you 
flower. That will interest me enor- 
mously, and I shall be very proud 
if you succeed. If you fail, I can 
always rescue you again. 

JULIAN. I shan't fail. 

DULCIMER (craftily), Youll be a 
poor advertisement for me if you 
do. (Sits beside him) My dear boy, 
people will be only too glad to get 
you] 


JULIAN ( quite impressed by all 
this). You didn't mind my— asking 
you? 

DULCIMER. Of course I didn't. 

JULIAN. I believe I can do anything 
I want to. 

DULCIMER. Then I should be very 
wrong to smother your initiative 
with a few hundreds a year. 

JULIAN. I shall have to put oil mar- 
rying Leo for a bit. I'll explain that 
to her when she comes. She'll un- 
derstand that. By the way— she'll be 
here in a few minutes. 

Dxn.ciMER (springing up). What? 

JULIAN. We're going to the Ballet. 
J asked her to pick me up. 

DULCIMER. She's coming here to- 
night? 

JULIAN. I want you to meet her. 

DULCIMER (in his usual ecstasy of 
protestation), I do wish you would- 
n't spring surprises on me. I'm as 
shy as an antelope when I'm sur- 
prised. (Rings the bell. The room 
is now in the imaginary confusion 
created by mr. dulcimer.) 

JULIAN (coming to the table). I 
may as well finish my ice. (Carries 
it to window seat,) 

DULCIMER (ecstatically). By all 
means, let us carry our food about 
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the room. I dislike this Bohemian 
way of dining. I can see the end 
of all this. I shall sit on a cherry. 
(Enter trump with trolley-waiter) 
Clear away, Trump, as quickly as 
you can. We re expecting a lady 
here at any moment, (trump 
begins to put everything on the 
trmey-waiter . ) 

JULIAN. There’s plenty of time. 
Here you are. Trump! Tve had 
enough. (Hands him the ice.) 

DULCIMER (to trump). Needless to 
say, she’s visiting Mr. Julian. 

(The bell rings.) 

JULIAN. All right. Trump! I’ll go. 
(ExU.) 

DU1.CIMER. There! I knew that 
would happen! Caught in the 
middle of a vulgar shuffle! I feel 
as if I had been to the Aldershot 
Tattoo. Why doesn’t he hurry up? 
If someone doesn’t relieve the ten- 
sion I shall snap! 

(JULIAN returns with Leonora 
YALE. Enter leonora yale. She is 
a beautiful girl, clean-cut, charm- 
ing, strong-willed, decisive, quite 
free from pose, does not take other 
peoples opinions or judge things on 
their face value. She is modern in 
the best sense of the word. She can 
wear clothes and knows how to 
wear them. As usual she makes an 
impression, and she makes it on 
DULCIMER. She is not quite what 
he expected. There is nothing 
middle-class about h^r. There is 
something about her of the thing 
well done, well turned out, that 
appeals to him. She speaks well and 
decisively. She comes into the 
room. JULIAN brings her to dul- 
cimer. ) * 

JULIAN. Dulcie, this is Leo! 
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DULCIMER. I’m delighted to meet 
you. Julian has kept you dark for 
too long. I never even knew of your 
existence till dinner this evening. 

LEONORA. I’ve known you for ages. 
I always watch you coming into 
the stalls on “First Nights.” 

DULCIMER. Are you a “First 
Nighter”? 

LEONORA. Not a real one, but when- 
ever I go, I always enjoy your en- 
trance. 

DULCIMER. We’ll make an entrance 
together at the Opera tomorrow. 
Won’t you sit down? (She sits in 
left hand corner of couch.) 

JULIAN. That’s a good idea! (To 
Leonora) It’s Tristan. 

LEONORA. Lovely! By the by, is my 
car safe in the square? 

• 

JULIAN (sits on left-hand chair of 
centre table) . Perfectly. Trump will 
see to that. (Exit trump with 
trolley-waiter. ) 

LEONORA. Was that Trump? (Nod- 
ding.) 

DULCIMER. Have you fallen for him 
as well? 

LEONORA. He’s nearly as intiiguing 
as you, isn’t he? Quite tlie prelude 

to adventure. 

• 

DULCIMER. I’m dreading the day 
when my friends prefer to stay and 
talk to him instead of coming in 
here. One aftemocn I shall find 
them all with him having kitchen 
tea. (They laugh. He sits beside 
her.) 
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LEONOHA. What a jolly window! I 
love looking down on to trees. 

DULCIMER. I have to be high up. 
I can’t stand noise. 

LEONORA. You wouldn’t like my 
waiting-room. 

DULCIMER. Julian’s been telling me 
about your work. 

JULIAN. He wasn’t interested. He 
hates dogs. 

DULCIMER. He means that I won’t 
let his terrier rampage about in 
here. 

LEONORA. Well, of course not! This 
is much too exquisite a room for 
dogs, unless you had something 
that would keep very still on that 
rug over there. (Points.) 

JULIAN. You mean a toy dog? 

LEONORA. I was thinking of a Bor- 
zoi. They’re so decorative. 

DULCIMER. Well, perhaps! Have 
you a discarded Borzoi? 

JULIAN. It’s not a dog’s home. 

DULCIMER (going over to the rug). 
Yes. I think I can see something 
on that rug. Something graceful 
and slender! (Seeing her look) 
That amuses you, doesn’t it? But 
you professional people can never 
understand the artist. 

LEONORA. I suppose it’s all right it 
you’ve got the time. I wonder 
you’ve never gone in for decora- 
tion. 

DULCIMER. I couldn’t endure plan- 
ning rooms for other people. My 
taste would have to be theirs. 


LEONORA. I wish I could run my 
business that way. 

DULCIMER. Do your clients inter- 
fere? 

LEONORA. Not with the treatment, 
of course, but a lot of my time is 
taken up with humouring them. 
You should hear my bedside man- 
ner. (Imitating herself) “The little 
patient has passed a fairly good 
night!” Meaning some overfed 
Pekinese! 

DULCIMER (amused). I shall con- 
sult you about the Borzoi! 

LEONORA. I’ll give you your money’s 
worth. 

DULCIMER. I hope you’re very ex- 
pensive? (Coming and sitting be- 
side her again.) 

LEONORA. Very. ... To you! 

DULCIMER. Are you very profes- 
sional? Do you wear a white coat? 

LEONORA. Oh, yes, always. A spot- 
less one. 

JULIAN. If we’re going to the Ballet, 
I must go and put on my coat and 
a spotless white tie. I shan’t be 
long, darling. (Throws her a kiss 
and exits.) 

LEONORA (going over to the em- 
broidery frame). What a beautiful 
old frame! r 

DULCIMER (from the couch). It 
belonged to my grandmother. 

LEONORA. And what lovely work! 

DULCIMER (pleased). It’s mine. 
Some of my happiest hours are 
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spent there while Julian plays the 
piano. 

LEONORA (with a touch of sar- 
casm). Is he good with his needle, 
too? 

DULCIMER. No. I tried to teach 
him, but such gifts are not easily 
acquired. {Sensing her thought) It 
doesn’t quite meet with your ap- 
proval, does it? 

LEONORA. Tm bound to say that 
I’m glad he won’t want to em- 
broider. But then, Tm so poor at 
sewing myself. 

DULCIMER (indignantly). Sewing? 
Is that all you see in my work? 
{Rising and coming towards her) 
I don’t believe it! There’s nothing 
of the Philistine about you, even 
though you have this dreadful ob- 
session for dumb animals. That’s 
the Leo part of you. Leo’s so fierce 
and hostile. I shall always call you 
Leonora. 

LEONORA {from the window). Do. 
If you’ll let me oflE calling you 
Dulciel 

DULCIMER. That’s only Julian’s pet 
name for me. {As he walks back 
to the couch) Tell me, Leonora! 
If you hadn’t known, you’d have 
taken us for father and son? 

LEONORA. I think I should. I see 
now that Julian has pany of your 
mannerisms. Is he at all like his 
real father? 

DULCIMER. I hope not. I got him 
in time to prevent that. 

LEONORA. I should rather like to 
meet Julian’s father. 
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DULCIMER. There’s nothing to stop 
you. He plies his trade in Camden 
Town. 

LEONORA. What does he do? 

DULCIMER. He has a dairy or a 
drapery or something diK^adful. 

LEONORA (interested). Really? 

DULCIMER. That’s enthralling, isn’t 
it? Well, when you go, I hope hel’ 
be sober. (They arc now seated 
again . ) 

LEONORA. Is that the trouble? 

DULCIMER. It used to be. I believe 
he’s a reformed character now. Of 
course, I’ve never seen him since 
I adopted Julian. 

LEONORA. It was Very decent of you 
to rescue him. 

DULCIMER. I shall never forget the 
day I first heard him sing at an 
Eisteddfod in Wales. 

LEONORA (quietly). You fell in love 
with his voice? 

DULCIMER (after a tiny pause). If 
you like to put it that way. He had 
the most exquisite treble voice IVe 
ever heard. I had a record made 
of it. Some day I’ll put it on when 
he isn’t here. 

LEONORA. Doesn’t he like it? 

• 

DULCIMER. It’s not that. I don’t 
want to remind him of his begin- 
nings. I pursued that voice to a 
back alley in some unpronounce- 
able Welsh town, and there I found 
Julian with a drunken father and 
no mother. It would have been 
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sacrilege to have left him there, but 
no one else had sensibility enough 
to see that. 

LEONORA. Did you send him to 
school? 

DULCiMEBd' I thought of doing so, 
but my interviews with headmas- 
ters were not encouraging. 

LEONORA. 1 wish you had a record 
of them. 

DULCIMER. He may not have had 
a public school education, but 
Julian is as much at home in Paris 
or in Rome as he is in London. 

LEONORA. That will be very useful. 
I love going abroad. 

DULCIMER. He can paint. He knows 
something about music. He's cul- 
tured and charming, because IVe 
taught him to be so. 

LEONORA. Yes, I see you’ve taken a 
lot of pains with him. (She realises 
what shes up against,) 

DULCIMER (slowly). He’s my crea- 
tion. I’ve succeeded where any or- 
dinary “father" would have failed. 
He’s more than a son to me, and 
it will mean more to me to give 
him up. Perhaps that won’t be nec- 
essary immediately? 

LEONORA. Perhaps not quite imme- 
diately. (She understands what he 
means.) 

(Enter juuan. He has changed into 
^taOs.^ 

DULCIMER (to JULIAN). Leonora 
and I have been getting to know 
each other. (Rising to go. To Leo- 
nora) Do you tfink we’re going 
to be friends? 


LEONORA (without cnthusiosm) . I 
hope so. 

DULCIMER. I hope so, too. Well, as 
it seems I’m going to spend the 
evening alone, I’ll go and slip into 
something comfortable, if you’ll ex- 
cuse me. (Exit.) 

JULIAN (coming and sitting beside 
her). Well, what have you been 
talking about? I hope you haven’t 
been bored? 

LEONORA. He’d never bore any- 
body. 

JULIAN. No. He’s pretty stimulating 
to live with. 

LEONORA. He made me feel terribly 
wholesome and ordinary. 

JULIAN. Did he talk about me? 

LEONORA. He’s been telling me 
what a wonderful education he’s 
given you. 

JULIAN. I’ve got something to tell 
you— something beastly. 

LEONORA. JulianI 

JULIAN. At dinner this evening, 
after I’d told him about you, he 
suddenly got all Victorian, and said 
that if I married anybody I must 
earn my own living. He cut me 
clean oflF without even a shilling. 
I never felt such a fool in my life. 

LEONORA (cheerfully). Oh, well, 
we’ll have to wait a bit, that’s all. 

JULIAN. It never entered my head 
that he wcwldn’t make me an al- 
lowance. It was quitD natural to 
expect it. But he made it sound so 
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unreasonable that I hadn’t the 
nerve to argue about it. 

LEONORA. Isn’t it because your 
guardian doesn’t want you to marry 
at all? He thinks you belong to 
him, and he knows you are under 
more of an obligation to him than 
if he was your real father. 

JULIAN. I don’t see that. I didn’t 
ask him to adopt me. All the same, 
Tm glad he did. 

LEONORA. Well, now, it’s up to us 
to carry on without him. \\^at do 
you think you’d like to do? 

JULIAN. Let me see. I can drive a 
car. I can paint a bit, and play a 
bit, and IVe got an eye for colour. 

LEONORA. There isn’t a sixpence in 
any of them. 

JULIAN. I hate sixpences, anyway. 
They’re no use except in cloak- 
rooms. 

LEONORA {getting up under a sud- 
den feeling that the situation is 
hopeless), I wonder if we’d better 
call the whole thing off? 

JULIAN {getting up). Do you mean, 
not get married? 

LEONORA. It seems so unfair to you. 
There’s no earthly reason why you 
should suddenly have to become 
like everybody else apd slave and 
grind out a living. 

JULIAN. Look here, Leol I haven’t 
any illusions about myself. I know 
it’s laughable at my age to be won- 
dering what I’m going*to be, like 
a boy in a fourth form, but I do 
know I’m going to be something 
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so that I can marry you. And i will 
marry you, Leonoral I love you 
more than anything in the world. 
You ask me what I want to do. 
Well, something that will make the 
time before we can get married 
as short as possible. 

LEONORA {with great sincerity and 
a touch of wistfulness). Darling! 
That’s the real you! Isn’t it? 

JULIAN. No more talk of calling the 
whole thing off! 

LEONORA. I was Only thinking of 
you when I said that, and if I’d 
seen the slightest flicker of relief 
in your face when I did say it . . . 

JULIAN. Well? 

LEONORA. Never mind! 

JULIAN. Tell me! 

LEONORA. I should huvc felt as if 
the end of everything had •come. 
I love you so much that I don’t 
mind how long I wait! I love you 
so! (A long kiss.) 

LEONORA. Now let’s be sensible! 
{Sitting on chair left of centre 
table) Julian, how would you like 
to be a vet? 

JULIAN. Doesn’t it mean passing 
exams and things? 

LEONORA. Well, why not? I could 
help you tremendously with your 
^ork, and when you were qualified, 
you could join us. 

JULIAN. Is it a long business? Will 
it lake a year? 

LEONORA. More like five. Nearly as 
long as being a doctor, (julian 
groans.) 
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JULIAN, Oh, Leonora! Five years? 
It^s a life-time! 

LEONORA. I don’t see why we 
shouldn’t get married after you’ve 
passed your first exam. 

JULIAN {cX)ming to her side). I’ll 
pass that exam all right. 

LEONORA. Of course you will. 

JULIAN. When can I start? 

LEONORA. You’ve got to break away 
from here first. I mean really break 
away. 

JULIAN. Live on my own? How 
can I? 

LEONORA. Haven’t you got any 
money? 

JULIAN. I’ve got some of this quar- 
ter’s allowance. A good bit in fact. 
And I«ve got some things I can 
sell. That’ll keep me going for a 
while. Why must I leave here? 

LEONORA. Can you honestly see 
yourself doing any work here? 

JULIAN. Dulcie wouldn’t let me dis- 
sect cats, or anything of that kind. 
Otherwise I don’t see what’s to stop 
me. 

LEONORA. He wouldn’t let you do 
a stroke. He despises work, and 
he’d never understand your wanU 
ing to be a vet. A man who doesn’t 
like having a terrier in the sitting- 
.Toom! 

JULIAN. I wish he could hear you 
calling it a sitting-room! I’m afraid 
you don’t like my guardian! 


LEONORA. No. I don’t like him. But 
I’m going to take him very seri- 
ously. We can’t afford to trifle with 
him. Whatever you decide to do, 
he’ll try to prevent it. Don’t you 
feel that? 

JULIAN {gloomily). Yes, I do. 

LEONORA. I know what you’ll be 
giving up and that you’ll be giving 
it up for me. I adore you for it. 
{Kiss.) 

JULIAN. I shall clear out of here as 
soon as I can. I’ll tackle Dulcie 
about it tonight. 

LEONORA. You will choosc the right 
moment, won’t you? 

JULIAN. Trump and I are geniuses 
at that. We can tell the wrong mo- 
ment a mile off. It will give him a 
shock to see me working. Well, now 
that we’ve made this marvellous 
start, what about going to the Bal- 
let? 

LEONORA. I should love it. {They 
move) By the way, there’s one 
question I haven’t asked you. Who 
are you? 

JULIAN. Who am I? 

LEONORA. What’s your real name? 

JULIAN. Dulcie didn’t tell you? 

LEONORA. Np, he brushed yom 
father aside rather hurriedly. 

JULIAN. My original name was 
Owen— David Owen. 

LEONORA. You’re not even Julian? 

JULIAN. No. I’m plain David. 
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LEONORA. And very nice, too. 

JULIAN. But Im patented “Julian 
Dulcimer,” or naturalised, or what- 
ever it is. 

LEONORA. When were married, 
shall I be Mrs. Owen or Mrs. Dul- 
cimer? 

JULIAN. Which would you like to 
be? 

LEONORA. Mrs. OwenI 

JULIAN. I knew you’d say that. 
Well have to see about it. I sup- 
pose I can be “rendered down” 
again or something. 

LEONORA. I must meet my father- 
in-law. 

JULIAN. You’ll see him at the wed- 
ding. At least I suppose you will. 

LEONORA. Suppose they both come? 
(They laugh. At this moment the 
door opens, dulcimer sees them, 
and coughs a little ostentatiously.) 


DULCIMER. Did I do that well? I’ve 
been practising coughing for the 
last ten minutes. What a lot you 
lovers have to say to each other. 

JULIAN. We’re just oflF. 

DULCIMER. Julian can take you in 
his car and bring you back here 
for a drink. There’s a wonderful 
atmosphere about this room in the 
small hours of the morning. 

LEONORA. They mustn’t be too 
small. I’m a working woman, Mr. 
Dulcimerl 

DULCIMER. When you come back, 
we’ll think of a name for you to 
call me by. We’ll all write things 
down on pieces of paper. 

JULIAN (at the door). Come on, 
Leol 

(They go out, closing the door be- 
hind them. DULCIMER stands in the 
middle of the room, looking after 
them . ) 


CURTAIN 


SCENE II 


The same. Some hours later. Nearly all the lights are turned out. 

MR. DULCIMER is sitting in the arm-chair facing the window. A dance band 
is coming over the radio, trump entersAJoith a plate of sandwiches. 


DULCIMER (without looking up). 
What time is it, Trump? 

TRUMP (putting sandwiches on 
table). About a quarter* to twelve, 
Sir. (He moves to turn on the 
lights.) 


DULCIMER. Leave the lights. 

TRUMP. I’ve brought in a few sand- 
wiches. 

DxnLCiMER (with his frequent habit 
of repeating remark in the form 
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of a question). And why have you 
brought in a few sandwiches? 

TBUMP. Mr. Julian didn’t have 
much dinner. Sir, and as Miss 
Yale s car is still outside, I daresay 
she’ll like one too. 

{The dance band stops, and there 
is heard the usual babel of voices 
and shuffling of feet.) 

DULCIMER {pointing to the radio). 
I expect Mr. Julian and Miss Yale 
are in there by now! 

TRUMP {with a startled look at mr^ 
dulcimer). In there, Sir? Oh, I see 
what you mean! At the Dorchester. 

DULCIMER. Can you distinguish 
Mr. Julian’s voice? 

TRUMP {going up to the radio and 
listening). No, Ski But then they 
never sound to me like voices. 

{The band begins again.) 

•> 

DULCIMER {with a tinge of regret). 
I expect Miss Yale dances well. 

TRUMP. I’m sure she does. Sir! 

DULCIMER {angrily). Turn it oflF, 
Trump! (trump does so.) 

TRUMP. Is there anything more I 
can get you? 

DULCIMER. No, thank you. 

TRUMP. Good-night, Sir. 

c 

DULCIMER. Good-night! 

{Exit TRUMP, meeting julian in 
the doorway in top-hat and dress 
overcoat.) 

JULIAN. Hullo, Duloiel Had a dull 
evening? (Puts hat on table and 


overcoat and scarf on left-hand 
chair. Then he turns up the other 
lights.) 

DULCIMER. Not at all. Where is 
Leonora? 

JULIAN. She sent her apologies and 
wouldn’t come in, after all! She’s 
tired, and gets up earlier than we 
do. {He is standing by the table 
and eating sandwiches.) 

DULCIMER {regarding him curi- 
ously). Did you have a good time? 

JULIAN. Rather! 

DULCIMER. I saw you both at the 
Dorchester. 

JULIAN {stopping in the middle of 
his sandwich, and looking at him 
in amazement). However did you 
manage that? 

DULCIMER {moving across the 
room). "In my mind’s eye, Hora- 
tio!” Dear me! I’m very full of quo- 
tations tonight. It’s always a sign 
that something’s disagreed with me 
when I’m full of quotations. I must 
find out what it is. {Rings the hell 
JULIAN at the table watches him, 
wondering what sort of a mood he 
is in.) 

{Enter trump.) 

TRUMP. Yes, Sir? 

DULCIMER. Something has dis- 
agreed witl\ me. Trump. What is 
it? 

TRUMP. I can’t think of anything 
particular. Sir. If I may say so, Sir, 
we ate our dinner rather thought- 
lessly. • 

DULCIMER. Did I gobble? 
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TRUMP. Oh, no, Sir! But the arrival 
of Miss Yale keyed us up a little 
beyond our usual concert pitch. 

JULIAN {amused). Well done, 
Trump. Jolly good for this hour of 
the night. {He goes to dulcimer, 
takes him by the arm, and puts him 
on the couch) Sit down, Dulciel 
ril get some brandy! {Goes back 
to the table.) 

DULCIMER {surprised at his con- 
fident manner). Were quite the 
assured lover, aren’t we? 

JULIAN {ignoring this). You don’t 
want to keep Trump out of bed, do 
you? 

DULCIMER. Do I want to keep you 
out of bed. Trump? 

TRUMP. Probably, Sir! 

DULCIMER {murmuring). Go to 
your truckle-bed, Trump! I would 
willingly change places with you, 
but I feel like King Henry IV in 
his nightgown. “Get you to rest, 
cramm’d with distressful bread!” 
There I go again! {Then, as Julian 
approaches him with brandy, he 
says icily) I’m not in need of 
brandy, thank you. 

(trump is trying to suppress a 
yawn.) 

JULIAN {shrugging his shoulders 
and putting brandy oj% the table). 
Very well! {To trump) Go on, 
Trump! Don’t stand there swallow- 
ing yawns! 

{Exit trump.) 

dulcimer {coldly), ^ce when 
have you taken to ordering my 
servants about? 
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JULIAN. I only wanted to get rid of 
him. {Taking the sandwiches and 
sitting by his side) I want to talk 
to you, and you’re generally at your 
best at this time. I haven’t offended 
you, have I? 

dulcimer {thawing). No, my boy! 
Of course you haven’t. But I don’t 
know that I’m particularly spar- 
kling tonight. 

JULIAN. I don’t want you to 
sparkle. I want you to be serious. 

dulcimer. What a dreadful re- 
quest! 

JULIAN. I mean I don’t want you 
to be witty, just for a minute ©r 
two. You see. I’ve got a suggestion 
to make, and you may be a little 
surprised at it. To begin with, 
Leonora and I didn’t go to the 
Ballet. 

dulcimer. Why not? • 

JULIAN. We did rather an extraer* 
dinary thing. {Pause) We went to 
see my father instead. 

dulcimer. What? 

JULIAN. We went to see my father 
instead, (dulcimer gets up in agu 
tation and walks about the room) 
I liked him. So did Leo. I don’t 
know why we went tonight. We 
had been talking about him before 
we left here. 

dulcimer. So you were impressed 
by your father? 

jxn.iAN. I think I’ve had a wrong 
idea of him before. 

DULCIMER. Do you mean that I’ve 
given you that wrong idea? 
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JULIAN. Perhaps he’s changed. 
There’s nothing disreputable about 
him. He was sitting quietly at 
home, reading the Bible. 

DULCIMER. Good Heavensl Don’t I 
read the Bible? Haven’t I told you 
that you c^n’t form your style with- 
out it? 

JULIAN. He’s a preacher in some 
local chapel. Well, Leo and I have 
been mapping out our future this 
evening. We can’t be married till 
I've got a job, and I’ve decided to 
become a "vet.” 

(A tiny pause.) 

DULCIMER ( in hard, loud tones 
from the roof -garden steps). Go onl 
I’ve not the least desire to be witty. 

JULIAN. It’ll mean a lot of hard 
work, and I’ve got to live some- 
where while I’m doing it. I think 
it will be possible to live with my 
father.* He rather liked the idea. 
Apparently he feels he’s got some- 
thing to make up to me. 

DULCIMER. He’s been a little slow 
at feeling that. 

JULIAN. The college is close to 
where he lives. Everything just 
happens to fit. That’s all. 

DULCIMER. You asked me to be se- 
rious just now. I’m going to be. 
I think you’re quite mad and rather 
uncouth. 

JULIAN. I knew you wouldn’t see itl 

DULCIMER. I can see it quite 
clearly I {Coming close to him) An 
impetuous boy, because he has 
fallen in love, wants to rush head- 
long out of my house at a mo- 


ment’s notice, without giving a 
thought to my wishes or plansi 

JULIAN. That’s not fairl I have 
thought about you. 

DULCIMER. Then you certainly 
haven’t thought about yourself. Do 
you really imagine that you’ll find 
living with your father congenial? 

JULIAN. I shall have too much to 
do to worry about that. I think we 
shall get on, and we shan’t see very 
much of each other. 

DULCIMER. Has he spacious apart- 
ments? 

JULIAN. He can give me a room. 

DULCIMER. I believe I was right. 
You are insane! I shall have you 
certified tomorrow. 

JULIAN. You’ll never see my point, 
but I can see yours. To you I must 
be as mad as a hatter. 

DULCIMER. Not only mad, Julian, 
but rather cruel. A little vindictive 
perhaps. 

JULIAN. Dulcie, I don’t want to of- 
fend you, but surely you must see 
that I couldn’t work here. 

DULCIMER. Why not? You can pore 
over diagrams of dogs’ intestines 
to your heart’s content! 

JULIAN. You^d loathe it if I did. 
(Going to bureau) Look at thisl 
(He picks up a large quill pen, 
exquisitely feathered in jade green) 
That’s your idea of a pen! I couldn’t 
work with •that! (Throws it down 
on bureau) And that is typical of 
everything here! I don’t want to 
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be uncouth or ungrateful, but I 
know that the only sensible thing 
to do is to get away on my own. 

DULCIMER (with a penetrating 
voice). On your own? Julian, are 
you hinting that I am the obstacle 
to your success? 

JULIAN. We should get on each 
other s nerves a thousand times a 
day. 

DULCIMER. Did Leonora make you 
think that? 

JULIAN. No, not exactly. She agrees 
with me, though. 

DULCIMER. You mean that you 
agree with her. (As if thinking) 
1 see. She s determined to get you 
away from me, and she’s not wast- 
ing any time about it. 

JULIAN. Well, I think I shall go to 
bed now. IVe got a lot of things to 
arrange tomorrow. (Coming up to 
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dulcimer) We’re friends about 
this, aren’t we? (dulcimer turns 
aside and refuses to take his hand) 
Oh, all right! But you’re behaving 
very childishly! 

DULCIMER (turning round on him). 
You fool! You little, self-confident 
fool! 

JULIAN. I’m not going to quarrel 
with you. You’ll see things diflFer- 
ently in the morning. (Exits.) 

(For a moment or two mr. dul- 
cimer paces the room like a tiger. 
Then he goes to the gramophone 
and puts on the ''Mars'* record 
from Holst's "Planets." The music 
is a dramatisation of his mood. 
Then he goes to the window, opens 
it, and breathes in the air, after- 
wards turning off the lights turned 
on by JULIAN. Then, with his quick 
resolute stride, he walks hack to the 
gramophone. He puts on a second 
record, and a boy's treble voice 
comes floating into the silent* loom. 
He returns to the arm-chair and 
sits listening.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 


SCENE I 

MR. Owen’s sitting-room in Camden Town. 
fJChree months later. August. 

A small, neat, simply furnished room. It can be set inside the Dulcimer 
flat. It is comfortable and contains good solid furniture, but the wallpaper 
is crude and the pictures and ornaments are chosen without taste, mr. 
OWEN is proud of it. Julian detests it. 

The room has a fireplace on the right, the door is in the back waU 
towards the right arid opens into a small hall with hat-stand. On the other 
side of the door is a sash window looking out on to the street and giving 
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a good view of some posters advertising Guinness, "guinness is good 

FOR YOU ” 

The furniture of the room is arranged in this way. On either side of the 
fireplace is an arm-chair. Between the door and the window stands a small 
American organ, symbolic of a great deal of mr. owen*s soul. It is open 
and a large volume of hymns rests on the music stand. In the window is a 
small table with a plant on it. 

In the left-hand corner, up stage, stands an open bureau, correspond- 
ence and business papers lying about on it. Above is a single shelf that 
now contains julian s scientific books. By the bureau is a waste-paper 
basket, and below it, down stage, a horsehair sofa. In the middle of the 
room is a solid square table with a coloured cloth and four chairs. 

It is suggested that there might be photographs of mr. owen's family, 
and perhaps one of julian as a child, on the mantelpiece and elsewhere, 
but any decorations should be in keeping with the atmosphere of the 
room. 


JULIAN (lolling in the arm-chair 
with a notebook in his hand). IVe 
got no brain this afternoon. I try 
to make it function but nothing 
happens. IVe read that passage 
through three times and haven't 
taken in a word. 

LEONORA (coming over from the 
window). Darling, give me the 
booki ril read it out to you. Put 
your legs straight. (Sits on the 
arm of his chair) Now, where's the 
place? 

JULIAN. Somewhere on that page. 
(Pointing and giving her book.) 

LEONORA. Boyle's law? 

JULIAN. That's it. 

LEONORA (reading). “When the 
temperature of a gas . . 

« 

JULIAN (interrupting). Wait a 
minutel Let’s get comfortable be- 
fore we start. (Draws her into the 
arm-chair beside him) There! 
That’s better! (Kissing her) This is 
perfect way to coach for any 
exam* 


LEONORA (trying to be serious). 
Now% listen! 

JULIAN. Angel, I could listen for 
ever. (Looks at her adorin^y.) 

LEONORA. This is Boyle’s law. 

JULIAN. Who was Boyle? 

LEONORA. Never mind who he was. 
He formulated this law, which 
you’ve got to remember. 

JULIAN, I believe he formulated 
that wallpaper, too, which I’m very 
anxious to forget. 

LEONORA. Darling, it’s miraculous 
of you to stand it. I do know what 
it means to you. I shouldn’t mind 
myself, but then I'm not so des- 
perately sensitive. 

JULIAN. Don’t tell me you’d ever 
live in a room like this! 

LEONORA. Of course not! Our flat’s 
going to be lovely— I’ve got all sojrte 
of ideas. 
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jxtuan. Tell me about them. 

LEONORA. Well, they'll include a re- 
frigerator. (Moves a little in the 
chair as if hot) 

JULIAN (surprised). Of course they 
will. 

LEONORA (amused at him). Every 
flat hasn't got one. 

JULIAN. Good God! Hasn't it? 

LEONORA. Certainly not. They're 
still considered luxuries. 

JULIAN. “Luxury" is a word in- 
vented by people with no imagina- 
tion. It's only another word for 
decency. Baths were luxuries once. 

LEONORA. At any rate, you've got a 
bathroom. 

JULIAN. Only just. I wouldn't keep 
a goldfish in it. The whole scheme 
of things is preposterous. It's nat- 
ural to be clean, it's natural to be 
cool. They ought either to be free 
or subsidized. 

LEONORA. Darling, I'm afraid 
you've left your perfect world for 
a very imperfect one. 

JULIAN. Which I gladly accept be- 
cause you're in it, but it shan't hold 
us a second longer than is abso- 
lutely necessary, shall it? 

LEONORA. Not one second, darling, 
I promise you that. * 

JULIAN. Good. Let us Boylel 

LEONORA. This is the law. (Reads) 
'When the temperature of a gas 
does not alter, the proauct of its 
volume and pressure is constant” 


8^7 

JULIAN. Isn't that nonsense? I love 
your voice, Leo. It rises and falls 
over those ridiculous words and 
the whole room is full of music. 

LEONORA. Yes, but have you taken 
in what it’s about? 

JULIAN. Not a syllable, darlingl 
Anyone who wants to “take in” 
Boyle's law with you sitting there, 
looking so adorable, is a frosty- 
minded wretch. 

LEONORA. Then there's “Dalton's 
Law of Partial Pressures.” 

JULIAN. “Partial Pressures!” Parcel 
Post! 

LEONORA (reading), “By partial 
pressure is meant the pressure that 
any one gas would exert if it alone 
were present, filling the whole 
space.” 

JULIAN. It soimds like a word pic- 
ture of father! 

LEONORA (laughing and getting up 
and putting the book down on the 
table). Well, I don't think we'll do 
any more this afternoon. 

JULIAN (gravely), I think it is that 
I'm a little “off” physics. Let's have 
a look at anatomy. (Rises and goes 
to bookcase above writing-table, 
from which he takes a book. As 
he passes the window, he pauses 
and looks at the poster on the 
opposite wall) Guinness is good 
for you! (Coming to Leonora's 
side) I've rather t^en to anatomy. 

LEONORA ( encouragingly ) . You 
ought to know a lot about it al- 
ready. You couldn’t draw unless 
you did. 
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JULIAN. Anatomy’s got pictures. 
Look at that dear little rabbit aU 
pinned out with As and B s and 
Cs. (Showing her.) 

LEONORA. Isn’t he a pet? 

JULIAN. Qo ahead. Ask me some 
questions. I do know something 
about bones. 

LEONORA (taking book). Let me 
see. What s the sacrum? 

JULIAN (putting his arm round her 
waist). The sacrum, my angel, is 
the triangular bone at the back of 
the pelvis. 

LEONORA. Splendid! 

JULIAN. Though I can’t conceive 
how one earns a living by knowing 
that (Sits in arm-chair again.) 

LEONORA (eagerly). And what is 
the carpus? (She is in the arm- 
chair opposite him.) 

JULIAN (frowning). The carcase? 

LEONORA. Carpus! C-a-r-p-u-s! 

JULIAN. Well, that’s funny now! 
That seems to have slipped away. 
Have I got a carpus? 

LEONORA. Yes. 

JULIAN. Has everybody? 

LEONORA. Certainly. 

JULIAN. I’ve missed it, somehow. 
(Sings to the tune of **Today 1 
feel so Happy.*") 

You say I’ve got a carpus! 

A carpus! A carpus! 

I know I’ve got a carpus! 

I don’t know where it is! 


LEONORA (pointing to her hand). 
It’s that part of the skeleton which 
unites the hand to the forearm. 

JULIAN (with deep interest). Is it? 
Let me see. (Goes on his knees in 
front of her and takes her hand) 
Just there! (Pointing to the spot.) 

LEONORA (showing him). A little 
higher up. 

JULIAN (kissing her wrist). That’s 
the exact spot. (Naively) I don’t 
think I should ever get bored by 
anatomy. It’s the only red letter in 
my alphabet. (Counting off wear- 
ily) Anatomy, Botany, Biology, 
Chemistry. Then there’s a ghastly 
leap and we land on physics. 

LEONORA. It’s only about Heat, 
Light, and Sound. 

JULIAN. Why learn about them? 
Heat, a thing I detest; Light, which 
ought to be shaded always; Sound! 
Well, there’s too much in the 
streets already. No, darling, I wish 
to go no further into the matter! 

LEONORA (taking the book from 
him). All right, we won’t do any 
more today. You’ll pass it on your 
head. (She puts it back in the 
shelf.) 

JULIAN (standing by centre table). 
I suppose I shall! It’s all so new to 
me not to be certain of myself. 
Anything I’ve done before I’ve 
done, and tiiere’s an end of it. I 
don’t take to this competing busi- 
ness. (LEONORA comes to him.) 

LEONORA (seriously). Don’t you 
think, daring, that that’s the dif- 
ference between an amateur and a 
professional? It doesn’t really mat- 
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ter whether the ^ateur gets there 
or not. 

JULIAN. I don’t know so much about 
that. Amateurs take themselves 
very seriously. 

LEONORA. Well, at any rate, you 
can’t live an amateur life. 

JULIAN. I think that’s just what I’ve 
been doing, and I’ve got a deuce 
of a lot of fun out of it. 

LEONORA. Yes, but I know that 
you’re worth ever so much more 
than that. (A long kiss.) 

JULIAN. D’you think I’m an amateur 
lover? 

LEONORA. Nol 

JULIAN (going back to fireplace). 
Even Isaiah would admit that I’ve 
had a hell of a day. I’ve had tliree 
hours with a crammer, taken down 
his blasted notes, and read Boyle 
at home. 

X.EONORA. You’re beginning to feel 
that this is home? 

JULIAN. No. I can’t quite say that. 
I haven’t been trained to live with 
a minor prophet. 

LEONORA. I admire him for having 
the courage of his convictions. 

JULIAN. Yes, but I dk) wish he’d 
stop calling me Davy I 

LEONORA. David’s a good namel 

JULIAN. Yes, but "‘Davy’M It doesn’t 
go with me at all. What’s he up to 
this afternoon? 
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LEONORA (with a **cod** Welsh ac- 
cent) . It’s Thursday. Early closing! 

JULIAN. And sermon night! 

LEONORA. Let’s try and keep off 
the chapel for once. It always leads 
to trouble. 

JULIAN. Not a hope! The chapel’s 
like drink to him. 

LEONORA. Not a very fortunate re- 
mark! 

JULIAN. It was quite unconscious. 
Sometimes I wish he would drink a 
bit! It might cheer him up! 

(The front door bangs.) 

LEONORA. There he is! Now be 
careful what you say! 

JULIAN. Woe unto the ungodly! 
(Enter william owen. He is a 
wiry man with a beard, a deter- 
mined face, and uncomprcjmising 
eyes. His hair is grey and his 
clothes workaday clothes. He is a 
man who has suffered a good deal 
and who might have gone to the 
had altogether had it not been for 
religion. Through religion he has 
putted himself together and is 
proud of the fact. Through the 
chapel he finds an outlet for his 
poetry, his fanaticism, and capacity 
to preach. He is not a hard man, 
but he has not much understanding 
of or tolerance for Julian dul- 
cimer. To him he is just **Davy,** 
his extravagant son, who ought to 
think only of passing his exams. 
He comes in with a file of bills in 
his hand.) 

OWEN (as he hangs his hat and 
coat up on the stand outside). 
Hullo, Leo! Hullo, Davy my boyl 
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How are your studies? Have you 
done well today? (Sits in arm- 
chair.) 

JUUAN (teasing him). Top in 
everything. The teachers were aw- 
fully pleased. I mean this one is. 

LEONORA. What have you been 
doing, isaiahP 

JULIAN (teasing him). Been to the 
pictures? 

o^vEN (putting his bills on the 
bureau). I flatter myself that IVe 
a higher idea of recreation than 
that. 

JULIAN. Wait a minute! You don’t 
know what the stage show is this 
week, 

OWEN. What should I be doing 
with stage shows? 

fULiAN. You’d enjoy this one. It’s 
not the Rhumba Girls. It’s grand 
Dpera. The whole of Cavalleria 
Rusticana. Will you go to Hell for 
an hour for the sake of grand 
opera? 

LEONORA. Do, Isaiah! It would do 
you a world of good. 

OWEN (sitting in arm-chair above 
fire place). I don’t like jokes about 
Hell, Leo. It’s a very real place. 

LEONORA. I didn’t mean to shock 
you, but I’m sure you don’t have 
half enough pleasure in your life. 

OWEN. Principle before pleasure, I 
should have said. 


OWEN. Goodness gracious, yes! 
(Getting out his pipe.) 

LEONORA. You lead such a model 
life with that dear little dairy 
downstairs, full of fresh eggs and 
glasses of milk. 

JULIAN. Watered. 

OWEN. Don’t you dare to say that 
to me, Davy! 

JULIAN. Anyhow, Leo’s quite right. 
You ought to unbend sometimes. 

OWEN. And supposing I couldn’t 
straighten up again? Besides, do 
you know what the picture is? 
Rosalind Turner in Outraged. What 
would the chapel say if they saw 
me going to see that? 

LEONORA. You could prcach a won- 
derful sermon next Sunday on the 
Evils of Hollywood. 

OWEN. I did that last Sunday, so it 
would fall rather flat. I preached 
for an hour on the “lure of the 
screen.” I should like to have heard 
the music, though! Never mind. At 
Christmas the chapel is doing the 
“Messiah.” That will be grand. 
(Moves to bureau to get his to- 
bacco.) 

LEONORA. Have you had some 
tea? 

OWEN. Yes, %ank you. I’ve been 
over to Brixton to see my sister-in- 
law. (To Julian) Your Aunt Lily 
is very anxious to see you. 

JULIAN. What, again? (owen goes 
back to arm-cf^ir and fills his 
pipe.) 


LEONpRA (regretfully). Always? 
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OWEN. She asks about you every 
time I go there. 

(LEONORA sits tfi the arm-chair 
below the fireplace. Julian is at 
the table reading the **Methodist 
Times.**) 

JULIAN. What an awful thought. 

OWEN {a little annoyed). Im sorry 
you find your family uncongenial. 

JULIAN. IVe come to it rather late 
in life. Tm afraid of it. Honestly I 
am. Aunt Lily’s got a laugh like a 
double bass. 

OWEN. You 'be thankful she wants 
to make you welcome. 

JULIAN. And as for my cousin 
Trevorl 

OWEN. You needn’t patronise 
Trevor, either. He’s doing very 
well for himself. 

JULIAN. He let me know that all 
right. 

OWEN. You didn’t like him because 
he said you looked like something 
out of Hope Brothers. 

JULIAN (turning to leo). Now I 
ask you, Leol Could I have been 
more grossly insulted? 

LEO. I think it is rather a libel. 

OWEN. I thought it hit the nail on 
the head. 

JULIAN. My "family” as you call it, 
may be doing very well for itself, 
but it does not know anything 
about clothes. 

j 

OWEN. Whenever I see Trevor, he 
is always tidily turned out. 
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JULIAN. Yes, that’s just about it. 
(Moves to sofa.) 

OWEN. You could learn a lot from 
him! He’d smarten you up no endl 

JULIAN (aghast). Smarten me up? 

OWEN. Make a man of you instead 
of a tailor’s dummy! 

LEONORA (seeing the look on 
Julian’s face). Now you two, it’s 
waste of time arguing about 
clothes. We can't all look alike. 

OWEN. Julian can dress up as much 
as he pleases, but he’s got to be 
more affable all round. It’s not my 
sister only. It’s anybody who 
comes here. (To Julian) It’s no 
use being uppish when you’ve 
nothing to be uppish about. This 
isn’t the Hotel Camden, you know. 
If you’re not satisfied, you can go 
to the Ritz! 

• 

LEONORA. Julian’s perfectly satis- 
fied, Isaiah. You mustn’t imagine 
things. 

OWEN. I’ve a pretty good ear for 
undertones. However, he’ll soon 
have a chance of turning over a 
new leaf. Lily and Trevor are com- 
ing here this evening. (To Julian) 
Now, mind you don’t call me Isaiah 
in front of them! 

JULIAN. There’s no fear of that! We 
shan’t be here! Leo and I are go- 
ing out! (Coming back to table.) 

OWEN (shaking his finger at Leo- 
nora). More pleasure, I suppose? 

LEONORA (charmingly). Lots more, 
I hope! 
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OWEN. Tm afraid, Leo, you’re like 
all the rest. Pleasure, pleasure, 
pleasure! 

(A knock at the front door.) 

LEONORA, ril go. 

(Exit.) 

OWEN (coming to table and sitting 
opposite him. In a conciliatory 
mood) . Davy, my boy, I don’t want 
to seem inquisitive, but when 
you’ve spent your money, where 
will you get any more from? 

JULIAN. I’ll settle that when the 
day comes. 

OWEN. But you can’t go over the 
abyss with your eyes open. Save 
your money. You’ve got nothing to 
spend it on. Your home isn’t so bad, 
is it? 

JULIAN. No, of course it isn’t. 

OWEN.* I didn’t mean what I said 
about the Hotel Camden, but I 
can’t bear to see you wasting your 
money on rubbish. How much did 
that tie cost? Nearly five shillings, 
I suppose? 

JULIAN. Nearly fifteen. 

OWEN (awed in spite of his convic- 
tions). Did it now? It’s wicked. I’d 
rather wear a bootlace than pay so 
much. I want you to take life more 
seriously. It doesn’t take much to 
lead you away from the right path. 
Do you know what will keep you 
on it? 

JULIAN. A good balance at the 
bank. 

OWEN (gravely). No, Davy, it's not 
that. Prayer and Purpose, my boyl 


That’s what you want. Prayer and 
Purpose! They’ve been the back- 
bone of my life for the last fifteen 
years. 

JULIAN. I’m afraid they haven’t ex- 
actly come my way. 

(Enter leonora.) 

LEONORA. Telegram for you, dar- 
ling! (Hands it to Julian. He opens 
it.) 

JULIAN. Splendid! Dulcie’s back. 
(LEONORA and owen look at each 
other) He arrived this afternoon! 
There’s no answer! Why evej didn’t 
he tell me? I’d have met him. (leo- 
nora goes off and dismisses the 
telegraph boy, returning at once.) 

OWEN. He’ll keep all right till to- 
morrow. 

JULIAN. I expect he’s had a marvel- 
lous time at Silver Gates. I can 
see it all stretched out there in the 
sun! 

OWEN (getting up). 1 must begin 
to collect my thoughts for Sunday. 
Where did I leave my Bible? I 
know, it’s by my bedside. (Exit.) 

JULIAN. That sounds rather omi- 
nous. 

LEONORA (who hos been watching 
him). Darling, you’re not too ter- 
ribly pleased at Dulcie’s coming 
back, are yoy? 

JULIAN. I can’t help being glad, but 
(Taking her hands) you’ve got 
nothing to be afraid of. 

LEONORA. •You wou’t let the old 
life come between us and spoil our 
plans? 
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JULIAN. Of course not. Fm glad he’s 
back, though. I’ll tell you why 
presently. (Crosses over to fire- 
place. Enter owen with large Bible 
under his arm.) 

OWEN. Fve got something this week 
that’ll make them sit up! (Puts 
Bible on table and opens it. He 
stands in front of Bible) Now 
listen to this! 

LEONORA. That’s right, Isaiah! You 
try it on us first! 

OWEN (a little taken aback). Fm 
not sure that I was including you, 
Leo. It’s about the ungodly. 

JULIAN. I thought it would be. 

OWEN. Listen! (Declaiming) ‘T my- 
self have seen the wicked in great 
power and spreading himself like 
a green bay tree.” 

JULIAN (regretfully). Happy days! 

OWEN (getting worked up and 
turning on him quite fiercely). Do 
you think so? (With uplifted hand) 
Wait! Listen to the Psalmist’s con- 
clusion! “Yet he passed away, and 
lo, he was not: yea, I sought him, 
but he could not be found.” 

JULIAN. Come now, Isaiah, Fm not 
quite ripe for passing away yet! 

OWEN. Perhaps not. But you’re on 
the way if you don’t }pok out. Re- 
member, it’s watching you that has 
sent me to that text. “He passed 
away, and lo, he was not!” (With a 
sweep of his hand) Wiped out 
completely! ^ 

LEONORA. Do you believe, Isaiah, 
that that actually happens? 
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OWEN. It’s true enough! It’s happen- 
ing every day! Look at those earth- 
quakes! God moves in a mysterious 
way to bring about His will. 

JULIAN. Isaiah, you’re a barbariany 
You belong to the Old Testament'i 
I believe you’d enjoy b^ing an in 
strument of destniction. 

OWEN. If it was the Lord’s will. He 
would not find me wanting! Fve 
seen the day of reckoning come 
time and time again. 

LEONORA. But Julian doesn’t de- 
serve a reckoning! 

OWEN. Not if he comes to chapel! 

JULIAN. I’ll come next Sunday. 1 
wouldn’t miss hearing you expound 
that for worlds. It’s a new sensation 
being preached at by one’s own 
father. 

OWEN. It will be hot, I promise you. 
I’ve only given you a taste of what 
is to come! Fm no light-weight in 
the pulpit. 

JULIAN. You must give us a gala 
show on Sunday. Something more 
terrific than you’ve ever done be- 
fore. 

OWEN. You may humbug now. You 
won’t feel like humbugging when 
you come out of chapel! 

JULIAN. All right. I must have a last 
ungodly fling! I’m going out to 
buy twenty “Player’s.” 

(Exit. OWEN turns after him with 
an exasperated ^^Davy!**) 

LEONORA (reassuringly). He’s just 
being naughty, Isai^l 
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OWEN {sitting at table while she 
sits at the other side, confiden- 
tiaUy). I want him to take a pull 
at himself in time. That’s why I’m 
trying to put the fear of God into 
him. He won’t stick to his books. 
I can’t make him see the impor- 
tance of il. 

LEONORA. He’s made a very good 
start. 

OWEN. He’s not done so badly, but 
he doesn’t put enough will power 
into it. He doesn’t concentrate. 

LEONORA. I hope Dulcimer won’t 
make it more diflScult for him. I 
wish he’d stayed at Silver Gates. 
Julian has had nothing to distract 
him whilst his guardian was away. 

OWEN. You’ve a great respect for 
Dulcimer, haven’t you? 

LEONORA. I’ve no illusions about his 
attraction for Julian. I can see that 
by the way Julian likes getting his 
letters. Dulcimer’s got a huge per- 
sonality, and he’s rotten to the core. 

OWEN. I remember all you told me 
about him. 

LEONORA (rising). We’ll get the 
better of him. 

OWEN. We’ll fight him together! 
(Wistfully) You don’t blame me for 
handing Davy over? 

LEONORA (having moved over to 
the window). Of course I don’t. * 

OWEN. I blame myself sometimes. 
It' wasn’t a very creditable trans- 
action. There was more in it than 
IVe told you. (With shame) I eot 
£500 for David, on condition that 
1 had no more to do with him, but 


I didn’t know so much about Mr. 
Dulcimer then as I do now. I was 
an awful drunkard at that time. 
I’ve wondered over and over again 
how I could have brought myself 
to sign that document. I must have 
been blind drunk at the time. I had 
come back from the War and my 
wife had died, and everything had 
gone to pot. (Naively) And yet, do 
you know, from the moment I got 
that £500, everything flourished. 

LEONORA (with a smile). Like a 
green bay tree! 

OWEN (ruefully). Perhaps the cap 
fits me after all. I tell you, Leo, I 
get in an awful muddle sometimes 
as to who are the ungodly and who 
aren’t! Anyhow, I can’t get away 
from it. I should never have got 
on and ended up by buying tfiis 
business in London, if I hadn’t had 
that start twelve years ago! 

LEONORA. Don’t worry over it. Jul- 
ian will be all right. (More to her- 
self than to him.) 

OWEN. At any rate. I’ve set him an 
example. I’ve pulled myself to- 
gether, (He sees what she is look- 
ing at out of the window and pins 
her) Do you see that old poster 
there? Fifteen years ago I would 
rather have sat in a charnel-house 
than sat opposite that! Now it’s the 
symbol or my triumph! I could 
gaze at it unmoved for ever! 

LEONORA. Hgve you told Julian all 
about yourself? 

OWEN. No. I can’t talk to him like 
I can talk to you, Leo. 

LEONORA. F think he’d like to know, 
and I think it would help him to 
understand. 
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OWEN. Tm afraid not. He doesn't 
want to join up with me in any 
way. You see, Dulcimer has made 
him think himself a gentleman. 
That's where we are poles apart. 
iVe no use for that sort of gentle- 
man. 

LEONORA. But you've very proud of 
him, all the same, aren’t you? 

OWEN. He’s my son! My home is 
his as long as he cares to stay. He 
doesn’t know how often I’ve wanted 
him, but that old Dulcimer kept 
him so close. Directly he was 
twenty-one I asked for him back, 
but it was no good. 

LEONORA. We’re allies over Dul- 
cimer. 

OWEN. No doubt he told Davy the 
tale about me. Still, I’m not a great 
catch. 

LEONORA. You lovc him as I do. 

OWEN. There’s nothing I wouldn’t 
do to help him, but a father’s love 
hasn’t much of a look in after 
twelve years of luxury. The best 
thing that ever happened to him 
was to fall in love with you. 

LEONORA (with great sincerity). 
I’m terribly fond of him, Isaiah. 
(He kisses her lightly on the fore- 
head.) 

OWEN. Let’s have some music. ( Sits 
at the organ) This old organ has 
been my solace many a time. 

LEONORA. Play one of your old 
Welsh airs. 

OWEN. I’ll play you Toni Botel. It’s 
an old tune that was found in a 
bottle washed up out of the sea. 
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(He plays that fine but sombre 
air.) 

LEONORA (after the first bars are 
over). There’s a wonderful roll in 
it, isn’t there? 

OWEN (playing). You want to heai 
a thousand people singing it up at 
Mountain Ash on Sunday evening. 
There’s the strength of the moun- 
tains in it. 

(While he is playing, julian comes 
back and stands listening on the 
right. OWEN sees him in a minute 
and stops.) 

OWEN. I didn’t see you, DavyI 

JULIAN. Don’t stopi Something pre- 
historic in me stirs at that! 

OWEN (playing). It’s the music oi 
your country, Davy! You can’t help 
being stirred. 

JULIAN. I’ve left all that that stands 
for a long way behind. I think it is 
like you, Isaiah! Rugged and rather 
sad! (A knock at the front door) 
Who on earth can that be? 

OWEN. Run and see, my boy. It 
can’t be your Aunt Lily yet. 

JULIAN (confidentially to Leo- 
nora). If it is, remember, we’re 
going out! , 

(Exit JULIAN. When he is gone^ 
OWEN plays again.) 

LEONORA (going to centre table). 
I think we’ll get oflF soon. I don’i 
want to be caught! 

OWEN. What are you going to see? 

LEONORA (looking down the ad* 
vertisements in the paper). Some 
show or other. Somettog gay. I 
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think Julian wants to see Spangles 
on Europe, 

OWEN. What does that mean? 

LEONORA. God knows! I don’t! 
(Voices are heard on the stairs. 
Enter Julian followed by trump, 
looking neat and rather sinister, 
with his hat in his hand, owen 
stops playing. ) ' 

JULIAN. Leo! Here’s Trump with 
a message from Dulcie! 

TRUMP. Mr. Dulcimer presents his 
compliments, Miss, and hopes that 
you and Mr. Julian will dine with 
him this evening? > 

LEONORA (wanting to get out of it). 
Haven’t we an engagement already, 
Julian? 

JULIAN. No. We can easily go to a 
show another evening. 

TRUMP. He’s looking forward to 
seeing you both. Sir. 

JULIAN. How is he? 

TRUMP. Very fit. Sir. A little bored 
with the country, I fancy. Shall I 
tell him you’re coming. Sir? 

JULIAN (to Leonora) . We are com- 
ing, aren’t we? 

LEONORA. I suppose SO. 

TRUMP. Tlie car will be round here 
at a quarter-to-eight. Sir. 

JULIAN. Make it seven-thirty, and 
then I can go and call for Miss 
Yale. 

TRUMP. Very good. Sir. 


JULIAN. Seven-thirty. (Exit 
TRUMP.) 

OWEN (who has been taking in 
TRUMP during this conversation). 
How does that fellow justify his 
existence? 

JULIAN. By knowing what Dulcie 
wants almost before he knows it 
himself. 

OWEN. He’s Mr. Dulcimer’s keeper, 
is he? 

JULIAN (smiling). Not exactly. 
Look here, Isaiah, would you mind 
frightfully letting me have a word 
with Leo? 

OWEN. Not at all, my boy. I’ll take 
my Bible into the other room. 
(Gets it) But do you know what 
I should do this evening, if I were 
you? I’d go to Spangles on Europe. 
(Exit.) 

JULIAN (to LEONORA). Darling, you 
look as if you’d seen the Devil! 

LEONORA. Why on earth couldn’t he 
have left us alone a little bit longer? 

JULIAN (coming to join her on the 
left-hand side of the table). It’s 
only natural he should want to see 
us. 

LEONORA. He doesn’t want to see 
me. That’s quite certain. 

JULIAN (coaSiingly). Yes, he does. 

LEONORA. No, Julian. And you 
know that perfectly well. He has 
no use for me whatever. (Firmly.) 

JULIAN (a little irritably). Well, do 
you want me to ring him up and 
get out of it? 
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LEONORA. I should love you to. 

JULIAN. Don't you think it would 
be rather rude? 

LEONORA. I shouldn't care how rude 
it was. It would be so good for 
him to see that he can’t just send 
for you whenever he pleases. 

JULIAN. Are you jealous of Dulcie? 

LEONORA {protesting, but without 
conviction). No! Of course I'm not! 

JULIAN. It would be rather a ridicu- 
lous situation if you were! 

LEONORA {again with that unhappy 
note in her voice). Wouldn't it? 
{Sits on chair,) 

JULIAN. I'll tell you why I particu- 
larly want to go tonight. He hasn't 
seen me for nearly three months, 
and he's sure to be amiable. It's 
an excellent moment for reopening 
the subject of an allowance. 

LEONORA. Darling, he'll never 
change his mind about that, 

JULIAN. I'll make him change it. 
{Moving round to the other side 
of the table) There's no earthly 
reason why I shouldn't have an al- 
lowance. From every point of view, 
I'm entitled to it. I think he was 
just testing me. He'll be quite dif- 
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ferent when he sees I've had a shot 
at working. 

LEONORA. You mean to give up the 
idea of being a vet. If he consents? 

JULIAN {leans across the table). If 
he consents I've got all sorts of 
schemes. 

LEONORA. And if he refuses? 

JULIAN. Then I stay here and go on 
with what I am doing. But if he 
consents it means that we can get 
married tomorrow! 

LEONORA. That's worth risking any- 
thing for. {He doesnt see what is 
behind her words,) 

JULIAN. Darling Leo! Happier now? 

LEONORA, I'll go with you, Julian. 

JULIAN. It won't be a very pleasant 
evening for me because I shall have 
this on my mind. After dinner I 
want you to invent some engage- 
ment, and leave me to tackle him. 
I couldn't do it with you there. 

LEONORA. No, of course you 
couldn't. All right. I'll clear out 
early. 

JULIAN. Splendid! Now you must 
go home and dress, and put on 
your prettiest frock. This is my ide^ 
if tonight comes ofiE. . , . 

{They go out together, talking,) 


CURTAIN 



888 


MORDAUNT SHAIRP 


SCENE II 


At MR. dulcimer’s flat. The same evening. 

The gates into the roof-garden are without their screens. 

The dinner^ which has been unusual in its arrangement, is drawing to a 
close. The centre table has gone and mr. dulcimer sits at a small table 
Vi the middle of the room separated from julian and Leonora, who are 
ut a similar small table near the window, but so placed that mr. dulcimer 
can see both their faces. There is yet a third table, up stage left, with a 
chair on each side but without diners. Each table is identical, with lace 
cloth, flowers, and shaded candle lamp. 

This arrangement is one of mr. dulcimer’s jokes, but it serves to isolate 
JULIAN and LEONORA. The dinner has been excellent. Throughout it mr. 
DULCIMER has communicated with them through trump, who acts up to 
MR. di/lcimer’s whim by posing as a magnificent Maitre dHdtel. 

The joke has amused julian, who has entered into the game and has 
ordered every item of the dinner with the utmost gravity from trump’s 
menu card, leonora has also entered into the spirit of it, but she has 
been a little embarrassed, for she knows that all through the meal mr. 
DULCIMER has been watching her. 

When the curtain rises trump is obsequiously attending to the imagi- 
nary diners at the third table, mr. dulcimer is scribbling a note in pencil. 


LEONORA (attracting his attention) . 
Julian! Have you enjoyed your din- 
ner? ( She unconsciously lowers her 
voice.) 

dulcimer. Trump! (trump leaves 
the imaginary diners and comes to 
him) Will you give this to the 
gentleman at the other table? 

TRUMP. Certainly, Sir. (Takes note 
to JULIAN.) 

JULIAN. Thank you. (Reads not^, 
laughs, and scribbles reply, trump 
takes it to dulcimer) I haven’t had 
a dinner like this since . . . well, 
not since I left home. 

(He casts half an eye on dulcimer 
who is sipping brandy meditatively. 
dulcimer re^ note. Exit trump.) 


LEONORA. But I mean, have you 
enjoyed having it this way? 

JULIAN. I haven’t minded. In fact, 
it’s been rather fun. As if I really 
had been taking you out to dinner. 
We’ll have lots of these later on. * 

LEONORA. Shall we have to go on 
playing this game all the evening? 

JULIAN. Good Lord, no! Dulcie will 
suddenly call it oflF, especially as 
we’ve played up to him so well. He 
can’t bear anyone not to enter into 
a joke or to seem stupid and 
awKward over it. 

• 

LEONORA. I’m beginning to feel self- 
consciou^ now. It’s gone on too 
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long, and I know he’s watching me. 
He’s been watching me all the time. 

JULIAN. Don’t give ini You’ve been 
splendid! It hasn’t spoiled your 
dinner, has it? 

LEONORA. Not a bit. (Enter 
trump) As long as I don’t think 
he’s done it just to annoy me, and 
make me look a fool. 

JULIAN. Rather not. He used to 
spring all sorts of surprises on me 
when I was a boy, and see how I 
reacted to them. It was his idea 
of education. Whatever the occa- 
sion, never be gauche or non- 
plussed! It did smarten one up. 
Here comes the ice pudding! 
(trump is entering with a large and 
very exquisitely designed ice pud- 
ding shaped l&e a small rose tree 
in bloom. The roses are made of 
strawberry ice. He carries it round 
the room showing it to the diners 
at the imaginary table as well. 
MR. DULCIMER comes out of his 
apparent reverie and gazes at it 
languidly.) 

TRUMP (coming up to Leonora). 
Will madame t^e ice pudding? 

LEONORA (who hos already ex- 
claimed as the pudding came into 
the room). Yes, please, if you can 
bear cutting it. 

TRUMP. We like our guests to pick 
the flowers. I will give madame a 
little of this one. (Hi helps her.) 

JULIAN (to LEONORA). Have a 
liqueur, darling? 

LEONORA. No, fhanks. , 

JULIAN (to TRUMP, OS he helps 
him), 1 seem to remember a very 
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fine old brandy when I was here hi 
the old days. 

TRUMP. The 1796, Sir? 

JULIAN. That must be it. 

TRUMP. Certainly, Sir. 

JULIAN. Your face seems familiai; 
too. 

TRUMP. Thank you. Sir. (Moves 
away with the pudding to dulci- 
mer.) 

DULCIMER. Not for me, thank you. 
(Taking a couple of roses from the 
bowl in front of him) Do you think 
I dare interrupt that charming 
couple once more? 

TRUMP. I’m sure they’ll only be too 
delighted, Sir. 

DULCIMER. You really think so? 
Then give the lady these roses with 
my compliments. Tell her that they 
will add to the illusion. 

(trump puts the pudding on dul- 
cimer’s table and takes the roses 

to LEONORA.) 

TRUMP. With the compliments of 
the gentleman at the centre table, 
madame. 

LEONORA (taking roses). Aren’l 
they exquisite? Thank him very 
much. 

!^ULCIMER. Maltre d’h6tel! 

TRUMP. Yes, Sir? 

DULCIMER. Remove the rose bush 
and bring me some more brandy. 
(trump takes pudding to side table 
behind couch and gets brandy from 
there.) 
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LEONORA. We can’t keep it up 
much longer. I shall laugh in a 
minute. 

JULIAN. iVe known him pretend to 
be someone else for a whole day. 
Have some more pudding to keep 
you going? 

LEONORA. No, thanks. (Then, after 
a moment) Do you think we can 
play it out to the very end? I mean, 
pretend to pay for the dinner and 
then go off somewhere together? 

JULIAN. Im afraid we can’t do quite 
that, but it’ll help to bring matters 
to a head. (To trump, who has 
piven MR. dulcimer his brandu) 
Waiter! 

TRUMP (turning to julian and 
feigning indignation of an exquisite 
kind). Maitre d’h6tel, Sir! 

JULIAN (wHh a smile). I beg your 
pardon! Anyhow, let me have my 
bill! 

TRUMP. Certainly, Sir! (Pretends to 
go and fetch the bill.) 

JULIAN. Bring me a cheque form 
will you? 

TRUMP ( nonplussed for a moment ) . 
A cheque form, Sir? 

JULIAN. Good Heavens, you know 
me well enough for that, don’t you? 

« 

TRUMP. We should do. Sir! (Under 
his breath) That’s torn it! 

JULIAN. Well, look sharp, we’re go- 
ing to the Paramount to see The 
Man About Town. We’re late as it 
is. 


TRUMP. I believe it’s a good second 
act. Sir! (To himself) Oh well, here 
goes! (Walks over to the bureau 
and looks for mr. dulcimer’s 
cheque book.) 

LEONORA. Is he going to let him get 
it? 

JULIAN (watching dulcimer out of 
the corner of his eye). Wait a 
minute! 

dulcimer (speaking over his shoul- 
der to TRUMP ) . When you’ve quite 
finished rummaging among my pa- 
pers, Trump, will you please bring 
coflFee? 

TRUMP (relieved that the game is 
over). Yes, Sir! (Exit.) 

JULIAN (smiling). I think we win, 
Dulcie? 

DULCIMER (getting up). Your 
game, my boy. Very neatly played. 

JULIAN. Now say '‘How do you do?” 
to Leo, and stop acting, 

DULCIMER (coming over to them). 
I shan’t say anything so banal after 
admiring you both for the last half- 
hour. A delightful couple! (To Leo- 
nora in explanation) It's so refresh- 
ing to see people sometimes from 
an unusual angle. 

LEONORA. I think it’s a marvellous 
game. I cai^ imagine all kinds of 
possibilities. 

DULCIMER. It’s a relief from the ob- 
vious and monotonous. They are 
the ghosts that haunt modem civ- 
ilisation. Nowadays everybody does 
everything and nobody does it well. 
1 can’t join in the great display of 
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uninspired competence, so I con- 
trive little originalities of my own. 

JULIAN. You re a ‘‘bright” old thing, 
aren't you? 

DULCIMER. Let’s sit and smoke! 
( Sits at their table, taking the spare 
chair from his own table) So the 
course of love runs smoothly even 
though it runs through Camden 
Town. 

LEONORA (emphaticalltj) , It runs 
beautifully, Mr. Dulcimer. 

DULCIMER {after a tiny pause). I 
left my cigarette-holder in the roof- 
garden, Julian. I wish you’d get it 
for me. 

JULIAN {getting up after a quick 
look at Leonora). Right you are! 
{Exit, dulcimer gets up and shuts 
the gates of the roof-garden.) 

LEONORA {getting up and continu- 
ing her remark). I shall win. 

dulcimer {turning round and smil- 
ing innocently) . What a fierce little 
thing it is! Of course you’ll win as 
you call it, if by that you mean 
that you’ll marry Julian. {Coming 
to her.) 

LEONORA {firmly), I do mean that! 

DULCIMER. Well, then, that’s all 
right. {Pats her hand. She with- 
draws it) Still deternjined to see 
me as an enemy just because I 
didn’t fling you at each other’s 
heads like any ordinary parent 
would have done. {Sits again at 
her table on the same chair. She 
takes the chair julian W in be- 
fore) By the way, how is the offi- 
cial parent? 
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LEONORA. He’s very fit. He’s aw- 
fully pleased to have Julian back. 

DULCIMER. He wants to resume 
parenthood you know. He wrote to 
me about it. 

LEONORA. He’s very anxious to be 
a real father to Julian. 

DULCIMER. Perhaps the moment 
has come for that too. 

LEONORA. Do you really mean that? 
Would you let him go? 

DULCIMER. Let him go! You really 
must disabuse yourself of this no- 
tion that I wish to detain him. It’s 
simply that I don’t suddenly expose 
sensitive hot-house plants to harsh 
winds, not even when you’re the 
Lady of the Garden. I took a cer- 
tain amount of risk in doing what 
I did. 

LEONORA. But he’s survived all 
right. 

DULCIMER. I can see that. I was 
watching you both carefully just 
now. 

LEONORA. I knew you were. 

DULCIMER. Again that note of sus^ 
picion! Just because I go out of my 
way to test things to make quite 
sure. You both had a theory that 
you were in love . . . 

LEONORA. It was never a theory 
with me! 

DULCIMER {protestingly) . I know! 
But it might have been! Isn’t that 
true? 

LEONORA. 1 suppose it is. 



MORDAUNT SHAIRP 


84a 

Dxn:.ciMER. The last time you were 
here you were both very impetu- 
ous. You wanted me to cover you 
with large allowances . . . 

LEONORA. No. I never wanted that. 
I knew that Julian could do with- 
out iti 

DULCIMER. And that part of the 
experiment is working, too? 

LEONORA. He’s made a splendid 
start! 

DULCIMER. And knows all about 
Foot and Mouth Disease? 

LEONORA. Very nearly all. 

DULCIMER. I can see the change in 
him. He’s got a purpose in his life. 

LEONORA (enignuaically) . I’m glad 
you see that. 

DULCIMER. And don’t you think 
that an allowance two months ago 
might have undermined him? Now, 
of course . . . 

>jEONORA {almost afraid to put her 
thought into words). You mean 
that you feel differently about it 
now? 

DULCIMER. I mean that at* every 
^isjs in Julian’s life, I want to be 
behind him with just that bias in 
the right direction that a real father 
never seems able to give. You can’t 
believe that, can you? 

LEONORA. I should like to believe it 
very much. 

DULCIMER. 1 remember the moment 
so well^ when vou suddenly took it 
Into your heaa to dislike me. You 


were standing over there. (Point- 
ing.) 

LEONORA. I couldn’t help myself 
then. I can’t help myself now. 

DULCIMER. And yet, quite a number 
of people have liked me! Some 
have even said that I was fascinat- 
ing! (With that disarming drawl of 
his) Do I fascinate you, Leonora? 

LEONORA. Yes. Shall I tell you how? 
I’m afraid it won’t sound very com- 
plimentary. (Rising) You fascinate 
me like a snake fascinates. 

DULCIMER (seemingly horrified). 
You mean that you’re afraid of me? 

LEONORA (firmly). Not for a sec- 
ond. You see, I’m not under the 
spell. I mean that I like watching 
you, just as much as you like 
watching me. 

DULCIMER (rising and walking 
about the room). Oh, dear! Why 
wasn’t I bom ordinary? Ordinary 
people aren’t accused of casting 
spells, or turned into things at the 
Zoo. (Indignantly) I know what 
it is. You’d have liked a nice sub- 
urban wooing! High tea and then 
the Upper Circle at Cavalcade. I’m 
sorry! I don’t know how to set 
about it. I just don’t! 

(Enter Julian from roof-garden.) 

JULIAN. I can’t find your cigarette- 
holder anywhere on the roof. 

DULCIMER (moving to fireplace). 
It doesn’t matter. I inust have 
dropped it down a chimney. 

« 

JULIAN. What are you stand&g oa 
your hind legs for? > 
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dulcimer. Begging, my dear boy! 
Begging for a little of the milk of 
hiimankindness. 

LEONORA. Mr. Dulcimer has started 
another game now. This time he’s 
the great misunderstood, and he’s 
annoyed with me because I won’t 
play. 

JULIAN. I’/e no misunderstandings 
about anything. I’m just happy and 
comfortable. 

DULCIMER. You mustn’t be happy 
or comfortable! You must sit up 
to the table and have a nice cup 
of cocoa! {Sits on couch,) 

JULIAN. That’s not a bad idea! 
{Goes to table behind couch and 
helps himself to another glass of 
brandy) Here’s to comfort! 
(dulcimer and Leonora are both 
watching him, ) 

LEONORA. As a matter of fact, Mr, 
Dulcimer and I understand each 
other perfectly. Whatever we say, 
we both see into each other’s minds 
quite a long way. 

JULIAN {languidly). How simple! 

LEONORA {firmly). I think it is, too! 
{Rises) At any rate I’m going to 
leave it to you now. 

dulcimer {surprised, not under- 
standing). You’re not going? 

LEONORA {chaffing hirn). My sub- 
urban habits again! Bed early! 

JULIAN. Don’t go yet! 

LEONORA. You Icnow that I’ve got 
to. I 'only hope that Mr. Pulcimer 
won’t think me rude. Tve got a 
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couple of sick dogs to look after. 
(dulcimer winces.) 

JULIAN {earnestly). Don’t go, Leo! 
Not quite yet! {He is struggling 
mentally between her and his old 
life.) 

LEONORA. All right! I’ll stay a little 
longer! 

{Enter trump with coffee.) 

JULIAN ( pushing brandy bottle 
away). I’m as firm as a rock. 

LEONORA. Darling, don’t be absurd. 

JULIAN. I mean that and all it 
symbolises. I can’t actually pus! 
the whole room away, but I do. 

LEONORA (in whisper). Darling, I 
love you! 

(trump hands coffee.) 

DULCIMER {turning round). You 
must stay till you’ve had > your 
coffee. 

(trump hands it round.) 

LEONORA. I’ll be delighted to. 

DULCIMER {to TRUMP, OS he honds 
him coffee). Clear away the Mon- 
seigneur! {Pointing to the two 
tables.) 

TRUMP. Yes, Sir. {He moves centre 
table bodily from the room after 
having turned out the light. Then 
he returns with the trolley-waiter, 
and during the following dialogue 
puts the other two tables out of 
the way, and clears the things from 
them.) 

DULCIMER. I’m afraid we must be 
obvious for once and turn on that 
dreadful wireless, (jtulian does so) 
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You see, Leonora, I m much more 
ordinary than you think, I Ve just 
this single room. Here I am and 
here I have to stay. 

LEONORA (coming over to him and 
sitting by his side. Amused), Poor 
dearl So hampered and hemmed ini 

DULCIMER. So few rooms mean any- 
thing, and I could just do some- 
thing with this one, and then of 
course there was the roof-garden. 
That counted for something. 

JULIAN (coming near them. Jok- 
ing), It's not a bad little common 
room. 

DULCIMER. It has its drawbacks of 
course. One can never “join the 
ladies." 

LEONORA. Well, you asked me to 
stayl 

DULCIMER (kindly), I want you to 
stayl I always remember your ap- 
preciation of this room the first 
time you saw it. 

LEONORA. You don't forget things, 
do you? 

DULCIMER. I make vivid mental 
notes of anything I like or dislike. 
(To TRUMP who is clearing away) 
What's that tune? 

TRUMP. I think it's a new fox-trot, 
Sir. “I like her for liking her baby." 

DULCIMER. Don't you think you 
ought to dance? 

LEONORA. I don't feel like it, do 
you, Julian? 

JULIAN. Come onl Let's try! 

(They dance.) 


DULCIMER (tormenting himself 
with the sight). You were right, 
TrumpI 

TRUMP (stopping in his work). 
Was I, Sir? 

DULCIMER. You said that Miss Yale 
danced well. 

(They are now on the other side 
of the room, mr. dulcimer gets 
up.) 

trump. Is anything wrong. Sir? 

DULCIMER. Yes. (Puts his coffee 
cup on mantelpiece,) 

TRUMP. I'm sorry. Sir! 

DULCIMER. I've lost my cigarette- 
holder. It's on the roof somewhere. 

TRUMP. Let me look. Sir! 

DULCIMER (harshly). No, you get 
on with your work. I shall call 
down every chimney. (Exit quickly 
on to roof-garden, trump watches 
him and smiles. He knows.) 

JULIAN (stopping dancing). Has he 
gone? (Speaks over Leonora's 
shoulder. ) 

TRUMP (pointing to roof-garden) , 
Out there, Sir! (Exit with trolley- 
waiter.) 

JULIAN. You really think he's come 
round? 

LEONORA. I couldn't tell. He never 
came to the point. 

JULIAN. I'll bring him to the point. 

LEONORA. But if nothing comes of 
it, you won't let him undermine us, 
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will you? Even if these two months 
haven’t meant a huge amount of 
work, they’ve brought us still closer 
together, haven’t they? 

JULIAN. Closer than ever, darling! 

LEONORA (moving to roof ‘garden) . 
Is he watching us? 

JULIAN (following her). He’s out 
there in the darkness. 

LEONORA. I know. Watching! 

JULIAN. Darlmg, what a bogy you 
make of him! 

LEONORA. It’s not himsclf. It’s 
everything he stands for! It’s this 
room, and luxury, and comfort 
. , . and idleness . . . 

JULIAN. And everything that’s mine 
by right. Why shouldn’t I have it? 
I shall work then, with security be- 
hind me, instead of this void 
stretching out for centuries. 

LEONORA. Yes, but supposing he 
won’t? 

JULIAN. Then we just go on as we 
are. 

LEONORA. Promise? 

JULIAN. Promise! 

LEONORA. We’ll think of something. 

JULIAN. Of course, darling Leo! 
(He puts his arm round her,) 

LEONORA (seeing that dulcimer is 
coming back). Take care! 

JULIAN. Let him see that we mean 
business. 
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(A long embrace, dulcimer re- 
turns from the roof. He switches 
off the radio. They break,) 

JULIAN. Well, Dulcie, is it a starry 
night? 

DULCIMER. The Coliseuiji appears 
to be in the ascendant at the mo- 
ment. 

LEONORA. Now, I really must be 
oflF. Can I ring you up before I go 
to bed? 

JULIAN. Rather! 

LEONORA. Here? You won’t be go- 
ing at once? 

JULIAN. Not for ages. 

LEONORA. I don’t want to bring 
your father down to answer it. 

JULIAN. Ring me here. 

LEONORA. Just to say "good*'night” 
(and to hear the result of his tdk). 

JULIAN. I’ll get your wrap. (He 
goes out of the room,) 

DULCIMER (to LEONORA). Don’t 
forget your roses. (Gets them from 
the table) Would you hate me to 
pin them into your dress? 

LEONORA. I’ve nothing to fasten 
them with. 

DULCIMER (looking at her ear- 
nestly), Will you carry them? Wait 
a minute. (He gets a silver pen- 
knife from the bureau and strips 
the thorns from the stalks) There! 
Now they are as harmless as I am. 
(LEONORA takes ihenty looking at 
him steadily,) 
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LEONORA. The/re delicious. (Smells 
them, pjiXAif returns wUh cloak.) 

JULIAN (putting H round her). 
Same time as usual, tomorrow? 
(dulcimer rings the bell.) 

LEONORA. Yes, darling. Don’t come 
dovm. (To dulcimer) Good nighti 

JULIAN. I’ll see you to the lift. (He 
goes out with her. dulcimer 
watches them go, then turns down 
some of the lights, and going to 
the piano, plays softly, julian 
comes back, wanders round the 
room, and leans on piano.) 

JULIAN. Have you ever played the 
harmonium, Dulcie? ( Dreamily ) 
It’s not an instrument you can 
stroke like you’re stroking that 
piano. Is that Chopin? 

DULCIMER. Sonata in B Minor. 

JULIAN. It seems to call out all the 
peacefiilness of the room, but you 
make it seem magical. (Coming to 
couch and sitting down) Who was 
the person who heard "sounds and 
sweet airs” and "cried to sleep 
again”? 

DULCIMER (quoting). "Sounds and 
sweet airs, that give delight, and 
hurt not . . .” 

JULIAN. YesI That’s it! 

DULCIMER, "and then in dreaming. 
The clouds, methought would 
open, and show riches. 

Ready to drop upon me; that, 
when I waked, 

I cried to dream again.” 

}UIJ£AN. You read it to me once. 
’Hiches ready to drop upon me,” 


and Leo . . . (Then he suddenly 
springs to his feet. mr. dulcimer 
stops playing) I was nearly passing 
out. (He braces himself up) 1 ex- 
pect the room’s hot. 

DULCIMER. Go on to the roof and 
get some air. (He comes towards 
him.) 

JULIAN. I’m all right. I haven’t been 
used to anything soft for such a 
long time. I felt as if I was drown- 
ing. 

DULCIMER. You Were always very 
imaginative. Sit down again. I 
won’t play any more if my playing 
makes you swoon, (julian sits on 
couch again, this time a little ap- 
prehensively. DULCIMER stands be- 
hind him) Perhaps you need a re- 
storative? (Takes up brandy from 
table behind.) 

JULIAN. No, thanks. 

DULCIMER. It is rather too good to 
take medicinally. (Sits beside 
Julian) So things haven’t lost their 
glamour? 

JULIAN. I’ve missed everything hor- 
ribly, and it’s marvellous to be 
bade. Why did you have that freak 
dinner tonight? 

DULCIMER. I was just thinking of 
you and Leonora. You might have 
hated the thought of this place and 
of me and ofr everything to do with 
it. Then the formality, the removal 
to a distance, would have reassured 
you. You would have eaten your 
dinner, perhaps we should have 
smiled at e^cl^ other once or. twice, 
like one does, you’d have paid youx 
bill and departed. 
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JULIAN. Thats just what Leo 
wanted to do! 

DULCIMER. And by now you’d have 
been peacefully enjoying Contin- 
uous Variety. (Springing up) What 
a fool IVe been! An ill-mannered 
fool! To start a game and then re- 
fuse to play it out! You wanted to 
go! But then you found that the 
prison door wasn’t really open! Like 
the captives in the Bastille you 
reached the last corridor only to 
rush into your gaoler’s arms! (He 
has worked himself up into a fine 
passion, ) 

JULIAN (half-amused and half- 
alarmed) . You know quite well that 
I didn’t think anything, of the kind! 
I was thankful to get back here, 
and hated not being able to talk 
to you all through dinner. Now sit 
down, and as I said before, stop 
acting! 

DULCIMER (sitting down beside 
him). At least you can never say 
that I kept you against your will, 
even though I have no respect for 
natural ties. 

JULIAN. I’ve had an eye-opener over 
them, I can assure you. Do let me 
enjoy myself a little bit! I’m going 
back to "natural ties” soon enough! 

DULCIMER (interested and inwardly 
anxious). Do you find they count 
for much? 

JULIAN. More than I expected. I 
suppose that’s because he is my 
father. I suppose he got a footing 
inside me during those first eleven 
years. ^ 

DULCIMER (indignantly). He never 
bothered about you at all. 
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JULIAN. Well, there it is! He’s ut- 
terly impossible, but he exists. I 
don’t suppose you can imderstand. 
You never knew your father, did 
you? 

DULCIMER. No. 

JULIAN. But you adored your 
mother. 

DULCIMER. She was the only 
woman who ever meant a thing 
to me. 

JULIAN. And then of course I have 
some strange affinity with him over 
the past. He plays those ghastly 
Welsh hymns, and I listen to them, 
and something happens to me; I 
don’t know what it is. 

DULCIMER. Some of those melodies 
are extraordinarily fine. 

JULIAN. It isn’t anything aesthetic. 
It isn’t even pleasure. It calls from 
somewhere very far off and* makes 
me feel I belong to something very 
old. I thought what a contrast it 
was just now. You at the piano and 
father at the harmonium. But they 
both speak. . . . Now let’s forget 
Camden Town. 

DULCIMER. I should like you to 
have been at Silver Gates this time. 
I took your advice about the music 
room. It now faces the swimming 
pool. 

^lAN. I always told you it ought 

DULCIMER. You Were perfectly 
right. I’ve had the pool flooa- 
lighted. Now at night the box 
hedges enclose a lagoon of deep 
Memterranean blue. Ruinously ex.* 
pensive! 
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JULIAN. Marvellous! I mean— how 
exquisite! (They laugh.) 

DULCIMER. We must give a fancy- 
dress bathing party. Venetian and 
very slippery. (All the time he is 
watching julian closely.) 

JULIAN. My God! So while you re 
splashing in the moonlight, I shall 
be sweating in Camden Town! 

DULCIMER (realising that the spell 
is working, and getting up). Now, 
won’t you change your mind? 
(Goes to table behind and holds 
up brandy bottle.) 

JULIAN. Well, I don’t see why I 
shouldn’t! (dulcimer gives him 
some brandy and takes some him- 
self) Yes! That’s not for invalids! 

DULCIMER (standing). Leonora 
tells me that you settled down to 
work wonderfully! 

JULIAN^. Did she say that? But I 
don’t think I’ve taken her in! Not 
really! She knows that I’m not get- 
ting on, but she’s a fine encourager. 

DULCIMER. She certainly made me 
think you’d made a good start. 

JULIAN. I’ve tried. I genuinely have. 
But I can’t get up any interest in 
the stuff. What’s the point in read- 
ing up a lot of flapdoodle in order 
to give some filthy little Pekinese 
an emetic? 

DULCIMER. I should hate to give 
anyone an emetic. I could never 
get into the right frame of mind. 
But then, I haven’t the call! (Moves 
right.) 

jiTLiAN. Nor have I. Dulcie, it is no 
good shirking the fact any longer. 
I’m no good at it. 


DULCIMER (coming back to him). 
We won’t despair after two months. 

JULIAN (firmly). I despaired after 
a fortnight. I knew then. 

DULCIMER (with assumed surprise). 
You give it up? 

JULIAN. I’m afraid so. As far as 
exams are concerned. 

DULCIMER (sitting beside him after 
showing relief). Shall I make a 
suggestion? 

JULIAN (earnestly and hopefully). 
I wish you would. 

DULCIMER. Take a rest and then 
come back to it. Come for a holi- 
day. 

JULIAN. I could do with a holiday. 

DULCIMER. Come to the Villa at 
Margherita. 

JULIAN. Can I bring Leo? 

DULCIMER. Of course. 

JULIAN. I know she won’t though. 
(dulcimer shows relief in his face) 
She’ll never leave her work just 
now, especially after giving up so 
much time to me. 

dulcimer. Can’t you tear yourself 
away from her for a week or two? 

»# 

JULIAN. I suppose I could. (Gets 
up and moves a little away to the 
right.) 

DULCIMER. ' You’re so adhesive, 
Julian. First it was Peter. Now it’s 
Leonora. 
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JULIAN. They’re not quite the same 
thing. 

DULCIMER. For Heaven’s sake don’t 
you begin to misunderstand me. I 
was merely admiring your loyalty, 
but I don’t want to drag you there. 

JULIAN. You know I’d adore to 
come! ( The struggle in him is now 
definitely beginning,) 

DULCIMER {sprawling on couch). 1 
daresay I was only going to make 
a convenience of you. The ceiling 
wants touching up badly. The 
Cupids on it look like very old 
charwomen. It’s delicate work, but 
no doubt I can get it done. 

JULIAN (coming and standing at 
head of couch). Dulcie! You know 
perfectly well that I’d give my head 
to come to Italy. The point is, I’ve 
got to earn a living, (dulcimer 
sits straight and julian beside him) 
Dulcie, I’ve never asked you for 
anything much before. I’ve never 
had to ask you. Now I must put it 
into words, though I hate doing it. 
Can’t you reconsider your decision? 

dulcimer. What decision? 

JULIAN. I’ve been screwing up my 
courage all the evening to ask you 
for an allowance. The fact is I 
simply cannot earn. 

dulcimer (suavely). Supposing I 
do reconsider my decjision? 

JULIAN (eagerly). Then that would 
make everything all right. I don’t 
want to be idle. I never have been 
idle. 1 like having something to do 
all the time. You see, ihy idea is to 
live in the country, away from all 
this that I can’t afiord. 


849 

DULCIMER. You think you could 
endure the country— always? 

JULIAN. I’d like to run kennels or 
something of the kind. I haven’t 
the slightest intention of vegetating 
. . . we’ve got all sorts of schemes. 
We thought it might be possible to 
run polo ponies. 

DULCIMER. What sum of money do 
you think would make it possible? ’ 

JULIAN. Well, we’d have to make a 
start. That costs a good bit, I know. 

DULCIMER. It’s no good underesti- 
mating that. By the time you’d 
bought your house and equipped 
it with livestock, you’d have spent 
the best part of four or five thou- 
sand pounds. 

JULIAN (on tenterhooks). I’m afraid 
I should. But then we could live 
on very little. I think that five hun- 
dred a year would do us well. That 
would mean a home and security, 
and I should be delivered for ever 
from this nightmare of daily bread, 

DULCIMER. It almost seems a pity 
I didn’t make you a plumber. 

JULIAN (smiling ruefully). I rather 
wish I had been taught something. 
(dulcimer sighs and is silent) 
What are you thinking? 

DULCIMER. I was thinking that six 
•months hence, or a year hence, 
you’ll find that your allowance isn’t 
enough and that your menagerie 
doesn’t pay, and you’ll come and 
ask for more. 

JULIAN. I promise you I’ll never ask 
you for a penny again! 
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DT7LGIMER. Like the tiger, you’ll 
have tasted blood and youll be 
greedy to taste more! 

JULIAN. Then you mean that you 
won’t help me? 

DULCIMER (looking at him gravely), 
I won’t give you any money, Julian. 
(He gets up and walks away to 
window as julian did in Act One. 
JULIAN watches him.) 

JULIAN (after a moment). Dulcie? 

DULCIMER. Well? 

JULIAN. You want me to be happy, 
don’t you? 

DULCIMER (turning round fiercely). 
Want you to be happy? You’ve al- 
ways been happy. I’ve made you 
happy! 

JULIAN. Yes, but I must go on. I 
can’t just stand still. 

DULCIMER. You must be as you 
are. You must develop naturally. 
(Standing by couch) Listen, Julian! 
There is nothing to be ashamed of 
or disappointed over in not being 
able to earn a living. You aren’t 
made that way, that’s all. I deliv- 
ered you for ever from what you 
call "tihe nightmare of daily bread.” 
You have a home and security that 
nothing can take from you, and you 
won’t recognise it. 

JULIAN (emphatically), I want to 
get married, 1 tell you! 

DULCIMER. For goodness’ sake, 
don’t be strident! 

JULIAN. 1 can’t always pick and 
dboose my words, just to please 
you! 


DULCIMER. I’m not complaining of 
your language yet. I only ask you 
not to shout! 

JULIAN. You seem to think that 
what is soft and expensive and 
luxurious is everything! 

DULCIMER (quickly). And, don’t 
you? Haven’t you proved it to- 
night? Haven’t the last two months 
proved it? What matters to you 
most is to be comfortable, to have 
pleasant rooms and pleasant meals, 
and money in your pocket. You 
have tried the other thing, and 
hated it, haven’t you? ( Sits in arm- 
chair near window) Very well, 
then. Be honest with yourself. 
Don’t try to be some other person. 
Be Julian Dulcimer. 

JULIAN. But I’m not Julian Dul- 
cimer! 

DULCIMER. Do you Want me to be- 
lieve that you’re David Owen just 
because you were stirred a little at 
some crude revivalist hymn? 

JULIAN (getting up). You can’t un- 
derstand what I am or what I 
want! 

DULCIMER (also getting up). By all 
means let us talk this out standing 
up. It’s very fatiguing, but I can 
see that you mean to be emphatic! 

JULIAN (coming over to him). Dul- 
cie, do for ouf. moment be human! 
Can’t you try to understand what 
I’m struggling against? 

DULCIMER. I do, perfectly. But why 
struggle with no chance of succeed- 
ing? 

JULIAN. Why shouldn’t I succeed? 
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dulcimer. Because you can’t be 
two people at the same time. You 
cannot be Julian Dulcimer and a 
married man. They have been fight- 
ing with each other from the first 
moment they met. My dear boy, 
it s quite natural that you should 
want to include Leonora in your 
scheme, but unfortunately there 
isn’t room for her. 

JULIAN (surprised). Why? 

DULCIMER. Well, you don’t want 
her to have to keep you, do you? 

JULIAN (moving away). I haven’t 
the slightest intention of her doing 
sol (Sits on couch.) 

DULCIMER. Yet, that is what it will 
come to! You want me to let you 
pretend for a while that you are 
what is known as a bread-winner, 
but in the end you’ll depend on 
your wife. All these dreams of dogs 
and polo ponies and other country 
nonsense will crumble into dust the 
first morning you don’t feel like 
getting up, or fancy a day in town. 
You couldn’t stand up to your in- 
clination for a second, and why 
should you? » 

JULIAN (turning round) . You think 
you know me, but you’re wrong! 

DULCIMER. Very well, then! Go and 
get married! (Vehemently) Disre- 
gard your temperament, your dis- 
position, your everything that cries 
out against it! Beat out a living 
from the world and fashion a home 
for your wife, and live in it, and 
be happy ever after! Can you do 
it? 

• 

JULIAN. Why do you torment me 
like this? 


851 

DULCIMER. you say, "I.eonora 
comes before everything else? I 
don’t care what I do and where I 
live so long as she is with me!” Of 
course you can’t! But you haven’t 
the courage to admit it, and it’s 
only a fool who won’t recognise 
his own limitations. (*A sUence) 
However, I suppose that your si- 
lence means that you do recognise 
them, so we won’t use any more 
harsh names. You’re not really the 
fool you’re trying so hard to be. 
(Passing in front of him to the 
hearth.) 

JULIAN (turning on him fiercely). 
By God, I’m not! I’m not fool 
enough to be one thing, and that 
is, your slave! 

DULCIMER. Don’t be ridiculous! 

JULIAN (trembling). You think my 
life is yours to arrange as you 
please, but you’re wrong again. I’m 
damned well going to do ,what I 
like with it! I think I detest you 
and your luxurious ways, and your 
beastly superior air about every- 
thing. I shall live where I like and 
how I like, and you can go to Hell! 
(The telephone bell rings.) 

DULCIMER. Prove it, then! Now’s 
your chance! (Holding receiver to- 
wards him) Tell her! You little 
canting fool! You know that luxury 
is the breath of your life. You 
couldn’t do without it for a second. 
What you are feeling is a childish 
•revulsion against yourself. You 
wanted to be noble and romantic, 
and you’re disappointed because 
you can’t be! Self-loathing is al- 
ways painful, but fortimately one 
outgrows it. Tell her that I won’t 
help you, and that you’ll fight your 
way to her through poverty and 
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struggle and self-denial! Don’t keep 
her waiting! {Holds receiver nearer 
to him,) 

( JULIAN takes receiver and tries 
hard to answer leonora, then with 
an exclamation of despair drops the 
receiver on the floor and falls on 
the couch in a fit of weeping, dul- 
cimer picks up the receiver and 
replaces it, then goes to the bell 
and rings it. He then walks quickly 
to the piano, seats himself at it and 


plays the Chopin Sonata, Enter 

TRUMP.) 

DULCIMER {playing as the * phone 
rings again). Get Mr. Julian’s room 
ready, please! 

TRUMP. Very good, Sir! {He 
glances at the *phone, then at dul- 
cimer, then goes. The ^phone con- 
tinues to ring,) 


CURTAIN 


ACT THREE 

SCENE I 

At MR. dulcimer’s flat. Next morning. 

The arrangement of the room is as in Act I, The centre table is now back 
in its place; on it stands an open attache case, but the audience cannot 
see the ^contents. The table behind the couch is gone. 

MR. dulcimer is seated at the bureau, trump enters carrying a brown 
vaper parcel which he puts on the table near the case. 


DULCIMER {looking up). Oh, there 
you are. Trump! I want you to send 
ofiF this wire. We’re going abroad. 
Do you like the idea? {Hands him 
wire, ) 

TRUMP. Shall we be away long. Sir? 
{He seems a little perturbed at the 
news.) 

dulcimer. About six months, I • 
think. 

TRUMP. Really, Sir? 

DULCIMER. Yes. Mr. Julian and I 
both want a change. He’s be^ 
overworking. I’m anxious about 


him. {Seeing his face) You look a 
little dashed tjf my news. Youve 
not been forming any attachments, 
have you? 

TRUMP. No, Sir. I’m quite heart- 
whole. 

DULCIMER. Good. For a moment I 
thought that you’d been tainted. 

TRUMP. No, Sir. Quite immune, as 
yet. 

DULCIMER. That’s right. We shall 
be passing into a more temperate 
zone in a day or two, beyond the 
ravages of this terrible disease. 
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Well take sanctuary first at Mare- 
herita. That's why I want Michele 
to get that wire as soon as possible. 
So that he may get the villa ready. 
Later on, I dare say, we shall be 
moving about. (Moves across the 
room, picking up parcel from table. 
He takes off the paper, throws it 
on to the window seat, and puts 
the book on the centre table.) 

TRUMP. When are we starting. Sir? 

DULCIMER. Tonight. 

TRUMP. Shall I make the usual 
travelling arrangements? 

DULCIMER. Please. And tell Mor- 
timer I’m taking the car. We need 
movement and distraction. 

TRUMP. Very good. Sir. 

(Exit TRUMP. DULCIMER gOeS tO 

bureau, gets pass-port, etc., unlocks 
drawer, takes out a revolver, and 
puts them all in attach^ case. Enter 
JULIAN a moment later, in a very 
elaborate dressing-gown, dulcimer 
is now by the roof-garden and is 
carolling *'0, Sole Mio*") 

JULIAN. You sound ?very gay this 
morning. 

DULCIMER. My dear boy, I’ve gone 
all holiday. The Blue Train is in my 
blood. Tomorrow evening we shall 
be by the Mediterranean. Don’t 
you think that a little of Italy will 
be rather fun? 

JULIAN (sitting down by the win- 
dow in the arm-chair), I shall be 
glad to get away anywhere. (Not 
with very great enthusiasm.) 

DULCIMER (handing him the book). 
This came for you, just now. 
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JULIAN. What is it? (Taking it.) 

DULCIMER. It’s Deller’s *Tmpres- 
sions of the Umbrian Towns.” 
There’s a picture of Perugia in the 
early morning that’s rather lovely. 

JULIAN (opening the book) . Are we 
going to the Umbrian Towns? 

DULCIMER. Would you like to? 

JULIAN. I don’t care where we go 
as long as it’s somewhere new, 
something I haven’t seen before. 

DULCIMER. We’ll take the car and 
break new ground. 

JULIAN (looking at the pictures). 
That’s refreshing. 

DULCIMER. I thought you knew 
Deller’s work? I’ve been meaning 
to give you this for a long time. I 
sent down for it directly after 
breakfast this morning. I yvanted 
something to blot out yesterday 
evening. 

JULIAN. It’s awfully kind of you, 
Dulcie. 

DULCIMER. Let me have it for a 
moment. (He takes the book and 
writes in it with his pen) There! 
(Hands it back.) 

JULIAN (reading). “Addio- to all 
misunderstandings.” (Smiles, but 
^just a little sadly.) 

DULCIMER (lightly). It will do to 
read in the train. (Goes back to 
roof-garden.) 

JULIAN. Yes. For God’s sake, let’s 
be off! 
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DUiiCiMEB. Trump s fixed every- 
thing up. 

JULIAN. I should like to get into the 
car and go at once. 

piUaCiMER. I think everything 
points today to a very good lunch 
somewhere and then a Tittle shop- 
ping. Youll want to get some 
things, wont you? 

JULIAN. One or two, I suppose. 

DULCIMER. A super-lunch and then 
a little agreeable spending in Bond 
Street or thereabouts. We won’t get 
back till it’s time to start. 

JULIAN. I’ve got to see Leo some 
time for a minute. 

DULCIMER ( cautiously ) . Perhaps 
you’ll write? 

JULIAN. No. I must see her. 

< 

DULCIMER. I can drop you at the 
Surgery for five minutes. 

JULIAN. Yes, That will do. 

DULCIMER (ingratiatingly and com- 
ing to him). Don’t be too hard on 
yourself. Six months’ probation be- 
fore you finally make up your mind 
is a most reasonable request. 

jxnLiAN. I shall be glad to get it 
over, all the same. 

(Enter trump.) 

DULCIMER. What is it? 

TRUMP. Miss Yale would like to see 
Mr. Julian. 

JULIAN (glutting up ) . Where is she? 


TRUMP. In the hall, Sir, I didn’t 
know whether you had time to see 
people. 

JULIAN (crossing to couch). Show 
her in. 

TRUMP. Very good. Sir. 

(Exit TRUMP.) 

DULCIMER. Would you like me to 
tackle this? 

JULIAN (very pale). No thanks, 
Dulcie. 

DULCIMER. All right. I’ll clear out 
and leave you together. (Putting 
his hand on his shoulder) I’m sure 
she’ll understand. 

JULIAN (simply), I hope she will. 
(dulcimer goes to the door. As he 
gets to it, TRUMP opens it and 
shows in Leonora.) 

TRUMP. Miss Yale. 

DULCIMER (unpleasantly agree- 
able), Good morning, Leonora! (As 
she ejaculates **Julianr) Now you 
mustn’t scold him. We got very late 
last night and^ hadn’t the heart to 
disturb you. 

LEONORA. But I rang you quite 
early and couldn’t get any reply. 

DULCIMER. We were here all the 
evening. However, Julian will tell 
you all about it. (Exit.) 

‘ LEONORA (coming to Julian). 
Good morning, darling! ( They kiss 
uncomfortably) What did happen? 
I rang up Isaiah this morning and 
found that you hadn’t been nome 
last night. * 

’ JULIAN. No. I stayed here. 
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LEONORA (seeing that there is 
something different about him). 1 
see. Isaiah is rather worried. He 
came along with me. He’s waiting 
outside in the square. ( Taking hold 
of his hand and drawing him down 
on to the couch) Julian, darling, 
don’t mind! What’s it matter if he 
won’t give you any money? That’s 
why you didn’t answer the ’phone, 
wasn’t it? 

JULIAN. I couldn’t get a penny out 
of him, Leo. 

LEONORA. I knew that was it. Well, 
we're not going to let money stand 
between us and our happiness, are 
we? I expect we’ve worried too 
much about it. Last night when I 
didn’t hear from you, I made up 
my mind v^hat we’d do. We’ll get 
married at once and damn the 
money. I’ve got enough for two, 
with a squeeze. 

JULIAN (in misery), I can’t let you 
do that, Leo. It’s lovely of you to 
suggest it, but I can’t. 

LEONORA. You Wouldn’t mind 
skimping a little with me, would 
you? Until something turned up. I 
think we’d better put the idea of 
exams out of our heads, don’t you? 

JULIAN (almost amused, in spite of 
himself). Darling, I do. 

LEONORA. Everybody who’s got a 
job hasn’t passed ai^exam. Some- 
thing will come along. 

JULIAN. One can always tout note- 
paper round to people’s front doors. 

LEONORA. We’ve not eome to that 
yet. We’ll get uncertainty out of 
our life first and then set to work 
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to build it up. Youll feel far more 
confident of yourself when you’re 
married to me. 

JULIAN. Leo, I can’t marry you! 
LEONORA. Julian! 

JULIAN. Not yet. I couldn’t come 
and live on you. I should be miser- 
able every minute of the time. 

LEONORA (lightly). Darling, you’re 
not turning me down, are you? It’s 
a firm offer. 

JULIAN. Of course I’m not turning 
you down. It was marvellous of you 
to have thought of it. It’s just im- 
thinkable to me, that’s all. You 
can’t imagine what a drag I should 
be. 

LEONORA. Darling, don’t go on apol- 
ogising for yourself. I can see all 
the drawbacks perfectly well. 

» 

JULIAN (nerving himself). I’m not 
apologising, but I won’t pretend 
any more. It’s like this. I’ve been 
accustomed to living in one way 
too long to give it up. I must have 
comfort. I must have pleasure. I 
must have money to spend. I must. 
(Moving to centre table) I tried to 
do without them, but it’s been hell 
all the time. When I came back 
here last night, I knew what hell it 
had been. 

LEONORA. So that was why you 
•didn’t go to your father’s? 

JULIAN. That was it. The moment 
I came back here, everything began 
to get hold of me again. I tried to 
fight it, but it was too strong. I 

S ose one 'must be as one is 
L You don’t know what it 
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means to me to sleep in a comfort- 
able bed again, with decent sheets. 

LEONORA (kindly). Don’t you think 
you’ve rather got the idea that 
you’re the only person who’s ever 
been comfortable? (Coming to 
him) I have quite a fair amount 
of comfort, but I don’t make it my 
God. 

JULIAN. I hate and detest every- 
thing that’s cheap and ugly and 
second-best. 

LEONORA. That I can understand, 
but it’s a terrible thought to me 
that you don’t mind how you get 
your luxury or who gives it you so 
long as you get it. 

JULIAN. I don’t think I do mind. 
Not much. (Moves to window and 
stands with his back to her,) 

LEONORA. You don’t realise what 
you’re saying. If you think that, it 
means *that you’re just a taker, a 
parasite. You’re not really worth 
keeping alive. 

JULIAN (turning round). I’m sorry 
you think so poorly of me! 

LEONORA. I’m only taking you at 
your own valuation. Do you think 
it’s pleasant for me to find out that 
the man I love isn’t a man at all, 
but only a bundle of sensations? 

JULIAN (coming back to table), 
I’ve done my best to control cir- 
cumstances. If I’m so worthless,* 
you’ll soon be able to forget me. 

LEONORA. My God, I hope sol I’ll 
do my best, I promise you. To 
think of all that I’ve been oflFering 
you and you haven’t even begun 
to understand what 1 was saying. 


JULIAN. Gan’t you see that it’s the 
thought of you that’s been making 
me so desperately miserable? 

LEONORA. Desperately miserable! 
You don’t know what the words 
mean! You haven’t any feelings, not 
real feelings. If you cared any- 
thing for me, if you’d ever cared, 
you’d have chucked all this to the 
winds, really chucked it. No,t just 
gone a little way off and hankered 
after it all the time. I’ve been fool 
enough to imagine that there was 
something more in you, something 
that hadn’t a chance to get out, and 
that my love would set it free. I 
ought to have known last night 
when you didn’t answer the ’phone 
that you’d succumbed to all this 
again . . . and to him. 

JULIAN. I can’t help it. He’s been 
the biggest thing in my life. 

LEONORA. Anyone can see that. I 
wonder how much you really care 
about him? I hope I shan’t meet 
you one day in Piccadilly with a 
ainted face, just because you must 
ave linen sheets! 

JULIAN. You needn’t be blatant just 
because I’ve been honest with you. 
I’m sick to death of being talked 
at. (Moves to hearth,) 

LEONORA. Poor Julian, I won’t talk 
any more or plan or scheme or try 
to put energy and self-respect in 
you. But if eyer you can come to 
me and prove that what I’ve loved 
exists. I’ll marry you. 

JULIAN. If you haven’t married 

someone else. 

« 

LEONORA. Quite. But you don’t 
realise that you chose a faithful 
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one. God! That makes me angry 
and bitter. What a pitiful waste! 

JULIAN (turning to her). Til prove 
to you yet that Im not as rotten as 
you think. 

LEONORA. I hope sol 

JULIAN (sitting on couch), Ym go- 
ing away for six months just to get 
a breather, and Tm going to do 
some hard thinking about myself. 

LEONORA. I wonder why you like 
to go on playing with the idea of 
me? That’s the part I can’t under- 
stand. You know you don’t want 
me. You’ve said so, and yet you 
can’t quite cut yourself oflF. 

JULIAN. I do want you. 

(At this moment the door opens 
and MR. DULCIMER enters. He is 
very conscious that everything has 
turned out as he expected. He 
comes between them, standing at 
the corner of the couch with his 
hand on Julian’s shoulder.) 

DULCIMER (to Leonora). Well, has 
Julian explained everything to you? 

LEONORA. Oh, yes. (Moving away) 
He’s made it all perfectly clear. 

DULCIMER. I don’t want to break 
in on any intimacies, but (to 
Julian) I do think that you ought 
to finish your toilet. (Meaning the 
dressing-gown) Thot’s a dressy 
little garment, Julian, but they are 
still very conservative at the Ritz, 
especially about lunch-time. (Moves 
to roof-garden,) 

JULIAN. I shall be ready in a few 
minutes. 
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DULCIMER. Don’t rush into your 
clothes. There’s plenty of time. I’ve 
told the car to be here in half an 
hour. Will that do? 

JULIAN. Yes. 

DULCIMER. Tell Trump to bring a 
glass of champagne to your dress- 
ing-room. There’s nothing like a 
glass of champagne for giving a 
fillip to the tie. ( Goes into the roof- 
garden. ) 

JULIAN (coming to Leonora). 
Good-bye, Leo. 

LEONORA. Good-bye^ Julian. 

JULIAN. I suppose there’s nothing 
more to be said. 

LEONORA. No. I suppose there isn’t. 
(He goes out quickly. When he has 
gone, she makes a move to go.) 

DULCIMER (returning and standing 
on the top step into thb roof- 
garden) . Must you go for a minute? 

LEONORA (turning round), I can’t 
think of anything to say to you, 
Mr. Dulcimer. At least, nothing 
adequate. I know you’re pleased 
with the way things have gone. 

DULCIMER. Can one be pleased at 
the inevitable? I knew what would 
happen. I foresaw it from the start. 
My comment is merely La Com- 
mbdia d finita. I’m glad you take it 
•philosophically. I should have been 
wrry if you had been really hurt. 

LEONORA. And I should have 
loathed your pity! 

DULCIMER. And yet I do pity you. 
There is sometlfing definitely pa- 
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dietic in the way you have set 
yourself up against me. You really 
thought that you could succeed! 
Even now that you Ve failed I feel 
that you would like to have a real 
tilt at me. We have carried on a 
subconscious warfare. WeVe never 
come to the surface and fought in 
the open. 

UEONOHA. I ve made no secret of 
what I ve thought of you, how ut- 
terly Ive loathed and despised you. 

I knew from the first that you were 
A deadly enemy. Yet, even now, 

I m wondering how you dare to 
destroy Julian as you have done. 
Why couldn’t you have let him go? 

DULCIMER. Because he is to me, 
youth and charm and companion- 
ship. I admit the claims of these 
indefinable things. I must have 
them. 

LEONORA. And yet, I doubt if he 
really ^ares any more for you than 
he does for me. He stays with you 
for the sake of what you can give 
him. If we were both penniless, 
he’d come to me. 

DULCIMER (stepping down to her). 
You’re welcome to think so. We 
can’t put it to the proof. But I can 
see what brought you together. 
You’re both dreamers, idealists. 
There’s not much of it in Julian. 
But I shall quite probably have a 
lot of trouble still with you, with 
the idealised picture of you as his 
wife. It will only be a faint stirring • 
of course, but I shall have to quiet 
him. 

pK>NORA. Haven’t you any con- 
science at all about keeping him 
fenn what is normal and healthy, 
is best for him? 


DULCIMER. I didn’t adopt him to 
please my conscience, if I have 
one, or to give him what was best 
for him. My aim was to make him 
like, and to be unable to do with- 
out, what was best for me. That 
makes you open your eyes wide, 
doesn’t it? You see I’m not like you 
good people, with one eye on an 
ideal and the other on reality, a 
feverish urge towards goodness and 
then a degraded relapse towards 
what your natures clamour for in- 
sistently. I am a materialist and I 
glory in it. But I never have to 
struggle to maintain my position. 
I know exactly what I want out of 
life and I get it. 

LEONORA. You get what you want 
out of life simply because you can 
pay for it. Your foundations are 
entirely in the sand. Another con- 
vulsion in the world and you might 
vanish tomorrow. 

DULCIMER. Certainly. I admit that 
money isn’t the rock it used to be. 
But I like to have it to use. I like 
the power of money. I have created 
comfort and beauty and constant 
change of scene out of money, and 
a cage' for Julian’s soul in which he 
sings to me as sweetly as in that 
stuffy Welsh schoolroom all those 
years ago. And if the convulsion 
comes, which you no doubt are 
praying for, there is always this. 
(He puts his hand into the attachS 
case and takes out an exquisitely 
jewelled revolver, replacing it at 
once,) 

LEONORA. You Wouldn’t have the 
pluck to face things, then! Not even 
with Julian! 

DULCIMER. He wouldn’t stay wiili 
me, then, why should he? I should 
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have nothing to o£Fer him. As you 
admit, he’s coming back to me be- 
cause IVe made him a better oflFer. 
You can only oflFer him your love, 
and the so-called “demands” made 
by love, another foolish, futile little 
marriage. . . . 

LEONORA (fiercely), I oflFer him life 
and everything that makes life 
worth having and worth living. You 
can only talk and make your words 
seem very plausible. On your own 
confession you’ve no real hold on 
lifel 

DULCIMER. Life is bearable so long 
as I have Julian. You made me very 
angry when you first came into our 
lives. I thought for one moment 
that you might succeed and then I 
saw myself alone and demanding 
human sympathy. That made me 
feel very degraded. 

LEONORA. Degraded? 

DULCIMER. Yes. You see, I don’t 
think I’ve ever asked for anything 
for years. But I must have a fo- 
cusing point for all my activities 
and interests and self-expression. 
That focusing point is Julian. If you 
take him away, I'm lost. I admit 
that. Like you, I have feelings, but 
with Julian in my life I am never 
troubled by them. He keeps them 
constant and satisfied. (Moves as 
he says this to the window.) 

LEONORA. And so he’s just to min- 
ister to your emptiness and vanity 
and self-esteem. His mission is to 
make you think that you are really 
alive. You shan’t keep himl Even 
if he doesn’t come to me, he shall 
know what you’ve done to him! 
(She is making for the door when 
he intercepts her,) 


859 

DULCIMER (with a voice that cuts 
like a whip). Come back! (He 
walks quickly to her) I can assure 
you that the repulsion you feel is 
mutual. You have forced your way 
into my life and into my house and 
I won’t have vulgar scenes in 
either! I have gone to the trouble 
of explaining myself to you because 
you will insist that you have a foot- 
hold in my aflFairs. You haven’t! 
Understand that once and for all! 
This discussion has taken place 
partly because it amuses me, but 
more to make certain that it shall 
never take place again. From now 
on you will cease interfering with 
me and with Julian! I gave you an 
opportunity of making good and 
you have failed. I knew you would 
fail and I have told you why. 
(Moving away to table and spen^-- 
ing calmly) There is nothing more 
to be said, and I hope you will now 
have the good taste to leave my 
house as quietly as you came. 

* 

LEONORA. I’m not going! Not like 
this! If I went now, I should be 
just surrendering. I don’t care if 
it’s your house or what your 
wretched susceptibilities are! I’m 
not beaten yet! I won’t be beaten! 
What I’m fighting for is worth a 
scene and I’m not afraid of making 
one! 

(Voices are heard outside. Entet 

TRUMP. ) 

TRUMP. There’s a gentleman, Sir, 
in the hall. He wants to know if 
• Miss Yale’s ready. 

LEONORA (running to the door be- 
fore TRUMP has finished speaking), 
Isaiah! Come in! I want you to help 
me! Isaiah! 

(She returns, almost dragging mr. 

OWEN. Exit TRUMP.) 
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OWEN. What are you doing, Leo? I 
thought you were never coming! 

LEONORA. Listen, Isaiah! This man 
has got hold of Julian body and 
soul! He’s going to take him abroad, 
and if we let him go well never see 
him again.. 

DULCIMER {coming up to them). 
How do you do, Mr. Owen! We 
seem destined to meet under very 
eculiar circumstances. {Holds out 
is hand, owen does not take it) I 
hear that you’ve gone up in the 
world since I saw you last. {Goes 
and sits at writing-table.) 

OWEN. Wait a minute, Leo! I 
haven^ got my bearings yet! I’m 
taking it all in as fast as I can! 
(Horrified) Is it all over between 
you and David? (dulcimer is ad- 
dressing labels.) 

LEONORA. Yes. That’s all been a 
mistak^. Don’t think about me. 
What we’ve got to do is to save 
him from Dulcimer. 

OWEN. Very well, then, all I’ve got 
to say to him is this. (Going to 
him) 1 want my son! 

DULCIMER (turning round). I’m 
grateful to you for being concise, 
Mr. Owen! Leonora has positively 
battered me with words. You at 
any rate have a point and come to 
it quickly; “I want my son!” How 
admirably put! 

OWEN. Perhaps you’ll be as brief in 
your answer! 

DULCIMER. I will, with pleasure. 
You can’t have him! 

OWEN. Why not? 


DULCIMER. Because I don’t wish it! 
Now that must really do! I’ve got 
a lot of letters to finish and arrange- 
ments to make. (Turns back to 
bureau.) 

OWEN. And you think that will sat- 
isfy me! 

DULCIMER (writing and not looking 
round). I’m afraid it will have to! 

OWEN. Well, it won’t! (Coming 
closer. ) 

DULCIMER {turning round again). 
Mr. Owen, I think that you’re a 
business-man first and a prophet 
second. Let’s stick to business! 
Twelve years ago we made a con- 
tract, and you did very well under 
it. That contract still holds good. 

OWEN. No, it doesn’t, then! Julian’s 
of age now, and if he wasn’t, there 
was nothing in our agreement to 
say that you might corrupt him 
altogether! 

DULCIMER. Ah! I was afraid I’d 
overestimated your common sense. 
The prophet is stronger than the 
milkman, I see! (Turns back to the 
table.) 

OWEN. You won’t impress me with 
your nasty insults! 

DULCIMER. Mr. Owen! I’ve really 
been very tolerant and extremely 
courteous, but your time is up. 
Please leave me in peace. 

OWEN (to LEONORA). What am I 
to do, Leo? 

LEONORA (coming to him). Don’t 
give in yet! We’ve got to get Julian 
away, somehow! 
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OWEN (to Leonora). I must see 
him before I gol 
(Enter trump.) 

TRUMP. The car is at the door. Sir! 
(LEONORA runs to the window and 
looks down at the car.) 

DULCIMER (getting up and giving 
the labels to trump, who goes 
out). At last! Now that really must 
be the end. IVe got to go out, and 
I can't leave you two in possession. 
(Moves to centre.) 

o^vEN. Before I go, Tm going to 
see my son! 

(JULIAN is heard calling, "Dulcie!”) 

LEONORA. He’s coming now! 

(Comes to the centre.) 

DULCIMER. You’re a remarkable 
man, Mr. Owen! You’ve only to 
utter a wish and it is instantly 
gratified! 

(JULIAN hurries in and stands at 
end of couch.) 

JULIAN. Dulcie! Where on earth 
have you been? I’ve been sitting 
in the car for nearly five minutes. 
Aren’t you ... (He sees leonora 
and owen) What on earth is going 
on now? 

DULCIMER. Another crisis, my boy! 
But I’m afraid we’ve reached a 
deadlock! 

JULIAN (irritably to {-eonora and 
owen). What do you want? 

OWEN (coming to julian). I want 
1o speak to you, David! Just a 
word! 

1 

LEONORA (to Julian). Do listen to 
him! 
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JULIAN. Well, what is it? 

OWEN. David, I’m not making up 
grand sentences now! I’m speaking 
to you from my heart. I want you 
to believe me when I say that this 
man is wicked. He’s evil. You don’t 
realise how evil he is! I want you 
to get away before he destroys your 
soul altogether! 

JULIAN. I don’t know anything 
about my soul, but I’ll be thankful 
to get away! I’m wearied to death 
of being ordered about by each one 
of you in turn! (To owen) You 
want me to be one thing, and Leo 
another, and Dulcie a third. Well, 
I’m sick of it! What I should like 
to do would be to go oflF by mySelf 
away from all of you, and find out 
who I really am and what I really 
want to do. 

LEONORA (eagerly). Julian, why 
don’t you? What a splendid ideal 
We’ll help him to do it, wgn’t we 
Isaiah? 

OWEN. Yes. Come on, my boy! It’s 
the best possible thing you can dol 
Be quick, now! 

JULIAN. By God! I will! (Turns to 
the door, and begins to go.) 

DULCIMER (with all the will power 
he can command). Julian! (Going 
quickly to him) Come* back! 
(JULIAN turns and during the 
^speech comes slowly towards him) 
You can’t choose! You haven’t anv 
choice! You know perfectly well 
what you want and where your 
happiness lies! 

LEONORA ( pleadingly ) . Darlingl^ 
Please! 
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DULCIMER. Don’t let tbem torment 
you with their miserable misgiv- 
ings! They re a relic of your race 
and your early upbringing. 

OWEN (pleadingly). Davy! 

DULCIMER. I delivered you from all 
that, long ago! (Gripping his arms) 
Stay here, Julian! (julian struggles 
in agony for a moment, then half 
collapses across the back of the 
couch.) 

JULIAN. I can’t! (mr. owen’s eye 


lights on the revolver in the attache 
case.) 

DULCIMER (turning round in tri- 
umph and facing the others). 
There! Now, are you satisfied? Per- 
haps you’ll . . . (But before he 
can say any more, mr. owen has 
picked up the revolver and fired. 
MR. DULCIMER drops dead, clutch- 
ing at the couch as he falls. Leo- 
nora and JULIAN drop on to their 
knees beside him.) 

OWEN (with deep emotion). There/ 
Davy! You re free at last! 


CURTAIN 


SCENE II 


The same. Six months later, about five o'clock in the afternoon. 

The gates to the roof-garden are closed and the glass screens are in posi- 
tion. Afire is burning, and on the wall over the piano facing the audience 
is a death-mask of mr. dulcimer. 

LEONORA is standing by the arm-chair near the window. 

JULIAN hurries in. He wears an overcoat and scarf. He puts his hat on 
the piano as he passes. 


JULIAN. Hullo! Leo! It’s lovely of 
you to come! I hope I haven’t kept 
you waiting a frightful time. I've 
been tearing along from the law- 
yer’s as hard as I could. (He has 
thrown his coat and scarf over the 
arm-chair.) 

;.EONORA (quietly). I’ve only been, 
here about five minutes. 

JULIAN. Oh! Good! I know I ou^t 
to have come to you, but I couldn’t 
^X5e the Surgery today. I wanted 
lb see you ak>ne. (SmUing) Well, 
l.eo? 


LEONORA (looking at him steadily). 
Well, Julian? 

JULIAN (confidently) . It’s all right, 
now. (With childish pride) I’m a 
very rich man. We can get married 
tomorrow. 

LEONORA (stjU looking at him 
steadily). Are you going to keep 
this money? 

JULIAN (surprised). Keep it? What 

else should I do? 
o 

LEONORA. Do? Get a hundred miles 
away from all that it stands for. 
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from all it has meant in your life, 
from all it has done to me! 

JULIAN. Are you serious? Dulcie 
wanted me to have it. He left me 
everything. 

LEONORA (quietly). I know. 

JULIAN. He looked on me as his son. 
Why shouldn’t I keep it? You’re not 
going to be peculiar now? Surely at 
last we’re going to be happy? 

LEONORA. Happy? With your father 
in prison? 

JULIAN. Poor old Isaiah! He’d al- 
ways got a bee in his bonnet. 

LEONORA. You really think that he 
killed Dulcimer because he was 
mad? 

JULIAN. Didn’t everybody think so? 
Judge and jury and all the rest of 
them. I don’t see how you can get 
away from it. Religious mania. 

LEONORA. He knew exactly what he 
was doing. You know perfectly well 
that he killed him because he 
thought he could save you. 

JULIAN. Really, Leo, I don’t know 
what you do want! We couldn’t be 
married unless I had money, and 
now you’re being difficult because 
I’ve got it. I only wanted the money 
to give to you. 

LEONORA. I couldn’t •touch it! Not 
after all the unhappiness it has 
brought! Don’t have anything to do 
with it! Give it up! 

JULIAN. Leonora! Don’t be a fool. 

LEONORA. Are you going to let 
Isaiah’s sacrifice be wasted? 


JULIAN. Don’t be fantastic! 

LEONORA (turning to go). Then 
I’ve nothing to stay for. In a day 
or two youll be thankful I’ve gone! 

JULIAN. Now you’re just being 
brutal! 

LEONORA. I'd rather be brutal than 
so utterly callous as you! You’ve 
got rid of your guardian, your 
father’s at Broadmoor, and now 
you’re getting rid of me! ( Julian 
turns round and tries to speak) 
No! don’t say anything! I expect 
I’m well out of it! (As she moves 
to the door, her eye falls on dul- 
cimer’s death-mask over the piano) 
What’s that? 

JULIAN. That’s his death-mask. He 
wanted it done. He left instructions 
in his will. 

LEONORA (after another look). I 
don’t wonder he’s smiling! • 

(Exit. JULIAN goes to the piano and 
leans on it looking at the mask. He 
is ruffled and irritated, trump 
comes in with tea on a tray.) 

trump. Are you alone for tea. Sir? 

JULIAN. Yes, Trump. Miss Yale has 
gone. (A seconds pause) We’re not 
going to be married, after all. 

TRUMP (looking up at mask). Mr. 
Dulcimer always said. Sir, that a 
^man could never settle down until 
he’d got women out of his life. 

JULIAN. 1 expect he was right 
(Moves to couch) |le nearly al* 
ways was. 

TRUMP (putting tea on centre 
table). If you’re not going to be 
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married, Sir, perhaps you will re- 
consider my "notice/* I should be 
proud to serve you as a bachelor. 
Sir, but a married establishment 
means women servants. And that 
. . . (He makes an eloquent pause,) 

JULIAN. I hope I shall keep you for 
life, Trump. You understand my 
ways. 

TRUMP. Thank you, Sir. (Moves to 
door.) 

JULIAN, I don't think I want any 
tea. ni just have a cocktail. 

TRUMP (coming back to table and 
removing tray), A "side-car,” Sir? 
Very good. By the way, the flowers 
have come from Silver Gates, 

fULiAN (with a DULCIMER dtcwl). 
Do you think I ought to do them 
now. Trump. 

TRUMP.* Just as you please, Sir. 

JULIAN (rises). Perhaps I ought. 
The room does look rather naked, 

TRUMP, ril fetch you the flowers. 
Sir. 

(Exit TRUMP. JULIAN Ughts a ciga- 
rette and goes to the window, 
TRUMP returns with the tray of 


flowers, scissors, and gloves. Then 
he gets the small table, as in Act I, 
and places it in front of julian. 
JULIAN picks up the gloves, trump 
gets a vase from the piano and puts 
it on the small table,) 

JULIAN. Not the green vase, Trump! 

trump. Mr. Dulcimer always pre- 
ferred the green vase for iris, Sir. 

JULIAN (putting on the gloves). I 
like to make my own choice. 
Choice, Trump, is what distin- 
guishes the artist from the com- 
mon herd. I prefer the amber vase. 
(This is already on the table in 
front of him.) 

TRUMP. Very good, Sir. 

(Replaces the green vase on the 
piano.) 

JULIAN (examining the flowers). 
Some of these irises are rather poor, 
Trump. Badly chosen. 

TRUMP. Fm sorry, Sir. Til fetch you 
some water. (Exit.) 

JULIAN (with a flower in his hand) . 
I must tell Paget to be more care- 
ful about the stalks. (He begins to 
arrange the flowers. The death- 
mask continues to smile.) 
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ACT ONE 


SCENE I 

THE SIX O’CLOCK CALL 
1837 

It is still dark; for in the entrance hall of Kensington Palace the shutters 
have not yet been unclosed. Behind a wide archway at centre burns a 
dim light: there is the staircase lobby. To the left of the archway one sees 
the foot of the stairs. 

In the dark emptiness goes the clanging of a bell, followed by knocks. 
A FOOTMAN, not quite dressed as he should be, enters carrying a light. 
He crosses from left to right, and passes out of view. You hear unchaining 
and unbolting of a door; then, indistinctly, voices, which grow louder as 
the visitors enter and become visible. Heavily cloaked, lord conyngham 
comes in, followed by the archbishop of canterbury. 


CONYNGHAM. Tell them to take the 
message at oncel Say the matter is 
urgent. 

FOOTMAN. Yes, my Lord. But Her 
Royal Highness isn’t up yet, my 
Lord. 

CONYNGHAM. “Up?” Of course she’s 
not up at this hourl Send Her Royal 
Highness’s maid to call her. 

(The FOOTMAN, having the only 
candle, is busy now lighting others. 
Bui the urgency of his lordship 
stops the business fudf-way; and 
only one set of candles gets lighted 
before he goes.) 

FOOTMAN. Yes, my Lord. 

CONYNGHAM. And say ilis Grace the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, and 
Lord Conyngham are here to see 


Her Royal Highness on important 
business. 

FOOTMAN. Yes, my Lord. 

CONYNGHAM. Huiry, mani Hurryl 

FOOTMAN. Yes, my Lord; but 111 
have to call the maid first. 

CONYNGHAM. Well, Call hcrl 

FOOTMAN. Yes, my Lord; .but the 
maids sleep where I’m not sup- 
posed to go; and the door up to it 
* is locked. I shall have to throw up 
at the window. 

CONYNGHAM. Isn’t there a bell? 

FOOTMAN. Yes, my Lord; in Her 
Royal Highness the Duchess’s room 
there is a bell. 
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CONYNGKAM. Well, go and ask that 
it may be rungl 

FOcmiAN (aghast), I daren’t go to 
Her Royal Highness the Duchess’s 
room, my Lord: not now. Her 
Royal Highness the Princess is there 
too. 

CONYNGHAM. Well, go and do the 
best you can. But say Her Royal 
Highness must come— 

FOOTMAN. Yes, my Lord. 

(Exit FOOTMAN.) 

CONYNGHAM (finishing his sen- 
tence).— at once! . . . Good Lord! 
Wh^t a house! Sleeps with the old 
Cat, does she? 

4RCHBISHOP (corrective, but suave ) . 
I beg your pardon? 

CONYNGHAM. I— I beg yours! Yes; I 
suppose one oughtn’t to say that 
now. But your Grace knows that 
the Duchess has been a diflSculty all 
along. 

ARCHBISHOP. The Duchess is a de- 
termined character. 

CONYNGHAM. YeS, 

* ARCHBISHOP. It has had its advan- 
tages. 

CONYNGHAM. They have escaped 
my observation, I’m afraid. 

ARCHBISHOP. The Princess has not 
seen a great deal of her uncles, 
rter education has been— safe- 
guarded. 

CONYSCHAM (extenuotingly ) . Well, 
of course, I know— I know— I know. 


ARCHBISHOP (less extcnuotingly) . 
Yes, my Lord, we know, 

CONYNGHAM. Had we not better 
sit down? We may have to wait. 
If that man’s stone-throwing is not 
good— we may have to wait a long 
time. ... So this is how history 
gets written! 

ARCHBISHOP. This won’t get into 
history, my Lord. 

CONYNGHAM. No . . . Your Grace? 
—may I? . . . (He offers a flask- 
cup, after filling it,) 

ARCHBISHOP. Ah, no. I thank you. 

CONYNGHAM. It’s a chilly hour to be 
up. I never go about, late at night, 
or early— widiout something, 
(Drinks.) 

ARCHBISHOP. For you, my Lord, 
very wise, I’ve no doubt. But I 
never go out at night, you see; at 
least, not late. 

CONYNGHAM. \h\ I often wish I 
didn’t, when the night is over. 

ARCHBISHOP. That is— understand- 
able. 

CONYNGHAM (missing the note of 
sympathy), It’s only human nature, 
your Grace. 

ARCHBISHOP. Yes, I supposc so. I 
don’t know . . . My office . . . 
There is a goo^ deal of human na- 
ture that I have to avoid. 

CONYNGHAM. Rather difficult to 
avoid at the Court of the Regency, 
wasn’t it? 

f 

ARCHBISHOP. Oh, of couTse, Some- 
times I had to— well— look the other 
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way. Still, I attended so seldom; 
only when called on officially. 

coNYNGHAM. Your Grace has offi- 
ciated on a similar painful though 
auspicious occasion, I believe? 

ARCHBISHOP. Yes. Yes. I announced 
his accession to His late Majesty 
King William. But he was only in 
the next room waiting. 

CONYNGHAM. Ah! How did he take 
it? 

ARCHBISHOP. With alacrity . . . 
"Bless my soul! you don't say so!" 
were his first words. And then— 
"Well, well, though I’m less of a 
figure-head, I shall make a better 
King than poor George.” 

CONYNGHAM. But he didn’t, you 
know. 

ARCHBISHOP. No; a better character, 
but not a better King. That some- 
times happens, I’m afraid. 

CONYNGHAM. Yes, kings often man- 
age to do quite well without 
morals. Brain is more important. 

ARCHBISHOP. Not too much of that 
either, I should have thought. 
Don’t those with brain give much 
more trouble to their Ministers? 

CONYNGHAM. Oh, they manage to 
do that without any! His late Ma- 
jesty was a conspicuous example 
of it. You wouldn’t believe— no, you 
wouldn't believe the trouble we 
sometimes had with him. They say 
you can make a donkey go by tying 
a carrot in front of its nose. Well, 
he was like a donkey with a carrot 
tied to its tail. * 

ARCHBISHOP. Really? 
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CONYNGHAM. Just like that. Over 
the Reform Bill, you know, we al- 
most had a Revolution— almost. Not .► 
his fault that we didn’t. 

ARCHBISHOP (discreetly). Was ho 
just a little— like his Father, you 
know? 

CONYNGHAM. Mad, eh? No, not 
mad. It was the shape of his head, 

I think. It was pear-shaped, you 
know— just like a pear. "The weak- 
est fruit drops earliest to the 
round,” says Shakespeare. Well 
is head was weak fruit distinctly 
—amazing how it hung on: one 
can’t exactly say "lasted.” (The 
FOOTMAN re-enters) Well? What 
have you done? 

FOOTMAN. I’ve called the maid, my 
Lord. Would your Lordship like 
more light? 

CONYNGHAM. Oh yes; a little more 
light would, I suppose, be better. 
(Then to the archbishop For so 
auspicious an occasion. 

FOOTMAN. The windows, my Lordr 

CONYNGHAM. No, no, not the win- 
dows, I think. The blinds— the 
blinds must stay down at any rate. 
(The FOOTMAN lights more can^- 
dies. ) 

ARCHBISHOP (confidentially). Very 
sad, very sad, you know! Good old 
King George— such a large family— 
so many sons, and not one of them 
, what he should be. 

(Exit FOOTMAN.) 

CONYNGHAM (grimly). And she— 
the daughter 01 one of them. 

ARGHj^iSHOP. Ah, but women are 
difiFerent— so different, you know. 
Let’s hope! Let’s hope! 
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coNYNGHAM. Well, we must get her 
married, and then-married to the 
right man— the difference won’t so 
much matter— her Cousin, Prince 
George of Cambridge, would be 
very suitable— same age, and can 
talk English now, so I’m told, like 
a native. 

archbishop. Over that you will 
have difficulty with the Duchess. 

CONYNGHAM. Oh yes; the Duchess 
is going to be difficult whatever’s 
proposed. She will regard this as 
her own succession almost. 

ARCHBISHOP (wisely). It almost will 
be. 

CONYNGHAM. That is what we must 
prevent 

ARCHBISHOP. The Duchess has pri- 
vately planned a marriage more ^o 
her own liking, I’m told. 

• 

CONYNGHAM. Eh? Who? 

ARCHBISHOP. She has two nephews 
-through her brother the Duke of 
Saxe-Coburg— Prince Ernest, and 
Prince Albert. 

CONYNGHAM. But that won’t do! 
Tainted blood! Tainted blood! 

ARCHBISHOP. Indeed! 

CONYNGHAM (disgustedly), Ye-es: 
bleeding skins— haemophilia. It’s in 
the family. Cousins. No; it won’t * 
do. 

ARCHBISHOP. But Prince George is 
her cousin, also. 

CONYNGHAM? Ah, but iPs not on 
that side. It's on tU mother's— the 


Coburgs. And, you know, it comes 
througli the women. The males 
have it: the women don’t; but they 
pass it on. Do you know her 
brother, the Duke, once nearly bled 
to death? 

ARCHBISHOP. Dear me! Is that so? 

CONYNGHAM. Marrying her daugh- 
ter to his son would be fatal! You 
know, it’s all very well, in one way. 
Royalty to make itself a class all 
by itself. But it’s a German notion: 
’tisn’t English. And when it leads 
to so much inbreeding, it gets dan- 
gerous. English kings have married 
commoners in the past; they’d bet- 
ter do it again— or into the peerage. 
Do you know— if the Duke of Wel- 
lington had been— well, twenty 
years younger. I’d have married her 
to him. 

ARCHBISHOP. You don’t mean it! 

CONYNGHAM. I do. ’Twould have 
been very popular; and a foreign 
marriage won’t be. (He looks at 
his watch) Tut, tut! That girl’s a 
very long time coming! 

ARCHBISHOP ( correctively ) . The 
Queen? 

CONYNGHAM (plausibltj Covering his 
mistake). No, no; I mean the maid. 
I’m wondering whether she has 
called her . . . It’s a pity, you 
know, a pity! I don’t know what to 
think of it! 

« 

ARCHBISHOP. "It” meaning what? 

CONYNGHAM. A female on the 
throne; a King would have been 
so much better. 

ARCHBISHOP. I don't know, my 
Lord. Heirs male of the last gen* 
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eration have not been a conspicu- 
ous success.^ 

CONYNGHAM. No English King has 
been a conspicuous success since 
Edward 1. 

ARCHBISHOP. Yet the monarchy has 
—gone on. 

{Enter maid-servant.) 

CONYNGHAM. Ycs; but it’s gone off. 

MAID. I beg your pardon, my Lord. 

CONYNGHAM. Yes? Well? 

MAID. Her Royal Highness, my 
Lord. I went in, but Her Royal 
Highness was asleep. 

CONYNGHAM. Well, you must wake 
Her Royal Highness up, then. 

MAID. Such a beautiful sleep, my 
Lord: I didn't like to. 

CONYNGHAM. Even the most beau- 
tiful sleep must give way to affairs 
of State. You know who I am? 

MAID. Yes, my Lord. 

CONYNGHAM. You know His Grace? 

MAID. Yes, my Lord. 

CONYNGHAM. Then go at once: 
wake Her Royal Highness, and tell 
her that we are here, waiting— for 
an audience. {Awestruck and sub- 
missive, the MAID *goes, A clock 
strikes) Six o'clock. There is to be 
a Council at ten. 

ARCHBISHOP. Where? Here? 

* This remark having ^een ruled but 
of one of my plays by the Lord Cham- 
berlain, now goes into another. 
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CONYNGHAM. At St. James's, I imag- 
ine. No, perhaps it will have to be 
here. She mustn't appear in public 
yet. 'Twouldn't be quite decent. 
People might cheer. 

{Enter the duchess of kent: she 
is robed rather than dressed; but 
her heavy neglige has a, certain dig- 
nity about it. She enters, a con- 
scious ^‘Presence."* They rise and 
bow.) 

DUCHESS. Your Grace, my Lord 
Conyngham, you have news for us? 

CONYNGHAM. For her Royal High- 
ness the Princess, we have news, 
Madam. 

DUCHESS. Ah! The King then-*? 

CONYNGHAM. Is dead. 

DUCHESS. Then my daughter is 
now—? 

CONYNGHAM. Queen. 

DUCHESS. It has come, then— at last! 
And I— I am the Queen Mother! 

CONYNGHAM. No, Madam: your 
Royal Highness is not the Queen 
Mother. 

DUCHESS {affronted). Not? 

CONYNGHAM. Your Royal Highness 
is the Queen's Mother; that is the 
distinction. Only had your Royal 
Highness been Queen in the first 
place, would that other title now 
follow. 

DUCHESS. Then, if it is not mine 
by your laws, she shall give it me. 

CONYNGHAM. That, Madam, I fear, 
will be impossible. 
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DUCHESS. ^Ahl I will go myself and 
speak to her at once. That shall 
settle itl 

CONYNGHAM. Madam, we are here 
to see Her Majesty the Queen on 
urgent business; and we must not 
be delayed^ Your presence at the 
interview, Madam, will not be re- 
quired, unless Her Majesty sends 
for you. 

DUCHESS. Ahl This is not to be 
bpmel 

ARCHBISHOP ( conciliatory ) . Mad- 
am, this is a very historic occasion. 
We are here oflBcially only. Eti- 
quette and immemorial tradition 
prescribe certain rules which have 
to be observed. Your Royal High- 
ness would not wish to break them. 

CONYNGHAM (at Centre). Your 
Grace, she s comingl 

ARCHBISHOP. Then, Madam, for a 
moment—for a moment only! 

(He opens a side-door arid hows 
the DUCHESS through it. She goeSy 
compelled, but reluctant. The 
shadow of queen victoria is pro- 
, jected upon the wall of the lobby 
as she descends. She enters: the 
ARCHBISHOP and the lord cham- 
berlain kneel and kiss her hand. 
The side-door opens again; the 
xnrcHESs thrusts in her head; she 
wlatches spell-bound.) 

CONYNGHAM. Your Majesty, it is 
om painful duty to announce to « 
your Majesty— 

DUCHESS (not waiting for the sen- 
tence to finish). Ah! my daughter, 

^ is Queen— Queen! 
y^The curtain slowly descends; after 
few seconds it rises again, vic- 
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TORiA sftands done at the foot of 
the stairs. Away to the right, cere- 
moniously backing from the Pres- 
ence, the ARCHBISHOP and the lord 
CHAMBERLAIN make their last bow 
and go. Into this solemn scene no 
FOOTMAN intrudes; they let them- 
selves out. At the sound of the shut- 
ting door, the side-door opens fully: 
the DUCHESS enters, and advances 
rapturously to claim her daughters 
homage.) 

VICTORIA (still a little mazed at 
the wonder of it all). Mamma! 

DUCHESS (embracing her). My 
child! My child! Oh, my child! 

VICTORIA. They came to tell me that 
I am Queen. 

DUCHESS. Yes: you are Queen at 
last! 

VICTORIA. But really Queen— notu: 
before I have been crowned? 

DUCHESS. Yes; now, at once! The 
King is dead: you are Queen! 

VICTORIA. Then my reign has al- 
ready begun? I can do— as I like? 

DUCHESS. Yes; as you like! Do not 
mind what anyone says. If you want 
to do it— do it! 

VICTORIA. Oh! . . . Then . . . 
Mamma. There is something 1 
would like. 

DUCHESS. Ah, yes! Say it! It shall 
be done. 

VICTORIA. How strange that it 
should have all come— so suddenly! 

f 

DUCHESS. Yes, so suddenly— after w^ 
have waited so long. But now, my 
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love— do not stay here to catch cold. 
Come back to your own Mother s 
bedi 

VICTORIA. No, Mamma dear. As I 
may now do as I like, I wish in 
future to have a bed, and a room 
of my own! 

DUCHESS (stupent). Of your own? 

VICTORIA. Yes— please, Mamma. 

DUCHESS. Oh! so you have been 
waiting— for thatl 
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VICTORIA. I should be glad, if you 
don’t mind— now that I am my own 
mistress. Yes, I would rather be 
alone. 

(She does not wait to hear more.) 

DUCHESS. Mind! . . . Glad! . . . 
Alone! . . . O God! What is going 
to become of me? 

(She stands and watches, while 
VICTORIA, mistress henceforth of 
her own destiny, turns and goes 
quietly upstairs again, having im- 
posed, even now, her wish to be 
alone for a while.) 


SCENE II 

SUITABLE SUITORS 
1838 

The queen is still in mourning, but she does not mourn. Animated and 
happy, she sits listening to what, in earlier youth, she was never ^allowed 
to hear— the conversation of a gentleman of breeding, worldly, witty, and 
to a certain extent wise. This she thoroughly enjoys. And lord Mel- 
bourne, her Prime Minister, enjoys talking to her. She is not clever; she 
cannot say clever things; but the mingled strain of artlessness and self- 
possession, of dignity and simplicity, which he finds in his Royal Mis- 
tresses character— a character which he is artfully moulding, not so much 
to his own ends as his own convenience— attracts and delights him. They 
are now on such intimate terms that the queen, when he comes for an 
audience, does not keep him long standing. They are seated now; and as 
an indication of their pleasant relations, the queen is going on with her 
woolwork. 


VICTORIA. How do you begin the 
day, Lord Melbourrfe? » 

MELBOURNE. Begin it. Ma’am? 

VICTORIA. Yes. What do you do 
first— you, who have siS many things 
to do in the day? I find it difficmt 
to know mysefi where to begin. 


MELBOURNE. Well, starting at the 
very beginning. Ma’am, I breakfast 
—if I may be allowed to say so— in 
bed. 

VICTORIA. Oh I should never have 
thought of that! 

MELBOURNE. Try it. Ma’am, try it! 
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It makes an invaluable break be- 
tween sleeping and waking. Sleep- 
ing is one thing: it takes time. Wak- 
ing is another: it takes more time. 
Working is another: and takes more 
time than all the others put to- 
gether. 

VICTORIA. And after breakfast, what 
then? 

MELBOURNE. Well, let me thinki 
. . , First, I rise, Ma’am. Over 
that I need not go into details. 

VICTORIA. No? 

MELBOURNE. Or— would you like 
me to, Ma’am? 

VICTORIA {a little disappointed). 
No, oh, no. You rise? 

MELBOURNE. I rise from my bed. 
Then I ride in the Park; when I 
come home I write. So I begin with 
the threp R’s. 

VICTORIA. But “write” begins with 
a W. 

MELBOURNE. I am Corrected, Ma’- 
am. “Write” does begin with a W. 
Your Majesty is right, as usual. 

VICTORIA (laughing). Ohl you are 
funny. Lord Melbourne. 

MELBOURNE. Fuimy? 

VICTORIA. So witty, I mean. You 
always say something amusing. Yes; 
please go onl 

MELBOURNE. That, Ma’am, is all 
the beginning of my day. When 
that is done, the day is half over. 

•VICTORIA. And when do you say 
your prayers, Lord Melbourne? 


MELBOURNE. My prayers? Oh, I say 
them whenever I have time for 
them. 

VICTORIA (a little shocked). But— 
Lord Melbournel 

MELBOURNE. As often, and as long 
as possible. 

VICTORIA. That seems to me a little 
irregular. 

MELBOURNE. Did your Majesty 
never hear the story of the holy 
monk who had a Vision vouchsafed 
to him: a Vision of— well, of a very 
high character? And just as the 
Vision appeared, the chapel-bell 
began ringing. Duty— discipline- 
required the monk to leave the 
seraphic Vision and go into chapel 
with the rest: a function which, in 
these circumstances, was so like 
praying to the Vision behind its 
back, that it seemed almost foolish. 
It was a hard thing to do; but the 
monk did it. In great anguish of 
spirit, he left the Vision to itself, 
and went and did his duty. The 
service seemed intolerably long; he 
was dying to get back to his Vision. 
At last he was able to do so. The 
Vision was still there; and as he 
fell down before it in renewed 
adoration, the Vision made this re- 
mark: “If you had not answered 
that bell, I should not have stayed’* 
—or words to that eflPect. Ma’am, 
my position as Prime Minister is 
very similar to that of the pious 
monk. I am opnstantly having to 
leave the vision to answer the bell. 

VICTORIA. I thought, Lord Mel- 
bourne, that visions were rather 
superstitious things. 

MELBOURNE. They are. Ma’am. In 
these days they arel Do your best 
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to avoid them. They savour too 
much of Roman Catholicism. And 
so, Ma'am, with your Majesty's per- 
mission, let me, for the moment, 
leave visions and come down to 
facts, and the afiFairs of State. There 
are certain things which will have 
soon to be decided, and one or two 
in which delay— delay of prepara- 
tion at all events— is inadvisable. 

VICTORIA. Oh yes; there are many. 
I'm sure. 

MELBOURNE. There is one espe- 
cially, which your Majesty gra- 
ciously deigned to mention the 
other day. You then said, Ma'am— 
with a courage which I thought 
remarkable in one so young— ‘'Some 
day we must marry” . . . Has 
your Majesty given that matter any 
further thought? 

VICTORIA. Oh yes, Lord Melbourne, 
I have thought of it a great deal. 

MELBOURNE. Is your Majesty pre- 
pared yet to take me into your 
Majesty's gracious confidence? 

VICTORIA. You mean? 

MELBOURNE. As to the possible re- 
cipient of so overwhelming an 
honour. 

VICTORIA. Oh, I have not thought 
of any person— in particular. I 
mean, I have made no decision. 

MELBOURNE. I am relieved to hear 
it. Ma'am. Then your Majesty has 
still an open mindl 

VICTORIA. An open mind? Oh, cf 
course, I shall make my own choice. 
Lord Melbourne. 
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MELBOURNE. Why, of course. Ma'- 
am. I would not suggest otherwise, 
for a moment. 

VICTORIA. But there are certain 
things as to which I am quite re- 
solved. 

MELBOURNE. As for instance? 

VICTORIA. My marriage. Lord Mel- 
bourne, must be a marriage of af- 
fection. 

MELBOURNE. That, I am sure. 
Ma'am, can be arranged without 
difficulty. 

VICTORIA. Someone, I mean, whose 
character I can respect: one whom 
I can love and look up to. 

MELBOURNE. Look up tO? 

VICTORIA. Yes, Lord Melbourne, it 
may sound strange to you; but I 
must have as my husband one 
whom I can eventually look up to— 
when I have trained him for the 
position he will have to occupy. 

MELBOURNE. Oh, quite so, quite so. 
I trust that such a person will be 
found. And as your Majesty has 
owned to an open mind on the sub- 
ject, I have here with me a list of— 
of possibles. 

VICTORIA. Oh, Lord Melbourne, 
how interesting! . , . How- many? 

MELBOURNE. Well, at present. 
Ma'am, only five. But more are 
coming. 

VICTORIA. Coming? 

MELBOURNE. That is, I am making 
ii^quiries about them. 
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vicn^RiA. What kind , of inquiries? 

MELBOURNE. All kinds of inquiries, 
Ma*am: my bounden duty. I would 
not wish to present your Majesty 
with one to whom there could be 
any possible objection. 

VICTORIA. And you have already 
found five! Lord Melbourne, how 
clever of youl 

MELBOURNE. “Possibles,” I said. 
The inquiry is still going on; I am 
making it now. After inquiry of 
your Majesty, possibly there will be 
only one left. 

VICTORIA. I would like to see your 
list. Lord Melbourne. 

MELBOURNE. If your Majesty will 
pardon me a moment. When I have 
fully explained the considerations 
which guided me in my selections, 

I will submit my list for your Maj- 
esty's judgment, and (as I hope) 
approval. 

VICTORIA. I cannot approve all five! 

MELBOURNE. Just as a preliminary, 
Ma'am, why not? From five in the 
running ;select your favourite~the 
winner. 

VICTORIA. Perhaps I shall not 
choose one for a long time. But 
go on; I am quite interested and 
excited. 

MELBOURNE. The Conditions, Ma'- 
am, for a suitable consort to youi 
Majesty's throne are necessarily^ 
special and particular— I might even 
say, peculiar. He must, of course, 
be of Royal blood; on the other 
hand, he must not be the direct or 
Ucely heir of any foreign king or 
yeigning prince. 
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VICTORIA. But why not, Lord Mel 
bourne? 

MELBOURNE. Political complication 
might arise. Ma'am. The crown of 
Hanover has passed from your Maj- 
esty to another, because of the law 
which limits the succession to males 
only: a circumstance which I re- 
gard as fortunate. We want no 
more crowns of Hanover; the coun- 
try is better without them. To pro- 
ceed, then: he must be a Prince of 
some Royal House, not too petty, 
not too important. We must avoid 
entangling alliances. He must also 
be of the Protestant faith. 

VICTORIA. Oh yes, I couldnt marry 
a Papist. 

MELBOURNE. YoU COuld nOt, 

Ma'am. The Act of Settlement for- 
bids it. He must be suflBciently 
young to be a suitable life-partner 
to your Majesty. He must know, or 
be capable of learning the English 
language; capable also of adapting 
himself to English customs, habits, 
and prejudices. The last is the most 
diflBcult of all, since the English 
have a prejudice against foreigners. 

VICTORIA. But, Lord Melbourne, 
that makes it impossible! 

MELBOURNE. No, Ma'am. It only 
rather restricts the choice. Some- 
one must be found who, once nat- 
uralised, is able to share the preju- 
dice. I've known it done. Your Maj- 
esty's cousip. Prince George of 
Cambridge, for instance, is rapidly 
acquiring a thoroughly British out- 
look. In another five years or so he 
will have learned to dislike foreign- 
ers as much as we do. 

c « 

VICTORIA. But do you dislike for 
eigners. Lord Melbourne? 
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melboxjbne. No, Ma'am, no: of 
course notl But sometimes, for po- 
litical reasons, one has to pretend 
to. 

VICTORIA. Well, and what more? 

MELBOURNE. It would be well. 
Ma'am, if he had some means of 
his own; though they need not be 
large. Parliament will provide 
whatever addition is necessary. He 
must have presence suited to his 
station; also a certain amount of 
brain, but not too much. He must 
not expect to interfere in politics. 

VICTORIA. Indeed, nol I should 
never allow it. 

MELBOURNE. Finally, he must have 
health, and a sound constitution; he 
must—that is to say— come of good 
stock. And that. Ma'am, has been 
our main diflSculty. Good stock, in 
the Royal Families of Europe, is 
rare. 

VICTORIA. Please explain, for I don't 
quite understand. ‘‘Good stock”— I 
thought that meant cattle. 

MELBOURNE. It docs. Ma'am, in 
certain connections. But it also 
means— what comes from father to 
son. You find it referred to in the 
Second Commandment, where we 
are told that the sins of the fathers 
are visited on the children; also 
their virtues. In certain Royal lines 
the sins and the virtues have been 
mixed; and one has to be careful 
that they shall not be more mixed. 
For that reason the marriage of 
Royal cousins is generally inadvis- 
able. • • 
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MELBOURNE. Generally, I say. In 
the case of a certain branch of 
your Majesty's family connections 
it is unfortunately true in a rather 
special degree. For that reason, in 
the list I am about to submit, I 
have not included— though it was 
suggested to me— two of your Maj- 
esty's cousins, who might other- 
wise have been desirable candi- 
dates— their Serene Highnesses 
Prince Ernest and Prince Albert of 
Saxe-Coburg Gotha. 

viCTORL\. But they both looked 
quite strong and healthy when I 
last saw them two years ago. 

MELBOURNE. Apparently, Ma'am. 
But appearances are sometimes de- 
ceptive. It is, of course, a delicate 
—even a painful subject. But, act- 
ing under medical advice, and with 
a due sense of my responsibility, 

I have not included either of those 
young Princes in the list which I 
have now the honour to prespnt te 
your Majesty. {He rises, and puts 
the list into her hand: hurriedly she 
glances down the names.) 

VICTORIA. Oh, but do I know any 
of them? 

MELBOURNE. Your Majesty knows 
one of them very well. 

VICTORIA. Oh— I didn't see. But 
Prince George is my cousin too. 

MELBOURNE. By another branch, 
your Majesty. There is not there 
tlie same objection. 

VICTORIA. Oh, but I couldn't marry 
my Cousin Georgel He is so— so— 

MELBOURNE. Nobody wishes to de- 
cide your Majesty’s choice. There 
are others. ' 


VICTOBIA. Oh, 
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VICTORIA, fiut, as I say, I don*t 
know any of them. 

MELBOURNE. That, Ma’am, can 
tjasily be remedied. You ask them 
to your Court in turn, saying noth- 
ing. And you let them go away 
again— saying nothing; or you do 
say something; and then— either 
they stay, or they come again. 

VICTORIA. But it is for me to decide, 
ts it not? 

MELBOURNE. It is for your Majesty 
to decide. Your Majesty need not 
marry at all. 

VICTORIA. Oh, but I must marry. 
Mamma always said so. 

MELBOURNE. So I have been told. 
But in so important a matter, even 
devoted filial affection should not 
be allowed to influence your choice. 
I have merely indicated. Ma’am, 
that were any attempt to be made 
to influence your choice in a cer- 
tain direction, that choice— for rea- 
sons already given, I should have 
to oppose. 

VICTORIA. Lord Melbourne, I should 
not allow any opposition in a mat- 
ter of that kind. It would not in- 
fluence me for a moment. 

MELBOURNE. No? 

VICTORIA. Indeed, rather the other 
way. 

MELBOURNE. I see. I Understand, 
Ma’am. I sympathise. I shall say 
no more. I will only commend the 
matter to your Majesty’s good sense 
—and conscience. 

VICTORIA. Oh, how kind you always 
are to me, Lord Melbournel What 
a lot you are teaching me! 


MELBOURNE. What a lot you are 
teaching me. I have served under 
older sovereigns— under two. But I 
have never served under one who 
listened to advice so wisely or so 
well. 

VICTORIA (rising). Good-bye, Lord 
Melbourne. Will you keep the list, 
or shall I? 

MELBOURNE. By your leave, Ma’am; 
let what I have said be either re- 
membered or forgotten. (He tears 
the list and throws it into the fire- 
place) The choice must be your 
own. 

VICTORIA. Yes; but you haven’t yet 
shown me— any portraits. 

MELBOURNE. Portraits, Ma’am? 
Why portraits? 

VICTORIA. I can’t decide about any- 
one— till I know what they are like. 
It wouldn’t be fair to them— or to 
me. 

MELBOURNE. But your Majesty can 
send for them, and see. 

VICTORIA. Oh no. I’m not going to 
send for any, if I don’t like the 
look of them. 

MELBOURNE. Portraits are some- 
times deceptive. Ma’am. 

VICTORIA. Yes; I saw a portrait of 
my Cousin George of Cambridge 
the other day: quite handsome he 
looked. 

?.iELBouRNr. I can get their por- 
traits, Ma’am, if you wish. But 
Court Painters, like Prime Minis- 
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ters, know their duty; and they 
only do what is expected of them. 

If they can't do that, they have 
to go. 

VICTORIA {going toward a table, on 
which stands a framed portrait). 
Here is a portrait that was sent to 
Mamma, the other day— of my Cou- 
sin, Prince Albert. 

MELBOURNE (who Jias followcd to 
the table). OhI Ah! Yes. H'm. 

VICTORIA. Surely he must have 
grown very handsome! It would not 
be possible for a Court Painter to 
imagine anyone like that. 

MELBOURNE. You never know. 
Ma’am, you never know. Imagina- 
tion sometimes goes a long way. 
Well, the list having gone, am I 
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now to make a collection of por- 
traits for your Majesty? 

VICTORIA. Oh no. Lord Melbourne. 
I wasn’t speaking seriously when 
I said that. 

MELBOURNE. No more. was I, 
Ma’am. But I do ask your Majesty 
to think seriously. The future wel- 
fare of this country is now in this 
little hand. (He stoops and kisses 
it.) 

VICTORIA. Indeed, Lord Melbourne, 
I pay great attention to everything 
that you say. And I shall continue 
to take your advice, whenever I 
find it— possible. Good-bye. (lord 
MELBOURNE bows himsclf out. She 
goes and takes up the portrait and 
kisses it) Albert . . . Albert . . . 
Albert . . . will you marry me? 


SCENE III 

WOMAN PROPOSES 
15th October 1839 

In a sitting-room at Windsor Castle prince albert of Saxe-Coburg Gotha 
stands looking rather sadly out of the window. The outside prospect is 
beautiful; but some other prospect seems to depress him. Still very young, 
he has already a full-grown conscience, which at times becomes too much 
for him. 

The door opens, his brother, prince ernest, enters, shuts the door, and 
stands looking at him. After a pause he speaks: his English is good, but 
he has a foreign accent. 

ERNEST. Well, Albert? albert (turning). Why? 

albert (not turning). Jawohl, ernest. For practice. One of us- 
mein Bruder? * • you or I— will have to always. 

albert (sighing). 1 supposel 


ERNEST. We must speak English, 
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ERKEST {guardedly)* Which of us, 
do you "suppose,” it is going to be? 

\LBERT. That is not for me to say. 
The decision will not be ours. 

ERNEST. But we shall have to say 
something— one of us— presently. 

ALBERT. Yes, presently. And only 
one answer will be possible. 

ERNEST. You mean it must be "yes”? 

ALBERT. Since it cannot possibly be 


ERNEST. Then— you do not wish—? 

ALBERT. I have given up "wishing,” 
Brother. Wishes might hinder. 

ERNEST. You don’t seem very happy 
about it. . . . No? 

‘ ALBERT. This foreign land terrifies 
me. Look! {He indicates the land- 
scape,) 

ERNEST. Rather beautiful, don’t you 
think? 

ALBERT. Beautiful? Yes, but all the 
same it means exile— to live in it. 

ERNEST. But then— to be almost a 
King! 

ALBERT. No! The English people 
will never allow a foreigner— you 
or me— to be King: nor anything 
like one. * 

ERNEST. We are hardly more for- 
eigners than are some of their own 
Royalty. We speak as good En^h. 

M*BERT. But we were not bom in 
England* 


ERNEST. What real difiFerence does 
that make to a man— where he was 
bom? 

ALBERT. Real? None. But— to the 
English— aZZ the difference. Has it 
never struck you, Ernest, that the 
English are a very romantic nation? 

ERNEST. Ratlier materialistic, I 
should say. 

ALBERT. Yes, but Very romantic 
over their material— some of it. 
Their history— their wars— their 
royal successions— their revolutions. 
I have been reading English history 
lately. It is all a romance. Their 
lost battles? Where are they? Ex- 
cept for one or two— they do not 
exist. 

ERNEST. What about their lost coun- 
tries— France, and America? 

ALBERT. They don’t know they have 
lost them— till it is such old history 
that it means to them— nothing. For 
three hundred years after they had 
been driven out, their Kings still 
called themselves Kings of France. 
That is true, Ernest. Don’t laugh! 

ERNEST. Of France? Yet don’t like 
foreigners, you say? 

ALBERT. Oh, they like ruling them. 
They do that as a favour. Here you 
or I will only be— a puppet, kept 
to breed by. If it is you, are you 
going to reAgn yourself to that— 
willingly? 

ERNEST. If it is to be me, you say? 
It is time that I speak, Albert. It 
fiiust be m#. Did not Papa tell you? 

ALBERT. Tell me? No! What? 
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ERNEST. Oh, well: perhaps he 
found it more diflScult to tell— you. 

I do not know. But this is quite 
sure. He wishes it shall be me. 

albert. You? 

ERNEST. Are you sorry? 

albert ( resentfully ) . Then— why 
did he make me come? 

ERNEST {with a touch of sarcasm). 
Oh, she has to choose, she has to 
choose! But she has to choose— m^. 

ALBERT. Why? 

ERNEST. It is Papa s wish. He says— 
that there are family reasons. 

ALBERT. Why did he not tell me 
so? 

ERNEST. I do not know, Albert; I 
do not know. But you were always 
our Mamma’s favourite. So, per- 
haps, that is why I am his. 

(Some new thought seems to have 
come to ERNEST. He looks at al- 
bert curiously.) 

ALBERT. What was their quarrel 
about, Ernest? 

ERNEST. It was more than a quarrel. 

I am thinking. (Evidently he is) 
... Do you remember our Mam- 
ma at all, Albert? 

ALBERT. Oh yes. I remember her, 
just once, very well. She was cry- 
ing. She took me into her arms and 
cried, and cried, till I cried too. 

ERNEST. You were very ybung wherf 
she— went away from us. • • • I 
wonder . . • (ponderingly) . 
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ALBERT. She used to write me let- 
ters. 

ERNEST. Ah! She never wrote one 
to me! 

ALBERT. They came secretly, by 
hand. I was to let nobody know. 

ERNEST. Did you answer those let- 
ters? 

ALBERT. Yes. 

ERNEST. Secretly? 

ALBERT. Yes. 

ERNEST. So you nevor told me, 

ALBERT. I was not to do so, lest it 
should be found out. 

ERNEST. Though I was your 
Brother? Oh yes! You were always 
more to her than I. She wanted to 
take you with her— did you Imow? 
Me— she did not want. 

ALBERT. When she went to live in 
Paris— alone, you mean? 

ERNEST (scoffingly). Oh! not alone. 

. , . (Suddenly a thought strikes 
him) Ah! So that is it? Now I un- 
derstand! . . . Yes. . . . Listen, 
Albert. ... It has got to be me! 
You are my Brother, but you are 
not the son of my Father. I have 
just come to be sure of it. 

9 

ALBERT. I am not—? (He stands 
dumbfounded.) 

ERNEST (with more emphasis). 
You are not the son of my Father. 
And that is why he says now it 
must be me. . . . Forgive me, Al- 
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bert! You are very dear to me. But 
you must obey my Father. 

ALBERT. If what you tell me is true, 
why should I obey— your Father? 

ERNEST. Oh, well, Albert, because— 
whatever' you are not— he is still 
your Reigning Prince. You owe him 
loyal duty and obedience, like all 
the rest. 

AlLbert. NoI 

ERNEST. No? 

ALBERT (touched in his pride). He 
did not tell me! Had he wished for 
my obedience, he should have told 
me, not you. 

ERNEST. The explanation would 
have been rather difficult. 

ALBERT. No doubt. That he did not 
choose to explain— removes the dif- 
ficulty^so far as it concerns me, 

ERNEST (startled). What, then, do 
you mean to do, Albert? 

ALBERT. If she asks me, I shall 
accept. 

ERNEST. Then she shall not ask youl 
Albert, we have the same Mother, 
and your honour is mine, and this 
shall never be known. But I must 
see that my Father’s wishes are 

obeyed. I shall have you sent home. 

« 

ALBERT. Sent home! 

ERNEST. Yes, at once. You shall be 
ordered to return. I shall send word 
today. 

ALBERT. And what if I refuse to go? 


ERNEST. My dear Albert, we are 
not English, we are German. If the 
Duke, my Father, your Sovereign 
Prince, sends for you to return, you 
will return. You know that perfectly 
well. (Albert looks at him in silence 
for a while; then turns slowly 
away) I am not taking away from 
your happiness, Albert. You will be 
happier than I. 

ALBERT. Happiness is not every- 
thing. 

ERNEST. Almost. 

ALBERT. Live for it, and you lose 
it! To be happy has never been my 
thought— about life. I have nor 
aimed for that. 

ERNEST. No? What, then? 

ALBERT. To do Something that shall 
be worth doing. 

ERNEST. Just now you said— to be 
a "puppet." I save you from that. 

ALBERT (coldly), I would rather 
save myself. 

ERNEST. Ah! So you have ambition? 

ALBERT. Ambition? ... I wonder. 
... Is it ambitious to give oneself 
—up? 

ERNEST. No, Brother; but you will 
not have to give up yourself. Only, 
in this, do as you are told. 

t 

ALBERT. As you tell me? 

ERNEST. As your Reigning Prince 
tells you. As you will be told— very 
joon. ^ 

ALBERT. Well, about that— we shall 
see! 
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eijinest. Yes, Albert. 

{Hearing a step, they turn, vic- 
toria has entered. She has already 
taken in something of a situation 
which she is not to understand. And 
since she is to be denied its ex- 
planation, she intends to terminate 
it.) 

VICTORIA. What are you two look- 
ing so serious about? 

ERNEST. The rain. 

VICTORIA. Oh, but it will clear pres- 
ently; then we will go for a ride 
in the Park. 

ERNEST. Oh, that will be very nice, 
to be surel 

VICTORIA. I hope you are going to 
enjoy your stay, Cousin. 

ERNEST. Very much. I shall find it 
most delightful. 

VICTORIA. And you too, Albert? 

ALBERT. You are very kind, dear 
Cousin. How could I help enjoying 
myself while I am with you? 

VICTORIA. Albert, that is the first 
pretty speech you have ever made 
mel 

ALBERT. I am sorry, Cousin. 

VICTORIA. Oh, but I like it! 

ALBERT. I mean—that it should be 
only the first. 

VICTORIA. Well, so long as it*s not 
the last, I don't mind. 

j • 

ERNEST. The rain is clearipg. It has 
stopped. Shall we go out now? 
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VICTORIA ( correctively ) . Cousin 
Ernest, I have made all necessary 
arrangements. We shall go out 
when we do go out— and not before. 
Besides— have you practised your 
music yet? At home, I was told, 
you practise every day. 

ERNEST. But here one cannot find 
the time. 

VICTORIA. Go, and do it now; and 
there will be time. 

ERNEST. I tried one of the pianos 
the day we arrived. Cousin. It was 
not in very good tune. 

VICTORIA. But that doesn’t matter. 
You will be alone. No one will hear 
you. 

ERNEST. Generally, when we prac- 
tise, Albert and I practise together. 

VICTORIA. Duets, you mean? Oh, 
but if the piano is out of « tune, 
duets would be dreadful. Go and 
practise by yourself, Ernest; and 
Albert shall practise by himself, an 
other time. 

ERNEST. Is it a command. Cousin? 

VICTORIA. My dear Ernest, I would- 
n’t think of commanding you. But 
I do want you to be quite at home 
here; and as you always practise 
at home, I want you to practise 
here, and now. We shall not start 
our ride for an hour. That gives you 
jhst time; so do go— now. 

(cousin ERNEST is uot pleoscd; but 
the little creature is so bom to rule 
that she gets her way.) 

ERNEST. Very well. Cousin . . . 
Albert, rememberl (He goes out, 
with a jerk of the head towards 
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^ALBEBT, which cofivcys a mean- 

<ng) 

VICTORIA. How Strangely Ernest 
spoke to you, then! Is anything the 
matter? 

ALBERT (with reserve). Oh no; 
nothing serious. 

VICTORIA. You haven’t been quar- 
relling, I hope? 

ALBERT. We never quarrel. 

VICTORIA. I think it would be very 
hard to quarrel with you, Albert. 

I couldn’t. 

ALBERT. Please, don’t ever tryl 

VICTORIA. Some people are able to 
quarrel without trying. 

U.BERT. Yes. 

(A pause.) 

VICTORIA. I suppose they like it. 

ALBERT. Yes, I suppose so. 

(A pause.) 

VICTORIA. Won’t you sit down, Al- 
bert? {He takes a distant seat) 
Why don’t you sit nearer? Talking 
then is so much easier. {He comes 
towards her.) 

ALBERT. You are very kind, Cpusin, 
ever since we came: to both of us, 
I mean. 

VICTORIA. I am very fond of— Er- 
nest. 

AX3ERT. Yes, so am I. {He sits 
ddwn.) 

vicroiUA. YouVe always been to- 
gether, haven’t you? 
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ALBERT. We’ve never been apart 
yet. 

VICTORIA. How very nice that has 
been— for both. (A pause) Would 
it be a great trial to you, if you 
had to live away from him? 

ALBERT. Of course, the parting 
would be a trial. But one would 
get used to it— as to other things— 
S it had to be. 

VICTORIA. My life has been so dif- 
ferent from yours. I have never 
had anyone always with me like 
that— one of my own age. All my 
life I have been so much alone, 
except, of course, with Mamma. I 
don’t know what it can be like— to 
have a brother. 

ALBERT. One gets very fond of a 
brother. 

VICTORIA. Yes; but one can get 
fonder of someone else— can one 
not? 

ALBERT. It happens, sometimes. 

(A pause.) 

VICTORIA. Alberti What are you 
doing? 

ALBERT. I was listening to Ernest, 
practising. 1 can just hear him; it 
is Beethoven. 

VICTORIA. Don’t listen to Ernest! 
You must listen to me! 

ALBERT. I beg your pardon. Cousin; 
I was listening. Please don’t think 
I am inattentive. 

Victoria (after a long muse). Al- 
bert • • . 1 have sometning to say 
to you. 
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albert. Yes . . . what is it, Cou- 
sin? 

VICTORIA. In my position, it is I 
who have to say it~unfortunately. 
Ordinarily it is not what a woman 
would wish to say herself. She 
would rather— said it. 

albert. Is there anything you wish 
me to say— that I can say? 

victoria (tremuloushj) . To hear 
you say you can love me, is all I 
can hope— yet. If you could say 
that you already do love me, that 
would be— almost like Heaven. 

ALBERT. I do . . . love you, Cou- 
sin. 

victoria. Enough to marry me? 

ALBERT. More than enough to 
marry you. For people in our po- 
sition often marry without any love 
at all. 

victoria. I couldn’t do that— Al- 
bert. 

ALBERT. Nor could I— Victoria. 

VICTORIA. Then you will marry me? 

ALBERT. If it is still your wish— 
when you know me— I will, very 
hatefully and humbly, accept this 
dear hand that you offer me. 

VICTORIA. When I know you? 

ALBERT. Yes; for I, too, have some- 
thing to say. A few minutes ago, 
I did not know about myself what 
I know now. Even noW I have n6 
proof. Yet something teUs me that 
it is true. 
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VICTORIA. Don’t tell me— if it is any- 
thing I shouldn’t wish to know, 
Albert. 

ALBERT. But I must. My brother 
Ernest and I had the same mother; 
but not the same father. 

VICTORIA. I don’t understand. 

ALBERT. I am sorry you should 
have to. . . . My Mother and my 
Father (Ernest’s Father) separated 
—after I was born. They did not 
love each other. . . . My Mother 
must have loved someone else. 

VICTORIA. While she was married? 
(His head makes silent assent) 
Before you were bom— or after? 

ALBERT. Before. 

VICTORIA. Who? 

ALBERT. I don’t know. So neither 
do I know who I am. PerKaps I 
shall never know. Yet there must 
still be someone who could tell me 
—more than I have been able to 
tell you. . . . Shall I—? Do you 
wish me to go now? I had to tell 
you this. 

VICTORIA. Yes ... of course. 

ALBERT. Then now— you wish me 
to go? 

VICTORIA. No. . . . No. ... I 
wish you to stay. It makes no dif- 
ference to me. . . . And besides, 
who knows? 

ALBERT. Somebody must know. Er- 
nest knows. 

VICTORIA. Ernest? 
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ALBERT. It was he who told me. 
And his Father knows. 

VICTORIA. But his Father sent you 
here— let you come. 

ALBERT. Yes. But he hoped it 
would be 'Ernest. 

VICTORIA. How very silly of him! 

ALBERT. Why? 

VICTORIA. How could it possibly be 
Ernest, after I had seen you? . . . 
Oh, Albert! Albert! What does it 
matter? It is not your Father that 
I shall marry: it is you! 

(And as she speaks they are in 
each others arms. Her passionate 
abandonment awakens response, 
though of a more restrained na- 
ture. ) 

ALBERT. My very dear Cousin! My 
sweet Wife that is to be. 

• 

VICTORIA. Aren't you going to kiss 
me? 

ALBERT. If I may. (The kiss is 
given.) 

VICTORIA. Again, please! . . . Again! 

ALBERT. I pray God you do not 
ever have to repent of this. 

VICTORIA. Repent? How could I re- 
pent! It is not in my nature, Albert. 
Besides, there isn't going to be 
time. We must be married quite 
soon. Everybody expects it. 

ALBERT. Expects it? They don't 
know! 

VICTORIA. Expects me to marry, I 
mean. I had to choose somebody. 


But I wasn't going to choose any- 
body. 

ALBERT. Not even Ernest? 

VICTORIA. Oh, I liked Ernest very 
much, from the first. ... I do 
still. 

ALBERT (with a touch of humour). 
Is that why you sent him to prac- 
tise? ... He knew. 

VICTORIA. That this was going to 
happen? 

ALBERT. No; he did not know that. 

VICTORIA. What, then? 

ALBERT. That you were going to 
ask me. 

VICTORIA. Well, then, what else 
could he suppose would happen? 

ALBERT. He expected me to say 
no. 

VICTORIA (almost affronted). But 
you couldn't have said "No" to a 
Queen— could you, Albert? 

ALBERT. No, dear; one couldn’t say 
"No" to a Queen. 

VICTORIA. But did you want to? 

ALBERT. No, Dearest One. All it 
means is that Ernest will be dis- 
appointed. « 

VICTORIA. Oh, I see. Poor Ernest! 
. . . Well, we must both try to be 
very nice and kind to him. . . . 
^d now it is quite time that we 
went for our ride. 

ALBERT. Isn't Ernest to come, too? 
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VTCTORIA. Why, yes, of coursel 

albert. Then won’t you send and 
say he may stop practising? This 
hasn’t taken an hour, you know. 
{Enter ernest.) 

VICTORIA. Nor has he, either; for 
here he is. Are you ready to come 
riding, Ernest? 

ERNEST. Quite, if you are, CJousin. 
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VICTORIA. Oh yes, we are quite 
ready now. Everything has been 
settled. Tell him, Albert. 

ALBERT. Ernest. . . . You told me 
to remember. ... I forgot. 
(ernest has only to look at them, 
and the awful situation is explained. 
It will also have to be explained 
elsewhere. For when victoria says 
that a thing is settled, it is settled-- 
for good.) 


SCENE IV 

MORNING GLORY 

llth February 1840 

A bell has just sounded. Into the prince’s dressing-room at Windsor, 
where two candles are already burning, comes an elderly Valet. With deft 
movement, and the utmost correctitude of deportment, he places hot 
water, razors, soap, shaving-brush, and towel. He then proceeds to lay 
out in orderly sequence the prince’s clothing for the day; then gges to 
the window, draws back the curtains, raises the blind, and puts out the 
candles. The sun is already well up, for the hour is late. Having done all, 
he stands to attention, and waits. A door opens; prince albert enters, in 
a fine brocaded dressing-gown, and a silk night-cap of rather Eastern 
design, in which he looks well. 

ALBERT. That will do. I will shave 
myself this morning. When I want 
you, I will ring. 

(The Valet makes a short bow, and 
retires, the prince goes to the 
glass, throws off his night-cap, and, 
taking up a comb, passes it through 
the long locks of his rather dis- 
ordered hair. He then uncords his 
dressing-gown, sits down, and, re- 
moving his fur-edged slippers, 
draws on a pair of pantaloons. He 
rises, resumes his slippAs, and ad- 
vances to the dressing-table. Open- 
ing the collar of his night-shkt, be 


prepares to shave himself, and is 
already applying the lather, when 
there comes a light tabbering on 
the door by which he has just 
entered. He turns a little surprised; 
the door opens: it is the - queen. 
At first we only see her head, in a 
pretty frilled night-cap, with the 
strings hanging loose; but presently 
she is all there, wearing a rose- 
coloured dressing-gown, and over 
it a white Cashmere shawl with 
long fringes. She looks very happy 
and charming.) 
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THE QXTEEN. Albert, may I come in? 

ALBERT. Yes, Dearest, if you wish 
to. 

(She gazes in pleased astonishment 
at a spectacle she has never seen 
before: the solid foam of shaving- 
soap on a human countenance is 
something quite new to her.) 

THE QUEEN. What are you doing? 

ALBERT. Shaving. 

THE QUEEN. OhI How excitingl May 
I stay, and watch you? 

ALBERT. If it would interest you, 
Weibchen. 

tHE QUEEN. But, of COUTSe! tO SCO 
you shaving is wonderfull Some- 
thing 1 never thought of. 

ALBERT. Oh? Did you think one 

did not have to shave at all? 

« 

THE QUEEN. I never thought about 
it— till now. . . . You see, Albert, 

I have never seen a man shave him- 
self before. 

ALBERT. No, 1 suppose not. 

THE QUEEN. How often do you have 
to do it? Once a week? 

ALBERT. Every day. 

THE QUEEN. Every day! But how 
absurd! It can’t grow as fast as all 
that. 

ALBERT. Oh yes, it does. ^ 

THE QUEEN. How very troublesome! 

I only cut my naOs once a 
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ALBERT. Nails can wait longer; 
beards won’t. 

THE QUEEN. I Wouldn’t like you to 
have a beard, Albert! 

ALBERT. Nor would I. That’s why 
I am taking it off now. 

(Having sufficiently lathered, he 
now begins to shave.) 

THE QUEEN. How Strange it looks! 
. . . and how interesting!— fasci- 
nating! ... Is it dangerous? 

ALBERT. Not if you don’t talk to 
me— 

THE QUEEN (a little startled). Oh! 

ALBERT, —not just while I am strok- 
ing myself. 

THE QUEEN. Stroking yourself! Oh, 
Albert, you are funny! 

ALBERT. Is that not the right word? 
Ought I to have said "wiping my- 
self ’—or what? 

THE QUEEN. Really, I’m not sure, 
Albert. It’s a part of the English 
language, which— from not having 
to know— I’ve not been taught. 

ALBERT. Ah, Vicky! It is nice to 
hear you say that! Then you, too, 
do not know the English language 
quite like a native. For that— if it 
were not for^the soup— I would kiss 
you. 

THE QUEEN. The SOUp? 

ALBERT. This, I mean. 

• % 

THE QUEEN. Oh! uot "soup,” Albert 
darling. Soap! 
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albert. Ahl Soap, then. 

THE QUEEN. But I don't mind the 
soap, Albert— your soap— if you 
would like to. 

albert. Very well, then; now I 
will. 

(Having wiped his lips, he kisses 
her, and then goes on with his 
shaving,) 

THE QUEEN. Let me see what you 
do it with. 

(He gives her a razor; she takes it, 
and examines the edge,) 

OhI how sharp it isl 

ALBERT. Yes, it does have to be 
sharp— always. 

THE QUEEN. Docs it hurt? 

ALBERT. No. 

THE QUEEN. Do you cver cut your- 
self? 

ALBERT. No; not when I am alone. 

I had a valet once, that used to 
shave me, before I knew how for 
myself. One day, he cut me, rather 
badly. After that, I had to learn; 
and for a long time, shaved only 
myself. 

THE QUEEN. And what happened to 
him? 

ALBERT. Oh, he had his head cut 
ofF, I suppose. ... I did not in- 
quire. I sent him out ;pf the room, 
and told him never to come back. 
And oh, how he rani 
(He laughs,) 

THE QUEEN. And then? 

• * 

ALBERT. Then the Court Physician 
came running in a terrible fright 
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for the man having told him. He 
thought to find me bleeding to 
death. 

THE QUEEN. To death? Why? 

ALBERT. Because, my Dear, my 
brother Ernest— and his father— 
once so nearly did. But that did 
not happen to me, ... I am not 
that way, you see. What I told you 
makes the difference. 

THE QUEEN. Oh, Alberti Then that 
"difference" has, perhaps, saved 
your life? 

ALBERT. Possibly. 

THE QUEEN. Then, how thankful'! 
really ought to be. 

ALBERT. To my Mother, and my 
Father, you mean? 

THE QUEEN. Yes. . . . Albeit, sup 
pose you had died before got 
married, could I have married any- 
one else? 

ALBERT. Of course. Dearest. You 
had to marry someone. You could 
not disappoint your people by not 
giving them an heir to the Throne. 

THE QUEEN. Oh, Alberti Shall I? 
Will that really happen? 

ALBERT. We will hope so. Dearest*- 
in time. 

• 

THE QUEEN. In time? I hope it will 
be very soon. Oh, isn't it wonder- 
ful? We really are— married now, 
aren't we? 

ALBERT (covertly amused). Yes, 
Weibchen, I think so. 
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THE QUEEN. Yesterday seems almost 
like another world—so diflFerent. All 
the crowds, and the cheering, and 
the firing, and the bells: and thou- 
sands and thousands of people all 
looking at us, as if we belonged to 
them: as, of course, in a way, we 
do. . . . And now we are all by 
ourselves— all alone— just we two. 

AJLBERT. Yes, all alone— just we two. 
Shall I be able to make you happy, 
—you think? . . . You are happy? 

THE QUEEN. Happy? So happy, I 
can t— I can t tell you, Alberti . . . 
And to think that this will go on, 
and on, for years and years . . . 
It’s like HeavenI 

ALBERT. No, Vicky, not just like 
this— that is not possible . . . That 
is not human nature. 

THE QUEEN. But I shall never love 
you less than I do now, Albert. 

ALBERT. No, Dearest, perhaps not. 
But you will be less excited about 
it— less romantic, perhaps. I shall 
have become less strange to you. 
We love each other, but we are 
still both rather strangers. We have 
to learn each other’s characters— 
and w^s. That will take time. . , . 
{She srwkes her head fondly, con- 
fident that she knotos him already-- 
by heart,) 

ALBERT. Oh yes. . . . You have 
come to see me shave today— for 
the first time. That pleases— that* 
excites you. But it will not always 
excite you as much as today. You 
will not come, I think, to see me 
shave every day— for the next 
twenty years. 

THE QUEEN. Why not? 
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ALBERT. Because, Dearest, you wiU 
have too much else to do. Also you 
will know so well what it looks like, 
which today you see only the first 
time. So, that it should become less 
of a spectacle, is only reasonable. 

THE QUEEN. I don’t Want to be rea- 
sonable with you, Alberti 

ALBERT. But you Will Want— in time, 
I hope, Vicky. So shall I. You have 
a great life of duties to perform, in 
which I am to share. Is that not so? 

THE QUEEN. We can’t share every- 
thing, Albert. Some things I shall 
have to do alone— affairs of State, 
in which it would not be right for 
you to concern yourself. 

ALBERT {a little sharply). So? 

THE QUEEN. Ycs. You must take 
great care. Dearest. The English 
are jealous; and to them you are 
still a foreigner. 

ALBERT. And— to you? 

THE QUEEN. To me you are every- 
thing— life, happiness, peace, and 
comfort! When I am with you, I 
shall want to forget everything— ex- 
cept our love. 

{It is a prospect over which, as 
she flings herself into his arms, she 
looks more happy than he does. All 
at once, from the Terrace outside, 
comes a burst of music. With the 
happy excitement of a child, she 
draws him Ito the window, and 
points. ) 

HarkI LookI That is the Band of 
my Royal Life Guards. I gave or- 
ders for it to be here this morning 
a&i hour eailier— so that we might 
hear it before we came down. . . . 
I thought you would like it. 
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albert. Oh yes; it is very good 
music, 

THE QUEEN. What is it they are 
playing? 

albert. You do not know? 

the queen. No. I only said that 
some suitable pieces were to be 
chosen~it being such a special oc- 
casion. What is it? 

ALBERT. That, my Vicky, is Men- 
delssohn's Wedding March, from 
his new setting to Shakespeare. 

THE QUEEN. MendelssohnI Oh, I'm 
glad. He is one of the world s great- 
est composers, is he not? . . . No, 

I have never heard it before. But 
now it is going to be my favourite 
piece. 

ALBERT. You could not choose bet- 
ter. But you will not want to hear 
it every day, Weibchen. 

THE QUEEN. Perhaps not quite 
every day. 

ALBERT. Any more than you will 
want to see me shave— every day. 

THE QUEEN. Now you are laughing 
at me. 

ALBERT. Just a little, Dearest; be- 
cause you— and I, are both today 
so young. 

THE QUEEN. And SO Happyl Look 
how the sun is shiningl 
{She goes and stands in the win- 
dow.) 
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ALBERT. Ah, do not stand so near 
to that window, Vickyl 

THE QUEEN. Why not? 

ALBERT. The people might see you. 

THE QUEEN. Well, but why 
shouldn't they? It would please 
them. 

ALBERT (uncomfortably). Yes: too 
much. . . . That is why I say— 
dont! 

THE QUEEN. Albert, darling, we 
have got to appear in public again 
almost at once. It's no use being 
shy. And why should we, when I'm 
so proud of having got you? 

ALBERT (rescuing modesty with 
common sense). I want my break- 
fast, Vicky! Please to go and get 
yourself ready— quick. I am going 
to ring now for my dresser to come. 

THE QUEEN (revelling in wifely 
submission). Order me to go, Al- 
bert! . . . Order me! 

ALBERT (playing up). Go, woman! 
He says to you, Gol 
(Gazing at him adoringly, 
drops a deep mocking curtis^ 
retires. He stands lookings fondly 
after her: then, with turns^ 

and rings the bell. ^ Vafet enters. 
The Band plays the prince 

proceeds to himself with 

formal corr^^^^ very dif- 

ficult ne^ M^ which now awaits 

him.jy 
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ACT TWO 


SCENE I 

“A GOOD LESSONl” 

1842 

It is ten o clock, and a bright morning. In the prince's writing-room at 
Buckingham Palace, mr. anson, his Private Secretary, stands by the table, 
sorting correspondence; opened letters he places in one heap, unopened in 
another. The door opens; one of the queen's gentlemen enters. 


GENTLEMAN. Her Majesty wishes to 
know whether the Prince has yet 
returned? 

ANSON (in a quiet, matter-of-fact 
tone). No. ... At least, so far as 
I know, he has not. 

GENTLEMAN (hesitating). Oh? , . . 
Do you know, Mr. ^son, where 
the Prince is? 

ANSON (with studied nonchalance). 
Now? . . . No, I don't. 

GENTLEMAN (with embarrass- 
ment) . You know, I suppose, that 
His Highness did not return to the 
■^'lace, last night? 

ANSON Yis before). From the Royal 
Academy Dinner? Oh, indeed . . . 
didn’t he? 

gentleman a plunge). 

Did he go, Mr. Anso»? 

ANSON. Oh yes, I think sp.* The 
papers say that he did. Here^^ fik 
speech, fully reported, in this mb^rn- 
ing's Times; and a very good ode^ 
too. 


GENTLEMAN. Very strange, Mr. An- 
soni 

ANSON. Not at all. His speeches 
generally are. 

GENTLEMAN. I mcant—his not re- 
turning. 

ANSON (coldly). Hadn't you better 
report to Her Majesty that His 
Highness has not yet returned? 
That, I believe, was all you were 
sent to find out, 

GENTLEMAN (stiffly) . Certainly. I 
will. 

(He goes, anson continues sorting 
the letters. There comes a knock 
at the door; and permission given 
--in comes the prince's Valet, mb. 

RICHARDS.) 

RICHARDS. I beg pardon. Sir. I 
heard you were alone: so I came 
to see you, Sir. 

ANSON. Yes? What is it, Richards? 

kiCHARDS* His Royal Highness, Sir. 
... He hasn't sent for me this 
smoming, Sir: and didn't last night, 
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either. He doesn't seem to have 
been in his dressing-room at all, 
Sir: not since I dressed him last 
night, for the Dinner. 

ANSON. Oh, it's all right, Richards. 
His Royal Highness was unexpect- 
edly called elsewhere, at a late 
hour last night, so did not return. 

RICHARDS {re-assured). Oh, very 
good. Sir. 

ANSON. I expect His Royal High- 
ness to be back before long. So 
you be ready for him. 

RICHARDS. Yes, Sir. Very good. Sir. 
{He goes, anson, left to himself, 
can no longer conceal his anxiety.) 

ANSON. But is it ‘"all right,” I won- 
der? . . . GodI 

{Nervously he snatches up the 
paper, then throws it down again. 
He moves restlessly to the window, 
and back again. The door opens; 
in comes prince albert, looking 
very calm and collected. ) 

ALBERT {quietly). Good morning, 
Anson. 

ANSON. Good morning. Sir. 

ALBERT. Is there any news this 
morning?— anything special? 

ANSON. In the papers. Sir? A full 
report of the Academy Banquet. 
{He takes up The Times, and of- 
fers it) Did that go oflE well, Sir? 

ALBERT {not taking it). Very well. 

ANSON. I was just reading your 
Highness's speech. 

... o 

ALBERT. Yes, Anson; of which you 
\^ote for me the notes. . 
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ANSON. At your Highness's dicta- 
tion. 

ALBERT. Well, I did not make it 
too long, I hope? 

ANSON. It reads very well. Sir. And 
it seems to have been^ well re- 
ceived. 

ALBERT. Yes; it was altogether a 
very well managed affair. And I 
found the company quite interest- 
ing. We were talking of the decora- 
tions for the walls of the new 
Houses of Parliament; and I was 
proposing that there should be a 
Competition and a Fine Arts Com- 
mission to decide it. They thought 
it was a good idea. 

ANSON. Well, Sir, if a Competition 
will produce the right artists, it 
certainly will be. But we have not 
had much practice of mural art in 
this country. Sir, I'm afraid; we 
don't run to it. ^ 

ALBERT. We must begin, then, and 
try. 

ANSON. Yes, Sir. 

ALBERT. That was Sir Francis 
Chantrey's objection. But when 1 
said to him— “How would it 
then, to employ foreign Arti^* 
he said that if they came fheii 
heads would be broken;, that— 
old as he was— he w(puld himself 
lend a hand for tb^ purpose. 

Anson. Indeed, Sir? 

ALBERT. Yes, indeedi So you 
seel V / • 

prince seats himself at his 
p/Uing-tahle.) 

/ 

ALBERT. Letters? 
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^NSON (handing some). These, Sir, 
I think, are all that your Highness 
need see for the present. 

ALBERT. Thank you. 

(the queen's gentleman again 
enters,) 

GENTLEMAN. Her Majesty sent me 
to inquire if your Royal Highness 
'vas disengaged? 

ALBERT. Oh yes. Tell Her Majesty 
I am quite free, if she wishes to see 
me. (The gentleman bows, and 
retires, the prince continues to 
look over his correspondence) Now 
you may go, Anson. Take all those 
other letters, and leave me these. 
( ANSON retires, the prince goes 
on opening his correspondence. A 
minute passes; suddenly the door 
is flung open, and the queen 
makes a flamboyant entry.) 

THE queen. Alberti Where have 
you Ijeen? 

ALBERT. To Windsor, Victoria. 

THE QUEEN. Windsor? Impossible! 
Why did you not come back last 
night? 

ALBERT. I did not come back last 
•/’ght, Victoria, because of the way 
'^hich you sent for me. 

THE qotvt. I told you before you 
^ "dshed you to be back 
by half-past te. at the latest. 

ALBERT. Yes. 

THE QUEEN. At half-pasi teA you 
had not come; so I sent for 

ALBERT. Yes, I received from yv, 
this note. (He produces it) . 


"Albert, it is quite time you were 
back. Please to come at once!” 

the QUEEN. Yes; I wrote it; I sent 
it; and my orders were that it 
should be put into your hand by 
the Messenger to whom I gave it. 

ALBERT. It was put into my hand. I 
sent back word to say that I had 
received it. 

the queen. Yes; but you did not 
come! 

ALBERT. I did not come, because I 
was not then ready to come. 

THE QUEEN. Alberti when you go 
anywhere without me (as you had 
to do on this occasion), I do not 
expect you to be late. 


ALBERT. No. But wheu I do go 
without you, you must leave it for 
me to decide, myself, when I shall 
return. 

THE QUEEN. But this time I had al- 
ready told you my wishes, and had 
decided for you. ... I sent again. 

ALBERT. Yes. At eleven o'clock, I 
received this. (He produces it) 
"Albert, I order you to return at 
once! V.R." 

THE QUEEN. And Still you did not! 

ALBERT. I did not. 

THE QUEEN. So you disobeyed your 
Queen! 

ALBERT (serenely). Yes, my Dear; 
•I disobeyed my Queen. Send me to 
the Tower for it, and cut oflE my 
head. 
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the queen. I do not regard this as 
a subject for amusement and jest, 
Albert. 

ALBERT. No? Then it is lucky that 1 
do. For if neither of us thought it 
amusing, we might have quite a 
serious quarrel about it. But now— 
as it is only you who do not think 
it amusing— the quarrel will not be 
so serious. 

THE QUEEN. Albert, what did you 
do, after I had ordered you to re- 
turn? Where did you spend the 
night? 

ALBERT. At Windsor, as I have told 
you. 

THE QUEEN. I don t believe it! 

ALBERT. Don't you? 

(Quietly he turns back to his let- 
ters.) 

THE QUEEN. Albert, I will not be 
treated like this! Please to remem- 
ber that, though I am your Wife, I 
am also your Queen. 

ALBERT (kindly). Sit down, my 
Dear, sit down! there is nothing to 
stand up about. . . . Last night 
there was; so I had to. But now I 
am ready to sit here and talk it 
over, quite reasonably and com- 
fortably: just you and me, Weib- 
chen— with the Queen left out. . . . 
Please! (With a gesture he gets her 
seated) Listen to me^ my Dear. 
When you married me, you made 
a promise that was strange for a 
Queen to make: but you made it. 
... To love, honour, and obey. 
And because it was so strange— so 
unlikely— I have never* once told 
you to obey me— except for fun, 
when you wished it. Now, my 
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Dear, as I have not expected you 
to obey me in anything— so there 
are some things in which you must 
not expect me to obey you. 

THE QUEEN. When you do things 
for me in public— officially, that is 
to say— then I do expect you to 
obey me. 

ALBERT. When I do things for you 
in public, my Dear, I obey you by 
doing them. But you must trust 
me to do them in my own way-- 

THE QUEEN. No, Albert. 

ALBERT, —not to interfere with me, 
while I am doing them, as you did 
last night. That is why, when • I 
started back— after having received 
your “orders’— I told the Coach- 
man to drive— not to Buckingham 
Palace, but to Windsor. 

THE QUEEN. The Coachman! You 
told him that! What must he, have 
thought? 

ALBERT. I will tell you what he 
thought. ... At first he thought 
it was very strange. But when we 
got to Windsor, he thought that 
he knew the reason. 

THE QUEEN. W^hy, Only then? 

ALBERT. It was rather late: almost 
half-past one. But when w^e got 
there, there were lights, and miiSic, 

and dancing. 

* 

THE QUEEN. Music! . . , Dancing! 
... In the Castle? 

f 

ALBERT. In the Castle. . . . Be- 
hind our backs— so sui:e that v^*6 
should be away— the servants were 
having a fancy-dress ball. 
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THS QUEEN {her anger quite di- 
verted). What an improj^r liberty 1 
Most extraordinary! And how for- 
tunate that you should have caught 
them! 

ALBEBT. Yes; a curious coincidence, 
was it not? So, of course, the 
Coachman thought that I had got 
wind of the aflFair, and had come 
there to catch them at it. 

THE QUEEN. Where were they danc- 
ing, Albert? 

ALBERT. In the great Hall. 

THE QUEEN. And in fancy-dress, you 
say? 

ALBERT. Yes. Two of them had 
dressed up to look like you and me. 

THE QUEEN. Albert! Did you see 
who they were? 

ALBERT. No. They ran too quick! I 
went in, and stood. . . . They 
were all very much surprised to see 
me.' 

THE QUEEN. Indeed, I should think 
so! . . . What happened then? 

ALBERT. First, the dancing all 
stopped; then all the music. ... I 
stood there and looked at them. It 
was very funny; I tried not to 
laugh. 

THE QUEEN. I hope you did nal, 
Albert! ^ 

ALBERT. No; I composed Hciy self to 
look as though I was very angry. 

THE QUEEN. I hope vou did. And 
Uien, what did you do? 


ALBERT. I told them that they 
mi^ht go on for just five minutes 
more; but that it was not to happen 
again. 

THE QUEEN. No, indeed! 

ALBERT. And it will not, I am sure. 

THE QUEEN. Did you get any ex- 
planation, as to why they had 
dared to do such a thing? 

ALBERT. Oh yes; it was explained. 
You see, they were to have had a 
ball soon after Christmas; but on 
the very date the Court had to go 
into mourning; so it was put off, 
and forgotten. And as they had got 
all the dresses, they were naturally 
disappointed. 

THE QUEEN. But, Albert, that such 
a thing could happen without our 
knowing— well, it means that such 
a lot of other things may be hap- 
pening too. 

ALBERT. Yes; I am afraid so . . . 
I think, my Dear, that you had 
better make me your Manager of 
Windsor— factotum, you call it? 
They will not like it, because I have 
too much of a head for business; 
but it will be good for them. And 
for you, a great saving of unneces- 
sary expense. 

THE QUEEN. Ycs; and if I do it at 
once, everybody will understand 
why. 

ALBERT. It r/as a good thing, Vicky, 
was it not, that I was brought up 
rather poor? 

THE QUEEN. So WaS I. 

^ALBERT. Yes? But you had not to 
manage much for yourself, had 
you? What for are you smiling at? 
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the queen. The Coachman, Albert! 
It was funny! Vm so glad you went; 
for now they will all be thinking 
how clever it was of you to find out! 
And what a good lesson it was for 
them, to be sure! 

albert. Yes, my Dear, a good les- 
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son. . . . But Weibchen, you have 
not kissed me "Good Morning” yet. 
. . . Please! 

(And he says it so simply and 
sweetly, that, quite forgetting now 
what she first came about, she 
kisses him with true wifely affec- 
tion, very fondly and contentedly,) 


SCENE II 

UNDER FIRE 
SOth May 1842 

In a room of Buckingham Palace overlooking the Park, prince albert 
moves impatiently to the window, and back again. He looks at his watch: 
a slight sound of annoyance escapes him. The door opens; his Private 
Secretary enters. 


ALBERT (stiffly), Mr. Anson, you 
are late. 

ANSON. I am sorry. Sir. I was just 
coming, when the Chief Inspector 
of Police sent word that he wished 
to see me. 

ALBERT (sharply). Has he news? 

f 

ANSON. None, Sir. They can't trace 
the man. So he very urgently begs 
that Her Majesty shall not drive 
out today. 

ALBERT. But that is nonsense! If 
Her Majesty does not drive in the 
Park as usual, the man }vill suspect 
that we know. So we shall not 
catch him. 

ANSON. It is a great risk. Sir. 

ALBERT. It is a risk. It%as to be* 
taken. It wiU be a greater risk if 
we leave him to choose his own 


time later, when the Police will not 
be so ready for him as they are 
today. 

• 

ANSON. He will choose his own 
time in any case. Sir. 

ALBERT. Yes; but now it will be the 
earliest possible. Yesterday, when 
his pistol missed fire, he did not 
know that he was seen by anyone. 
Her Majesty herself was looking the 
other way. 

ANSON. That was very fortunate. 
Sir. 

ALBERT. Perhaps. . . . Why? 

ANSON. Had Her Majesty shown 
any alarm, it would have told him. 

ALBERT. Her Majesty would have 
shown no alarm. You may be quite 
sure of that. When I told Her 
Majesty afterwards, what had hap- 
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pened, she was not alarmed at all; 
only rather surprised that one of 
her subjects should have done any- 
thing so wicked and foolish. 

ANSON. Ah, yes, Sir; that is, indeed, 
how it might well— 

ALBERT ('continuing^.— Nor is Her 
Majesty alarmed now. It was her 
own decision, not mine, that we 
should go out today. When I told 
her that the man was sure to make 
another attempt, she said that he 
had better make it at once then, 
and get it over. 

ANSON. That was very courageous 
of Her Majesty. 

ALBERT. And very sensible. Sense 
is sometimes more valuable than 
courage— and much rarer where 
Kings are concerned. It is so here. 
I have no doubt that this afternoon 
the man will try again. It is better 
that he should try again, when we 
expect it, than at some later time 
when we do not. And that, Mr. 
Anson, is why— if the Inspector is 
so stupid that he must have it 
explained— that is why Her Majesty 
drives out again today, at her usual 
time. You will go and tell him that 
at once. (He moves to the window) 
Out there are the people, waiting to 
see Her Majesty start. Tell him 
that we shall be punctual. 

ANSON. I will, your Highness. . . . 
I hope— 

ALBERT (cutting him short) . We all 
hope, Mr. Anson. It is the^ only 
sensible thing to do. Ah, IfSie is Her 
Majesty. 

(the queen enters in bonnet and 
shawl. MR. ANSON stafids aside for 
her to pass, then bows himsdf out. 


A little nervous, but very self-corh 
trolled, THE QUEEN advances to- 
wards THE PRINCE.) 

ALBERT (approvingly). You are 
very punctual, my Dear. 

THE QUEEN. Yes; we mustn’t be 
late today. 

ALBERT. You look very well— very 
charmingl That bonnet suits you. 

THE QUEEN. Kiss me, Albert. 

ALBERT (as he does so). You make 
a very good Queen, my Dear. 

THE QUEEN. With you to help me. 

ALBERT. Even by yourself, I think, 
you would not do so badly. 

THE QUEEN. That will nevei hap- 
pen, Albert. I couldn’t live without 
you. 

ALBERT. You Can do very unex- 
pected things, my Dear. You nevei 
expected that you would have to do 
anything like this. But you are 
going to. It is having to do it that 
makes it possible. 

THE QUEEN. Doing it with you. 
Dearest, I like doing it. 

ALBERT. So do I. It makes our life 
mean so much more to us. . . . 
Look at alV, those friendly people, 
waiting for you to smile on them. 
. . . Rather amusing, is it not?— 
that none of them knows in the 
least— what we know. 

TOE quee]^ (tremulously). Albert, 
this must be rather like going into 
battle. 
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ALBERT. Just a little, my Dear. But 
we have to do it in cold blood, 
without any excitement. That 
makes it rather more difficult, per- 
haps. 

THE QUEEN. Oh, but it excites me 
very much, Albert. For this is 
really to be a Queen. And with you 
I feel quite safe that I can behave 
like one. 

ALBERT. Yes; so do I, Weibchen; so 
do 1. 

{The door opens; a court usher 
enters to make formal announce- 
ment. ) 

USHER. May it please: your Maj- 
esty’s Ladies are in attendance. 

the QUEEN. Oh yes. . . . Tell them 
to come in. (the usher retires, the 
QUEEN turns quickly to the 
prince) Albert, I didn’t say any- 
thing to them before; I thought it 
was better not. But they mustn’t 
come with us today; it wouldn’t be 
safe. 

ALBERT. You are quite right, my 
Dear. It would be, for them, an un- 
necessary risk. We must go alone. 
{The two Ladies-in-W aiting enter, 
dressed for going out. They make 
their curtsies, and stand to receive 
orders. ) 

THE QUEEN. Lady Muriel, Lady 
Grace, I do not require either of 
you this afternoon. I and the Prince 
are going out alone. , 

{The two Ladies receive this in- 
formation with perfect correctness; 
but there is a suspicion of offended 
coldness in lady muriel’s tone as 
she speaks.) ^ 

LADY MX7B1EL. And youT Majesty 
will not require us again— later? 
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THE QUEEN. No; not this afternoon. 
You can wait till we have gone. 
And then I shall not require your 
further attendance till this evening. 
. . . And now, Albert, I am quite 
ready to start. ... I wonder if it 
is going to rain? 

ALBERT. I think not. Just now it 
looked quite promising. 

{And so, talking of the weather, 
they go out, to give Fate and its 
Fool their opportunity for ending 
the Victorian Era before it has 
earned its name. 

And now the two Ladies-in-W ait- 
ing are alone; and, defrauded of 
her afternoon ride with Royalty, 
before admiring crowds {for which, 
with bonnet and shawl, she has $0 
elaborately prepared herself), lady 
MURIEL breaks out.) 

LADY MURIEL. Well! I do think 
that’s too bad! Here have we been 
kept waiting all for nothing; and 
if I’d known, I could have gpt off 
for the whole afternoon, as I very 
much wanted to do. I do call that 
inconsiderate of her! 

LADY GRACE. It’s what she is, my 
dear. I suppose she can’t help it. 
It’s being a Queen. When you are 
so important yourself, you can’t 
think much about other people. 
Oh, it’s happened before; and it’ll 
happen again! It’s what we are here 
for. 

LADY MURIEL. Oh, there! I’ve torn 
my glove. Dear, dearl My own 
fault, I suppose, taking it off in a 
temper. 

LADY GRACE (ot the window). 
Now, they’re cff. There they go! 
. . . No cheering this afternoon; 
the crowd isn’t big enough. It 
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always takes a certain number to 
.cheer;— haven't you noticed? . . . 
But we bow, all the same. Oh, how 
he does take his hat ofiFI— So like 
a foreigner! He'll never learn to be 
English. 

LADY MURIEL. Which way are they 
going? 

LADY GRACE. Which way? Why, 
there's only one way to the Park 
that I know of, my dear: up Con- 
stitution Hill. 

LADY MxmiEL. If they are only go- 
ing to the Park, isn’t it rather 
strange that they should choose to 
go alone? The Prince so insists on 
the Queen being properly attended. 
It’s my belief they’ve been quarrel- 
ling about something; and she 
wants to have it out with him. 

LADY GRACE. But she can’t do that 
in the Park, with people staring at 
them*: 

LADY MURIEL. Oh, cafit shc? She 
can say anything she wants to say, 
without moving a muscle of her 
face! She can whip you with a 
word, while she's smiling to some- 
one else across the room. It's hap- 
pened to me; so I know. Shell be 
able to say all she intends to say 
while they are driving in the Park, 
fes; he’s going to catch it about 
something. 

LADY GRACE. But does he ever 
“catch" it? 

LADY MURIEL. My dear! <3si3 4dores 
him, as we all Imow; but she can 
be jealous. And when she is jealous, 
she lets him know— you may de- 
pend on it. 


LADY GRACE. Well, of course, he is 
dangerously handsome. It's a won- 
der we don't all fall in love with 
him: but we don't. 

LADY MURIEL. Oh, he could be 
much more dangerous, if he chose, 
my dear. But it isn't manners that 
makes the man with him— it's mor- 
als. 

LADY GRACE. I suppose that's why 
he's so stiflF when he talks to us. 
Oh, I’ve seen her watching him. 
I’ve been told that once, in the 
early days, he gave one of her 
Ladies a present. There was a 
frightful row. He never did it again! 

LADY MURIEL. Perhaps it was some- 
thing more than a present. 

LADY GRACE. Oh, my dear, I don't 
think you ought to say that! 

LADY MURIEL. I know I Oughtn't! 
And that's why it's such a relief to 
say it! He's so good, he irritates me. 
Everything so proper! Life here is 
just a row of “oughts,” all standing 
to attention— rules, rules, rules! I 
wonder he puts up with it. 

LADY GRACE. I think it's just as 
much his doing as hers. It’s the 
way he was brought up: he doesn’t 
know how to be natural. 

LADY MURIEL. Just as Well, perhaps. 
... I don’t believe he loves her a 
little bit. 

0 

LADY GRACE. But he musti 

LADY MURIEL. Why? 

LADY GRACE. Well, hc's stiflF; but 
*he's got d heart. And not to love 
one who loves him so terribly well, 
would be heartless. 
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lady MUKiEL. She only loves him lady grace. Has there been an ac^ 
selfishly. cident? 


LADY GRACE. No, my dear, not 
selfishly— jealously, perhaps. But 
she knows how much he s her 
superior; and a selfish person 
wouldn’t. . . . What s that? 

LADY MURIEL. I didn’t hear any- 
thing. 

LADY GRACE. It sounded like a shot. 
(But to neither of them does a 
chance shot seem a matter of im- 
portance; so talk goes on,) 

LADY MURIEL. Well, my dear, I 
suppose we’ve been wasting time 
in a very ignoble conversation-run- 
ning down our betters, which, after 
all, we have to admit they are. . . . 
What are you going to do? 

LADY GRACE. I don’t know; it’s too 
late to go anywhere now. But I 
don’t want to stay here and watch 
them come back. 

LADY MURIEL. Isn’t it funny how 
people do? Look, there’s the crowd 
still waiting. They’ve ^seen them 
once; but they want to see them 
again. And I believe that sometimes 
it’s the same people who come day 
after day— day after day. 

LADY GRACE. Oh, Well, Royalty are 
one of the sights of London. Coun- 
try Cousins expect to see them; 
and if you read your Court Circu- 
lar, they can always be seen here 
at the stated hours. 

LADY MTOiEL. My dear! What are 
all those people running*for? Look? 
Constitution Hill is full of them! 
What can have happened? 


LADY MURIEL. No, no! Not an ac- 
cident. They are cheering, waving, 
shouting! And here come mounted 
police— such a lot of them. 

LADY GRACE. They are coming 
back! They are coming back! 

LADY MURIEL. Who? 

LADY GRACE. The Quccnl Some- 
thing exciting must have happened! 
Has there been a declaration of 
War? 

LADY MURIEL. There’s no one just 
now to declare war against, that 
I know of. 

LADY GRACE. Well, they must have 
done something very popular, any- 
how. Look! The crowd’s quite 
crazy. 

(And then in bursts another of the 
iMdies-in-Waiting, panting, and 
flapping her hands with excite- 
ment.) 

LADY-IN-WAITING. Shc’s been shot 
at! She’s been shot at! 

LADY MURIEL AND LADY GRACE* 

Who? 

LADY-IN-WAITING. The Queen! 

LADY MURIEL AND LADY GRACE. 

Where? When? 

LADY-IN-WAITING. Just DOW; On 

Consjltution Hill. 

LADY GRACE (highly excited) . I 
heard it! 


LADY MURIEL. Was she hurt? 



904 LAURENCE 

LADY GRACE. Who did it? 

LADY-IN-WAITING. No; DOt hurt. A 
man— a madman, they think. 

LADY GRACE. Caught? Was he 
caught? 

LADY-IN-WAITING. Yes; they were 
expecting it. He’d tried to do it 
before— yesterday. 

LADY MURIEL. How do you know? 

LADY-IN-WAITING. I don’t know. It 
mayn’t be true. But everybody 
says so. 

LADY GRACE. Look! now they’re 
coming in. The police are pushing 
the crowd back— such a lot of them 
on duty, they must have known. 

LADY MURIEL. Oh! Then— She must 
have known tool 

LADY-j[N-WAiTiNG. Yes; I suppose so. 

LADY MURIEL (catchifig hold of 
LADY grace). Then that was why! 
Oh, my dear! She knew!— went, 
knowing that she was going to be 
shot at— so didnt take us! Oh! what 
a worm I feel myself now! 

LADY GRACE (sharing the feeling). 
Yes, dear. 

LADY MURIEL. I want to run away, 
and hide; I’m so ashamed of my- 
self! 

LADY GRACE. You Can’t go! They 
are coming. ^ 

(The door opens; the QB^en en- 
ters, followed by prince albert. 
The Ladies curtsy with an emo- 
tional reverence which makes the 
formality almost beautiful) 


HOUSMAN 

LADY MURIEL. Oh! youT Majcsty! 

THE queen. Lady Muriel, why are 
you here still? Didn’t I tell you 
that I should not want you again 
till this evening? Now go at once. 

LADY MURIEL. Oh, your Majesty! 
before I go, may I— may I— kiss 
your Majesty’s hand? 

THE QUEEN. Why, Certainly, if you 
wish to. Now don’t cry: don’t be 
silly! It’s all over. 

LADY MURIEL. Oh, I’m SO sorry. 
Ma’am: so sorry! So ashamed of 
myself! 

THE QUEEN. Ashamed? Why? 

LADY MURIEL. When your Majesty 
said we were not to come out with 
you this afternoon, I was foolishly 
cross: I didn’t understand. 

THE QUEEN. Of couTse not. It was 
not necessary that you should. But 
now you do. So that will help you 
to know better— another time. 

AI.BERT (turning sharply). Another 
time! 

THE QUEEN. Go, please. Lady 
Muriel. I don’t want you any more 
now. (And lady muriel curtsies 
herself out after the others who 
have already gone) Why, yes, Al- 
bert: there may come another time. 
Why not? 

albert (taking her in his arms). 
Oh, my Dear, my Dear And you 
can say that now— as if you did not 
mind if it should come again! Is 
that really true? 

the QUEEk. Yes, Albert: it wa^ 
wonderful! For, with you, I felt— 
so safe. , . . Didn’t you? 
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albert. No, Weibchen. I was too much about others—only about 
afraid! themselves! (And having made that 

little joke, very much to his own 
THE QUEEN. Afraid? satisfaction, he kisses her,) 


albert. I was afraid that— if he 
missed one of us, it might be me 
that he missed. Ah, no, no, no! do 
not talk of another time! I could 
not bear it— another time! 

THE QUEEN (startled). Oh, Albert, 
had I thought for a moment that 
it might be you—1 couldnt have 
gone! But that that could happen 
I didn’t think! 

ALBERT. What a very good thing 
it was, then, my Dear, that you did 
not think. Queens must not think 


THE QUEEN. Dcarcst! Have I 
pleased you? 

ALBERT. Very much, fou have mor« 
than pleased me. You have behaved 
—like a Queen! 

THE QUEEN. Then now I must go 
and take oflF my things. Oh, dear! 
what a lot of letters I shall have to 
write now! To Uncle Leopold, and 
to everybody! (And with this added 
inconvenience of attempted assas- 
sination upon her mind, off she 
goes, for there is no time to lose:) 


SCENE III 


THE ROSE AND THE THORN 
1846 

THE QUEEN is holding her Court at Windsor. A Footman opens the folding- 
doors of a small ante-chamber; and from its softly illumined interior one 
sees across the broad corridor, through looped curtains, the large music- 
room (where presently performance is to take place) brilliantly lighted. 
Under its crystal chandeliers, the Ladies and Gentlemen of the Court are 
beginning to gather. The small room has in it little furniture: away from 
the wall, on one side of the door, stands a small settee; on the other, a 
grand-piano. On the same side, lower down, is a smaller door. Into the 
room come four musicians, carrying their instruments: their conductor, 
the future sir john oakley— nou? only “mr.”— Zeading them. 


OAKLEY. We must come in here, 
for a moment. Her Majesty does 
not allow any tuning-up to be done 
in her presence. (He opens the 
piano, and strikes notes and chords 
for the musicians to tune by) So. 
. . . You are all ready? Come, 
then! • 


{They go out, leaving the folding-' 
doors open, and cross the corridof 
to the music-room. A little later, 
the ioJfiFof the music-room are 
closedi and one hears from within 
very softly, the performance be- 
ginning. And now two Ladies of 
the Court enter: the one a very 
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beautiful duchess of middle age, 
THE queen’s Mistress of the Robes; 
the other her cousin, lady jane, 
small, young, and pretty, the 
duchess, leading the way, lays 
down on the settee a richly em- 
broidered shawl, and a feather fan. 
Meanwhile the younger lady is 
speaking, ) 

lady jane. But, your Grace, it’s so 
diflScultl 

duchess. My dear. Court life is dif- 
ficult. Its diflSculties are the larger 
part of its duties. 

LADY JANE. But to be suspccted— 
and for nothing—is so humiliating! 

DUCHESS. Yes, my dear; high posi- 
tions, when they are not the high- 
est, involve humiliation for all of 
us. Do you think I never feel hu- 
miliated? 

»ju)Y JANE. You! Your Grace? 

f 

DUCHESS. When I am sent out of 
the room, as if I were a servant, I 
feel it. 

T.ADY JANE. But you do it so grandly 
—with such an air! 

DUCHESS. Yes: that is how one 
covers the humiliation. After all. 
Court life is mainly made up of 
formalities; and being sent out of 
the room is one of them. Ministers 
are dismissed, and so are we. Even 
Lord Palmerston had a narrow es- 
cape the other day. • 

LADY JANE. Lord Palmerston! 

DUCHESS. Yes; and quit^lfTght, too! 

tADY JANE (who hos gone to the 
mirror, to re-arrange the flowers in 
her hair). What for? 


DUCHESS. Well, it wasn't the Queen 
who told me, or I shouldn't repeat 
it. He told me himself— cross, but 
half-laughing. He wanted the 
Prince out of the room, while he 
discussed Foreign Affairs with her. 
And, to avoid it, he sent off some 
despatches without first submitting 
them. So there was trouble. 

LADY JANE. I should think sol 

DUCHESS. Yes, my dear; anyone who 
touches the Prince, touches a 
bomb, which goes off. She’s the 
bomb: He isn’t. 

LADY JANE (reverting to her griev- 
ance), But I haven’t touched him! 

DUCHESS. No; but you’ve looked at 
him. That’s enough. 

LADY JANE. But, your Grace, he's 
there to be looked at! And how can 
one help admiring him, when he’s 
so handsome? 

DUCHESS. You needn’t help it; but 
you mustn’t be admired in return. 

LADY JANE. Oh, why doesn’t she 
only have plain women about her? 

DUCHESS. Even that wouldn’t al- 
ways meet the diflSculty. Plain 
women have often a way with 
them. And it wants something more 
than mere looks to attract him, 

LADY JANE a touch- of spite). 
He isn’t a bit in love with her! 

DUCHESS. No; but he's very fond of 
her. The Prince is— what is so rarely 
•found aifiongst Royalty— the do- 
mestic man; and ne's not only 
domestic, he's con^gal. 
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lady jane. Then why is she so 
jealous of him? 

DUCHESS. My dear, she can’t help 
it: she’s possessive, and she’s in 
love with him. 

LADY JANE. But I’m notl 

DUCHESS. Of course not, my dear. 

I know you wouldn’t take such a 
liberty. 

LADY JANE. I wish shc’d Send me 
away! If this goes on, I shall ask to 
resign my appointment. 

DUCHESS. No, no, my dear! Don’t 
do anything so out of character. 
‘Hold your ground!” is the motto 
of our family. Hold it! . . . What, 
exactly, happened today? 

LADY JANE. We Were out riding in 
the Park; and the Prince came and 
rode beside me, just for a moment. 
My reins had got caught, and he 
was putting them straight for me. 
And the Queen pushed her horse 
right in between us; and she said, 
“Lady Jane, if you don’t know how 
to ride properly, you had better not 
come out with us!” And the Prince 
said, “Lady Jane rides very nicely 
and well.” Oh, you should have 
seen the Queen’s look then! And 
it’s true; I do ride nicely— better 
than she does; and she knows it! 

DUCHESS. And was that all that hap- 
pened? ^ 

LADY JANE. All that happened to 
me. But the Prince left me Queen, 
and went straight o£F, and rode 
with one of his Gentlemen. And 
then Ae Queen suddenly turned* 
round, and we all had to ride back 
to Ae Castle. Afid of course every- 
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body knew Aat something was the 
matter, for we hadn’t gone half our 
usual round. And now, I believe, 
she has put Lady Maud to spy oa 
me. 

DUCHESS. Oh, I don’t think that’s 
likely, my dear. The. Queen 
wouldn’t say anything to anyone 
—she’s too proud. 

LADY JANE. Well, she is spying any- 
way-hoping perhaps to tell tales 
presently. If I catch her. I’ll slap 
her face! 

DUCHESS. My dear, I think I’d bet- 
ter arrange for you to take a little 
holiday— change of air. You shall 
see your doctor, and he will advisfe 
it. But don’t give up your post. If 
the Queen proposes to dismiss you. 
I shall say something. She won’t 
dismiss me, 

LADY JANE. No; but perhaps she 
will send you out of the room. 

DUCHESS. Perhaps she will, my dear. 
She has done it before; and I have 
continued the conversation the next 
day, with the Prince there to help 
me. 

LADY JANE. To help you? 

DUCHESS. Oh yes; she’s always 
much more easy to reason with 
when he’s there. 

lady JANE. He has such beautiful 
manners to every one, hasn’t he? 

DUCHiSss^JUfe is a very good cor- 
rective; and she knows it. I’m very 
fond of her; but she needs man- 
aging; and he is Ae only person 
who can do it. 
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LADY JANE. He didn’t manage her 
this morning! 

DUCHESS. He didn't try. . . . You 
wait! 

LADY JANE. Oh, dear! I don’t know 
that I can wait. Everybody knows 
I’m in disgrace; so they won’t speak 
to me. 

DUCHESS. Now be brave, my dear, 
be brave! The unfortunate thing 
has happened, and now it’s over. 
You keep under my wing; and you 
shan’t look as if you've been sent to 
Coventry by anyone. . . . There’s 
the music coming to an end. We 
must go back, or she will be miss- 
ing us. (Forgetting her shawl and 
fan, she goes towards the door of 
the music-room, followed by lady 
JANE. At that moment the doors 
open: from within comes a polite 
murmur of applause. The musicians 
come out, carrying their instru- 
ment, and pass down the corridor. 
Behind thern comes mr. oakley; 
in the doorway he turns and bows. 
He, also, is retiring, when one of 
THE queen’s GENTLEMEN COmeS 
after him.) 

GENTLEMAN. Her Majesty wishes to 
speak to you, Mr. O^ley. 

(the queen appears in the door- 
may. She is followed by fringe 
albert, who, with stiff formality, 
crosses the corridor, and enters the 
^ante-room, while the queen stays 
to speak to mr. oakley. ) ^ 

THE QUEEN. That was very beau- 
tiful, Mr. Oakley. Thajik you. It 
was your own composmon, I be- 
liever 


THE QcrEEN. We should very much 
like to hear another piece pres- 
ently. 

oakley. Most honoured, your Maj- 
esty. 

(Leaving mr. oakley to receive 
the congratulations of other mem- 
bers of his audience, the queen 
follows THE prince into the ante- 
room, ) 

THE queen. Albert, why are you so 
cold to meP 

albert. It is a cold day, my Dear. 
And this morning we did not take 
enough exercise. 

THE queen. You did not come to 
me afterwards. I have hardly seen 
you since— except with others. 

ALBERT, (stiffly). No; that is so. 

THE QUEEN. Albert, have I oflFended 
you? 

albert. My Dear, you must not 
try to give me riding lessons— be- 
fore others. (He moves away.) 

THE queen. I want to speak to you, 
Albert. 

(Paying no attention, he returns to 
the corridor, and seeing mr. oak- 
ley, pauses to speak to him. The 
other members of the Court draw 
back respectfully. Meanwhile the 
QUEEN, after standing for a few 
moments, angry and undecided, 
turns and ^oes quickly past them. 
At the music-room door she stops 
to exchange words with some of 
her Ladies. Meanwhile the prince 
is speaking.) 

* €. 

albert. Ah, Mr. Oakley, I have 
some news Aat I hope will please 


OAKLEY. It was, your Majesty. 
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you. We are expecting to have the 
great Mendelssohn with us again 
soon. He is coming to England in 
the Spring. 

OAKLEY. That is great news indeed, 
Sir. Will he also be coming to 
Windsor? 

ALBERT. We hope so. We have in- 
vited him to come. 

OAKLEY. For all who love music, as 
does your Royal Highness, it will 
be a great occasion. 

ALBERT. It will, indeed. 
{Dismissing mr. oaki.ey with a 
courteous gesture, the prince 
turns towards the music-room; but 
at sight of THE QUEEN Standing in 
the doorway, he re-enters the ante- 
room, where the duchess, followed 
by LADY JANE, hos returned to pick 
up her fan and shawl. Just as lady 
JANE is entering, a rose falls from 
her hair, the prince, with courtly 
grace, stoops and picks it up for 
her.) 

ALBERT. Lady Jane, here is some- 
thing that you have dropped. {He 
presents the flower.) 

LADY JANE {nervously) . Oh, your 
Highness, I am sorryl— sorry to have 
given your Highness the trouble! 

ALBERT {gallantly). No trouble 
... a pleasure. ... It is a col- 
our that suits you. 

{Meanwhile the dVjchess has 
moved to the door, and is looking 
back with an amused smile, when 
the queen, pushing past her, 
comes swiftly into the room. Trem- 
bling with rage, she advances upoH 
LADY jane, and snatches the flower 
from her hand. With an instinct for 
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the emergency, the duchess closes 
the folding-doors: such a scene 
must have no spectators.) 

LADY JANE {with tremulous cour- 
age). Your Majesty must pardon 
me: that flower is mine. 

THE QUEEN. How dare you speak 
to me! Go! Go, instantly! 

(lady jane, her head very erect, 
makes a swift, deep curtsy, and 
goes out of the room. Meanwhile 
THE duchess is speaking to the 

PRINCE.) 

DUCHESS {urgently). I beg your 
Royal Highness to allow me to ex- 
plain. I saw just what happened. 
(the PRINCE hesitates for a mo- 
ment, then turns abruptly, and goes 
out of the room by the other door. 
There is a pause, the queen stands 
crushing the flower in her hands.) 

THE QUEEN. Go and tell the Prince 
to come back! I wish to speak to 
him. » 

DUCHESS. Will your Majesty— 

THE QUEEN. At once! Do as I tell 
you! 

DUCHESS. Yes, Ma'am, yes; in a mo- 
ment. But first I beg your Majesty 
to allow me to speak— to explain. 

THE QUEEN. There is nothing to 
explain. 

DUCHESS. But there is! There is! 
saw everything. 

THE QUEEN. So did I. I saw the 
Prince give her this flower— this 
rose? Di^ou mean to deny it? 

DUCHESS. No, your Majesty, no; he 
did not give it her. She had 
dropped it. 
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THE QUEEN {suspicUmsly). Dropped 
Jt? Ah, yesl 

DUCHESS. No, Ma’am; quite by ac- 
cident. It fell out of her hair. The 
Prince only picked it up and re- 
turned it to her. 

• 

THE QUEEN. You saw that, you say? 
You know that— for certain? 

DUCHESS. 1 assure your Majesty it 
was so. 

THE QUEEN. Do you know, also, 
what happened this morning? 

DUCHESS. I do, Ma’am. My Cousin 
has told me everything. 

THE QUEEN. Did she try to explain 
it? 

DUCHESS. There was hardly any- 
thing to explain, Ma’am. It might 

have happened to anyone. 

« 

THE QUEEN. Then why did she tell 
you about it? 

DUCHESS. She was very much upset 
at the way your Majesty had taken 
what was a mere accident. 

tHE QUEEN. It may have been an 
accident: I don’t Imow. What has 
happened now is much more se- 
rious. 

Ndxtchess. Very much more serious, 
youor Majesty. < 

(the queen looks at her in sur- 



im QUEEN (defensively). It was 
ail so sudden^so unexpe^ed. One 
hsyjn’t time to think. 


DUCHESS. That is so. Your Majestv 
gave yourself no time— to think. 

THE QUEEN, / was too hasty, you 
mean? 

DUCHESS. Does your Majesty wish 
me to say more than I haye said? 

THE QUEEN. I Only wish you to tell 
me the honest truth. 

DUCHESS. I will, Ma’am. ... At 
least, I will try. But the truth is 
sometimes difficult. 

THE QUEEN. It should not be. 

DUCHESS. Not even when it is— to a 
Queen, Ma’am? 

THE QUEEN. A Quccn may need it 
sometimes, far more than others. 

DUCHESS. If she knows that she 
needs it. Ma’am, she is already on 
the side of truth. 

THE QUEEN. I do know it— I do! 

. . . Tell me!— is it possible that I 
have been unjust? 

DUCHESS. It is possible, your Maj- 
esty. 

THE QUEEN. I did not intend to be. 

DUCHESS. No one, who knows your 
Majesty, would think that for a 
moment. 

THE QUEEN. Thank you, dear Duch- 
ess, for saying that! In my position, 
I would wish never to be unjust to 
anyone. . . . Will you— will you 
ask your Cousin— Lady Jane— tu 
dmie and speak to me? 

DUCHESS ihesitating). I aul iMrt 
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sure, Ma*am, that she will come— 
now. 

the queen. Will you say “please*' 
for me? 

DUCHESS. If I can say it, Ma’am, as 
you have said it— (Her voice 
breaks; she kisses the queen's 
handy and goes, the queen, left 
to herself, sits rigid— facing an or- 
deal lohich, for her, is of an almost 
unbelievable character. Neverthe- 
less, she faces it. Presently the door 
opens^ and lady jane enters. She 
halts at the door, and curtsies: the 
word **please,^* which has brought 
her, has been left unexplained, and 
the expression of her face does not 
make things easier for the queen. ) 

THE queen. Lady Jane ... I have 
sent for you to say ... I am 
sorry. . . . Forgive me. ... I was 
quite wrong. 

(lady jane curtsies deeply, but 
does not speak. Slowly the queen 
reaches out her hand, lady jane 
goes quickly forward, kisses it, and 
bursts into tears.) 

the queen. I am sorry, so sorry to 
have upset you. You had better go 
to bed now, and rest. . . . And, 
Lady Jane, if you would like— only 
if you would like— to go away for a 
little, for a change— pray do so. I'm 
not asking you to go; but should 
you at all wish to do so, you have 
my permission. 

lady jane. I thank ypur Majesty 
for so kindly suggesting it. 

THE QUEEN. Then that shall be ar- 
ranged. . . . And now will you 
t^ll the Prince— I mean, will you 
a^ someone to tell the Prince ihat 
1 wisli to see him? 

JANE makes her final curtsy. 


and goes, the queen sits with 
bowed head, rnotionless: time 
passes. THE prince does not come. 
Her head sinks lower; she is shaken 
by sobs. Then, very quietly, the 
door opens, and the prince en- 
ters. He comes gently towards her^ 
stands at her side, and^ reaching 
down his hand, begins softly to 
stroke her hair. Neither of them 
makes any attempt to speak, or any 
further move. Presently, leaving 
her, he goes to the piano, seats 
himself, and begins playing. It has 
to be something very simple and 
familiar— otherwise she might miss 
its meaning. Pie plays a few bars; 
then, in a low undertone, sings 
words which she already knows by 
heart. ) 

albert. 

Drink to me only with thine eyes. 
And I will pledge with mine; 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup. 
And I'll not look for wine. 

The thirst that from the soul doth 
rise. 

Doth ask a drink divine: 

But might I of Jove's nectar sup, 
I would not change for thine. 
(As the first verse draws to its 
close, the queen rises, crosses 
slowly, and stands behind him. As 
he begins the second verse, timidly 
she lays a hand upon his shoulder; 
and when the verse is half-way 
through, she lets her head fall upon 
his; and is so standing, with her 
cheek resting against the beautiful 
hair, which is (dready beginning to 
grow thin, when the verse ends.) 

1 sent thee late a rosy wreath, 
Not so much honouring thee, 

As'giwg it a hope that there 
It could not withered be. 

But thou thereon didst only 
breadie, 

And sent*st it back to me; ^ ' 
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Since when it grows and smells, 
I sweai’, 

Not of itself, but thee. 

{The song ends. What happens 


then—who knowsi^ As the last 
chords are played, the curtain 
falls slowly; but neither of them 
has moved. ) 


SCENE IV 


INTERVENTION 
30th November 1861 

On THE queen’s writing-table a Government Despatch-box lies open. 
GENERAL GREY, THE queen’s Private Secretary, stands reading to Her 
Majesty the despatch which lord russell, the Foreign Secretary, has 
addressed to Lord Lyons, the British Ambassador at Washington, on 
the seizure upon the High Seas, from the British ship Trent, of the two 
Confederate officers, Slidell and Mason. 


THE QUEEN. Before you go on, 
General Grey, will you ring, please. 
(THEtGENERAL rings, and continues 
reading. . . , One of the queen’s 
GENTLEMEN enters.) 

Has His Royal Highness not re- 
turned from Sandhurst yet? 

GENTLEMAN. A few minutcs ago, he 
had not, your Majesty. 

THE QUEEN. But it is SO late! Was 
not the ceremony to have been 
over by midday? 

GENTLEMAN. I believe so, your 
Majesty. It is possible that His 
Royal Highness may have just re- 
turned. 

THE QUEEN. Please go and^e; and, 
if he has, bring back word at once. 
. . . General Grey, this looks very 
serious indeed! Is the Messenger 
brou^t it still waiting? 


GENERAL GREY. I am not sure. 
Ma’am. 

THE QUEEN. Will you plcasc to find 
out? And if he has not gone, say 
that he is to wait. ... I do wish 
the Prince would come! It is so 
urgent; and with Lord Palmerston 
Prime Minister, one never knows 
what he may not do next, without 
waiting for our instructions. 

GENERAL GREY. Indeed no. Ma’am. 

THE QUEEN. At oncc, plcasc! 

{As THE GENERAL gOeS, the GEN- 
TLEMAN returns.) 

GENTLEMAN. His Royal Highness 
has just returned, your Majesty. He 
has gone up to his room. 

hm QUEEil. Then go and ask His 
Royal Highness to come at once. 
Say that the matter is most urgent 
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(The GENTLEMAN gOCS. THE QUEEN 

takes up the despatch, and is re- 
reading it when general grey re- 
turns, ) 

GENERAL GREY. The Messenger has 
gone, your Majesty. 

THE QUEEN. Without waiting! 

GENERAL GREY. He Waited for an 
hour, Ma'am, I'm told. 

THE QUEEN. An hour! He should 
have waited all day, if necessary. 
Messengers from my other Minis- 
ters know that they have to wait. 
Why do not Foreign Office Mes- 
sengers wait too? This is what is 
always happening: and then they 
pretend that the delay it causes is 
our fault, not theirs. 

GENERAL GREY. Cannot onc of your 
Majesty’s Messengers go, Ma'am— 
the matter being so urgent? 

THE QUEEN. Yes, he must. Tell one 
of them to be ready to start in- 
stantly. 

(As THE GENERAL IS going, THE 
PRINCE CONSORT enters. He looks 
haggard and tired.) 

THE QUEEN. Oh, Albert, why did 
you wait to change? I have been so 
wanting you! 

ALBERT. My uniform was wet 
through, my Dear; and I was feel- 
ing very cold. 

THE QUEEN (taking his hand). You 
are cold still. Dearest! your hand is 
like ice. Oh, why did you go in 
such weather, when I begged you 
not to? 

ALBERT. I had to, my Dear. « . . 
What is the matter? 
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THE QUEEN. It's about that trouble 
with America, for having taken the 
Confederate Envoys off one of our 
ships. And most wrong of them it 
was! This is the despatch Lord 
Russell is sending to our Ambassa- 
dor in Washington about it. He 
wants it to go tonight. • 

ALBERT (taking it). Is the Messen- 
ger waiting? 

THE QUEEN. No; he's gone. 

ALBERT (sharply). Gone? Ah! That 
is what one has now to expect, I 
suppose! 

THE QUEEN. Yes; it's that Pilger- 
stein again. Troublesome man! ' 

ALBERT. Yes; though this time it is 
Lord Russell that does it; that Go- 
between, who was always so apolo- 
getic and nice to us. Hah! But it is 
Pilgerstein— as you say— still. Oh 
yes! 

THE QUEEN. Read it quickly, Al- 
bert. I want to know what you 
think about it. 

(general GREY re-enters.) 

GENERAL GREY. I have given your 
Majesty's order. A Messenger is 
ready and waiting, 

THE QUEEN. Very well. And now 
that the Prince is here. General 
Grey, I shall no longer need you. 
(the GENERAL gOeS. THE QUEEN 

*sits watching the prince consort 
as he reads. Not till he has finished 
it does he speak.) • 

albert. This means War. 

THE QUEEN. Yes; I was afraid so. 
How foolish of them not to give ini 
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For they must know they are in the 
wong. And everything that Lord 
Russell says is true, is it not? 

ALBERT (deep in thought). Quite. 

. . . Quite. . . . But— it wont do. 

THE QUEEN. But, Albert, as we are 
In the right, what else can we do? 

albert. Alter a few words. . . . 
Say it; but say it diflFerently. Often 
it is just the way a thing is said 
that decides whether it shall be 
peace or war. It is the same when 
two people quarrel. You and I, 
Weibchen, might often have quar- 
relled, had we said the same thing 
that we did say— differently. . . . 
RuSsell? Oh no: this is Pilgerstein, 
I think! He is the man that would 
like to have war with America. He 
has worked for it; and this is his 
opportunity— that we are in the 
right! ... He shall not have it! 
War? Oh yes; and this time we 
shouldLwin. But another time would 
come, and we should not win. 

THE QUEEN. But we could always 
beat America now, Albert. 

(ALBERT. Ah, so? What if we were 
fighting someone else, Vicky; and 
.America chose her time then? No; 
that is what these "patriots” never 
think about. ... It is always— 
^This time, this time! We are right, 
and we shall do what we l&e!” 
What fools their patriotism makes 
clever men to bef And Pilgerstein 
the cleverest fool of them all! . . .* 
And when he dies, they will say of 
this man— "Oh yes; ne had his 
faults; but he always upheld* the 
Honour of his country.” And when 
they say "Honour,'^ they mean 
Fdde. Again and again he has been 
yteady to sacrifice the Honour of hi|s 


Country to its Pride. For Honour 
means that you are too proud to do 
wrong; but Pride means that you 
will not own that you have done 
wrong— at all. That is the difference. 

THE QUEEN. Then that applies to 
America, now. 

ALBERT. Yes. Here is America; she 
has done wrong, and she knows it. 

. . . Invite her to reconsider— a 
mistake: something done by her 
agents without her instructions. She 
will think, and will behave reason- 
ably. . . . But say "I order you!” 
and she will not. 

THE QUEEN. But, Albert, ought we 
to make it so easy for them as all 
that? 

ALBERT. Yes; because we should do 
just the same ourselves, if we were 
ordered. And we should call it 
"Honour.” And for that Honour we 
should send thousands and thou- 
sands to die! What a wicked black 
thing Honour can become— when 
men make use of it— so/ 

THE QUEEN. Then what are we go- 
ing to do, Albert? 

ALBERT. We are going to alter this, 
now. ... Sit down at once, and 
write! Say that this despatch is not 
to go, till he has heard from you. 
. . . And your Messenger must go 
now, at once, and must see Lord 
Russell hims^. . . . This will take 
me more time; but you write your 
letter at once! 

THE QUEEN. Yes, Albert, yes! 

(the queen seats herself at one 
writing-tabik. the prince consort 
goes to another, the queen begins 
to write, then rings, and continues 
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writing, A gentleman enters, and 
stands waiting, while the letter is 
being -finished^,) 

THE QUEEN. Tell the Messenger to 
take this to Lord Russell, at the 
Foreign Office. He is to see him, 
and is to bring an answer. 

{The GENTLEMAN takcs the letter, 
and goes, the queen goes across to 
THE PRINCE CONSORT. She futs her 
hand on his shoulder, and leans 
over him, ) 

ALBERT (gently). Will you leave 
me alone, my Dear, while I do 
this? I shall try not to be long. 

ft 

(As the scene closes, the clock on 
the mantelpiece strikes four. When 
it opens again, some hours have 
passed. Candles are lighted, the 
prince is still at his desk, writing. 
He sits up; the pen falls from his 
hand,) 

ALBERT, That is done . . . done! 
(Slowly he reaches out, takes up 
a hand-hell, and rings, A gentle- 
man enters.) 

Tell Her Majesty that I have fin- 
ished. . . . Ask Her Majesty to 
come. 

(The gentleman bows, and goes 
out, THE PRINCE Mes to rise, sinks 
hack into his seat; resting his hands 
on the table, he bends slowly for- 
ward; his head drops to the table,) 


(the queen enters,) 

THE QUEEN. Albert, what is the 
matter? Are you ill? 

ALBERT (raising himself with dif- 
ficulty), I have done. Read itl If 
you approve, send it! 

(the queen takes up the amended 
despatch and reads it. While she 
does so, the clock strikes seven, ) 

THE queen (reading). Yes. . . . 
Yes. . . . Yes. ... I do— I do ap- 
prove— every word. 

ALBERT. Then let it go— now! 

(the queen rings. She puts the 
paper into the Despatch-box, and 
locks it. A GENTLEMAN enters . ) . 

the queen. See that this goes at 
once! 

( The gentleman goes, the prince 
has once more tcmen up his pen; 
he tries to write. The pen falls from 
his hand. He reaches out to the 
queen, with a gesture of helpless- 
ness, ) 

albert. Take me to bed! . . , 
Take me to bed, Weibchen! . . . 
Ich bin so schwach. Ich habe kaum 
die Feder halten konnen! 

(Again he tries to rise, fails, and 
falls back into his chair, the queen 
throws her arms round him,) 

the queen. Albert! 
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ACT THREE 


SCENE I 

"THE QUEEN! GOD BLESS HER!” 

1877 

A Scene from Home-Life in the Highlands 

The august Lady is sitting in a garden-tent on the lawn of Balmoral 
Castle. Her parasol leans beside her. Writing-materials are on the table 
before her, and a small fan, for it is hot weather; also a dish of peaches. 
Sunlight suffuses the tent interior, softening the round contours of the 
face, and caressing pleasantly the small plump hand busy at letter-writing. 
The even flow of her penmanship is suddenly disturbed; picking up her 
parasol, she indulgently beats some unseen object, lying concealed against 
her skirts. 


QUEEN. No: don’t scratch! Naughty! 
Naughty! 

{She then picks up a hand-bell, 
rings it, and continues her writing. 
Presently a fine figure of a man in 
Highland costume appears in the 
tent-door. He waits awhile, then 
speaks in the strong Doric of his 
native wilds.) 

MR. j. BROWN. Was your Majesty 
wanting anything, or were you 
ringing only for the fun? 

(To this brusque delivery Her Maj- 
esty responds with a cosy smile, 
for the special function of mr. john 
BROWN is not to be a courtier; and, ^ 
knowing what is expected of him, * 
he lives up to it.) 

f 

QUEEN. Bring another chaii^rown. 
And take Mop with you: he wants 
his walk. 

MR. j. B. What kind of a chair are 


you wanting, Ma’am? Is it to put 
your feet on? 

QUEEN. Oh, no. It is to put a visitor 
on. Choose a nice one with a lean- 
back. 

MR. J. B. With a lean back? Ho! Ye 
mean one that you can lean back in. 
What talk folk will bring with them 
from up south, to be sure! Yes, I’ll 
get it for ye, Ma’am. Come, Mop, 
be a braw little wee mon, and tax’ 
your walk! (And while his Royal 
Mistress resumes her writing, tak- 
ing Mop by his "lead,^ he prepares 
for departure) Have ye seen the 
paper this morning yet? Ma’am. 
(The address of respect is thrown 
in by way of after-thought, or, as 
it were, reluctantly. Having to be 
irt character, his way is to tread 
heavily on the border-line which 
divides familiarity from respect.) 
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QUEEN. Not yet. 

MR. j. B. (departing). Til bring it 
for ye, now. 

QUEEN. You had better send it. 

j. B. (turning about). What did ye 
say? . . . Ma’am. 

QUEEN. ‘‘Send it,” Brown, I said. 
Mop mustn’t be hurried. Take him 
round by the stables. 

(He goes: and the queen, with a 
soft, indulgent smile, that slowly 
flickers out as the labour of com- 
position proceeds, resumes her writ- 
ing. Presently enters a liveried 
FOOTMAN, who Stands at attention 
with the paper upon a salver. 
Touching the table at her side as 
an indication, the queen continues 
to write. With gingerly reverence 
the man lays down the paper and 
goes. Twice she looks at it before 
taking it up; then she unfolds it; 
then lays it down, and takes out 
her glasses; then begins reading. 
Evidently she comes on something 
she does not like; she pats the table 
impatiently, then exclaims) 

Most extraordinary! (A wasp settles 
on the peaches) And I wish one 
could kill all wicked pests as easily 
as you. ( She makes a dab with the 
paper-knife, the wasp escapes) 
Most extraordinary! (Relinquishing 
the pursuit of wasps, she resumes 
her reading. In a little while MR. 
JOHN BROWN returns, both hands 
occupied. The chair he deposits by 
the tent door, and liitches Mop*s 
"*lead” to the back of that on which 
THE QUEEN is sitting. With the small 
beginnings of a smile she lowers 
the paper, and looks at him and his 
accompaniments.) ^ « 

QUEEN. Well, Brown? Oh yes; that’s 
quite a nice one. . . . I’m sure 


there’s a wasps’ nest somewhere; 
there are so many of them about. 

J. B. Eh, don’t fash yourself! Wasps 
have a way of being aboot this time 
of year. It’s the fruit they’re after. 

QUEEN. Yes: like Adam' and Eve. 

J. B. That’s just it. Ma’am. 

QUEEN. You’d better take it away. 
Brown, or cover it; it’s too tempt- 
ing. 

J. B. (removing the fruit) . Ah! Now 
if God had only done that, maybe 
we’d still all be running aboot 
naked. 

QUEEN. I’m glad He didn't, then. 

J. B. Ye’re right. Ma’am. 

QUEEN. The Fall made the human 
race decent, even if it did no good 
otherwise. Brown, I’ve dropped my 
glasses. (He picks them up and re- 
turns them.) 

QUEEN. Thank you, Brown. 

J. B. So you’re expecting a visitor, 
ye say? 

QXJEEN. Yes. You haven’t seen Lord 
Beaconsfield yet, I suppose? 

J. B. Since he was to arrive oflE the 
train, you mean. Ma’am? No: he 
’came early. He’s in his room. 

QUEEN. I hope they have given him 
a comMtable one. 

J. B. It’s the one I used to have. 
There’s a good spring-bed in it, and 
a kettle-ring for the whisky. 
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QUEEN. Oh, that’s all right, then. 

|. B. Will he be staying for long? 
Ma’am. 

QUEEN. Only for a week, I’m afraid. 
Why? 

f. B. It’s about the shooting I was 
thinking: whether it was the deer 
or the grouse he’d want to be after. 

QUEEN. I don’t think Lord Beacons- 
fleld Is a sportsman. 

j. B. I know that, Ma’am, well 
enough. But there’s many who are 
not sportsmen that think they’ve 
got to do it— when they come north 
of the Tweed. 

QUEEN. Lord Beaconsfield will not 
shoot. I’m sure. You remember him. 
Brown, being here before? 

j. B. Eh! Many years ago, that was; 
he was no but Mr. Disraeli then. 
But he was the real thing. Ma’am: 
oh, a nice gentleman. 

QUEEN. He is always very nice to 
me. 

j. B. I remember now, when he first 
came, he put a tip into ma hand. 
And when I let him know the lib- 
erty he had taken, “Well, Mr. 
Brown,” he said, “I’ve made a mis- 
take, but I don’t take it back 
againi” 

, QUEEN. Very nice and sensible. * 

7 . B. And indeed it was. Ma’am. 
Many a man would never 4ftve*had 
^ wit to leave well alone by just 
apologising for it. But there was 
an understandingness about him, 
that often you don’t find. After that 
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he always talked to me like an 
equal— just like yourself might do. 
But Lord, Ma’am, his ignorance, 
it was surprising! 

QUEEN. Most extraordinary you 
should think that. Brown! 

J. B. Ah! You haven’t talked to him 
as I have. Ma’am: only about pol- 
itics, and poetry, and things like 
that— where, maybe, he knows a bit 
more than I do (though he didn’t 
know his Burns so well as a man 
ought that thinks to make laws for 
Scotland! ) . But to hear him talking 
about natural facts, you’d think he 
was just inventing for to amuse 
himself! Do you know, Ma’am, he 
thought stags had white tails like 
rabbits, and that ’twas only when 
they wagged them so as to show, 
that you could shoot them? And he 
thought that you pulled a salmon 
out o’ the water as soon as you’d 
hooked him. And he thought that 
a haggis was made of a sheep’s 
head boiled in whisky. Oh, he’s 
very innocent, Ma’am, if you get 
him where he’s not expecting you. 

QUEEN. Well, Brown, there are 
some things you can teach him, I 
don’t doubt; and there are some 
things he can teach you. I’m sure 
he has taught me a great deal. 

J. B. Ay? It’s a credit to ye both, 
then. 

QUEEN. He lets me think for my- 
self, Brown and that’s what so 
many of my Ministers would rather 
I didn’t. They want me to be 
merely the receptacle of their own 
opinions. No, Brown, that’s what 
we Stuarts ^e never going to dol 

J. B. Nor would I, Ma’am, if l.were 
in your shoes. But believe me, you 
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can do more, being a mere woman, 
so to speak, than many a king can 
do. 

QUEEN. Yes; being a woman has its 
advantages, I know. 

j. B. For you can get round em, 
Ma’am; and you can put ’em oflF; 
and you can make it very awkward 
for them— very awlovard— to have a 
difference of opinion with you. 

QUEEN {good-humouredly). You 
and I have had differences of opin- 
ion sometimes, Brown. 

j. B. True, Ma’am; that has hap- 
pened; I’ve known it happen. And 
I’ve never regretted it, never! But 
the difference there is, Ma’am, that 
I’m not your Prime Minister. Had I 
been— you’d ’a been more stiff about 
giving in— naturally! Now there’s 
Mr. Gladstone, Ma’am; I’m not 
denying he’s a great man; but he’s 
got too many ideas for my liking, 
far too many! I’m not against tem- 
perance any more than he is— put 
in its right place. But he’s got that 
crazy notion of ‘local option” in 
his mind; he’s coming to it, grad- 
ually. And he doesn’t think how 
giving “local option” to them that 
don’t take the wide view of things 
may do harm to a locality. You 
must be wide in your views, else 
you do somebody an injustice. 

QUEEN. Yes, Brown; and that is why 
I like being up in the hills, where 
the views are wide. 

J. B. I put it this way, Ma’am. You 
come to a locality, and you find 
you can’t get served as you are 
accustomed to be served. Well! ydh 
don't go there again, and you tell 
others not to go; and so the place 
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gets a bad name. I’vef a brother who 
keeps an inn down at Aberlochy on 
the coach route, and he tells me 
that more than half his customers 
come from outside the locality. 

QUEEN. Of course; fnaturally! 

J. B. Well now. Ma’am, it’ll be bad 
for the locality to have half the 
custom that comes to it turned 
away, because of local option! And 
believe me. Ma’am, that’s what it 
will come to. People living in it 
won’t see till the shoe pinches 
them; and by that time my brother, 
and others like him, will have been 
ruined in their business. 

QUEEN. Local option is not going 
to come yet. Brown. 

J. B. (firmly). No, Ma’am, not 
while I vote Conservative, it won’t. 
But I was looking ahead; I was 
talking about Mr. Gladstone. 

o 

QUEEN. Mr. Gladstone has retired 
from politics. At least, he is not 
going to take office again. 

J. B. Don’t you believe him. Ma’am. 
Mr. Gladstone is not a retiring char- 
acter. He’s in today’s paper again-' 
columns of him; have ye seen? 

QUEEN. Yes; quite as much as 1 
wish to see. 

J. B. And there’s something in what 
he says, I don’t deny. 

• 

QUEEN. There’s a great deal in what 
he says I don’t understand, and 
thatflnlMi’t wish to. 

J. B. Now you never said a truer 
thing thsm that in your life, Ma’aml 
That’s just how 1 md him. Oh. but 
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he's a great man; and it's wonder- 
ful how he appreciates the Scot, 
and looks up to his opinion. (But 
this is a line of conversation in 
which his Royal Mistress declines 
to be interested. And she is helped, 
at that moment, by something 
which really does interest her. ) 

QUEEN. Brown, how did you come 
to scratch your leg? 

j. B. 'Twas not me. Ma'am; 'twas 
the stable-cat did that— just now 
while Mop was having his walk. 

QUEEN. Poor dear Brown! Did she 
fly at you? 

j. B. Well, 'twas like this. Ma'am; 
first Mop went for her, then she 
went for him. And I tell ye she'd 
have ^craped his eyes out if I’d 
left it to a finish. 

QUEEN. Ferocious creature! She 

must be mad. 

« 

j. B. Well, Ma'am, I don't know 
whether a cat-and-dog fight is a 
case of what God had joined to- 
gether; but it's the hard thing for 
man to put asunder! And that's the 
scraping I got for it, when I tried. 

queen". You must have it cauter- 
ised, Brown. I won't have you get- 
ting hydrophobia. 

J. B. You generally get that from 
dogs. 


QUEEN. I don't like cats: I never 
did. Treacherous, deceitful crea- 
tures! Now a dog always looks up 
to you. 

J. B. Yes, Ma'am; they are tasteful, 
attractive animals, and that, maybe, 
is the reason. They give you a good 
conceit of yourself, dogs do. You 
never have to apologise to a dog. 
Do him an injury— you've only to 
say you forgive him, and he's 
friends again. 

(Accepting his views with a nod- 
ding smile, she resumes her pen, 
and spreads paper.) 

QUEEN. Now, Brown, I must get 
to work again. I have writing to do. 
See that I'm not disturbed. 

J. B. Then when were you wanting 
to see your visitor, Ma'am? There's 
his chair waiting. 

QUEEN. Ah, yes, to be sure. But I 
didn't want to worry him too soon. 
What is the time? 

J. B. Nearly twelve, Ma'am. 

QUEEN. Oh! then I think I may. 
Will you go and tell him: the 
Queen's compliments, and she 
would like to see him, now? 

J. B. I will go and tell him. Ma’am. 

QUEEN. And then I shan't want you 
any more— till this afternoon. 


, QUEEN. Oh, from cats too; any cat* J* Then Ml just go across and 
that a mad dog has bitten. take lunch at home. Ma'am. 

r 

J. B. They do say, Ma’an^hst if queen. Yes, do! That will be nice 

a mad dog bites you— you have to for you. And, Brown, mind you 

die barking. So if it's a cat-bite h&ve that lag seen to! 

I'm going to die of, you'll hear me (mb. John brown has started to 

mewing the day, maybe. go, wher^ his step is arrested,) 
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j. B. His Lordship is there in the 
garden. Ma'am, talking to the 
Princess. 

QUEEN. What, before he has seen 
me? Go, and take him away from 
the Princess, and tell him to come 
here! 

j. B. I will, Ma'am. 

QUEEN. And you had better take 
Mop with you. Now, dear Brown, 
do have your poor leg seen to, at 
once! 

j. B. Indeed, and I will. Ma'am. 
Come, Mop, man! Come and tell 
his Lordship he's wanted. {Exit 
MR. JOHN BROWN, niccltj accom- 
panied by Mop.) 

(Left to herself, the queen ad- 
ministers a feminine touch or two 
to dress and cap and hair; then 
with dignified composure she re- 
sumes her writing, and continues 
to write even when the shadow of 
her favourite Minister crosses the 
entrance, and he stands hat in hand 
before her, flawlessly arrayed in a 
gay frock suit suggestive of the 
period when male attire was still 
not only a fashion, but an art. De- 
spite, however, the studied correct- 
ness of his costume, face and de- 
portment give signs of haggard fa- 
tigue; and when he bows it is the 
droop of a weary man, slow in the 
recovery. Just at the fitting moment 
for full acceptance of his silent 
salutation, the Royal Lady lays 
down her pen.) * 

QUEEN. Oh, how do you do, my 
dear Lord Beaconsfield! Good 
morning; and welcome to Balmoral. 

• » 

LORD B. {as he kisses the hand 
extended to him). That word from 
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your Majesty brings all its charms 
to life! What a prospect of beauty 
I see aroimd me! 

QUEEN. You arrived early? I hope 
you are sufficiently rested. 

LORD B. Refreshed, Madam; rest 
will come later. 

QUEEN. You have had a long, tiring 
journey, I fear. 

LORD B. It was long. Madam. 

QUEEN. I hope that you slept upon 
the train? 

LORD B. I lay upon it. Ma'am. That 
is all I can say truly. 

QUEEN. Oh, I'm sorry! 

LORD B. There were compensations, 
Ma'am. In my vigil I was able to 
look forward— to that which is now 
before me. The morning is* beau- 
tiful! May I be permitted to inquire 
if your Majesty's health has bene- 
fited? 

QUEEN. I'm feeling “bonnie," as we 
say in Scotland. Life out of doors 
suits me. 

LORD B. Ah! This tent light is 
charming! Then my eyes had not 
deceived me; your Majesty is al- 
ready more than better. The tem- 
pered sunlight, so tender in its re- 
fflections, gives— an interior, one 
may say— of almost floral delicacw; 
making these canvas^ walls like tne 
white of an enfolding flower. 

QUEEN. Are you writing another of 
your novels, LorJ Beaconsfield? 
That soimds like composition. 
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LCMRD B. Believe me, Madam, only 
an impromptu* 

QUEEN. Now, my dear Lord, pray 
sit down! I had that chair specially 
brought for you. Generally I sit 
here quite alone. 

LORD B. Such kind forethought. 
Madam, overwhelms mel Words 
are inadequate. I accept, gratefully, 
die repose you offer me. (He sinks 
into the chair, and sits motionless 
and mute, in a weariness that is 
not the less (genuine because it 
provides an effect. But from one 
seated in the Royal Presence much 
is expected; and so it is in a tone 
of sprightly expectancy that his 
Royal Mistress now prompts him 
to his task of entertaining her.) 


LORD B. And in more other places 
than I can count. Speaking-speak- 
ing— speaking. But I have to con- 
fess, Madam, that I have not read 
his speeches. They are composed 
for brains which can find more 
leisure than yours. Madam— or 
mine. • 

QUEEN. I have read some of them. 

LORD B. Your Majesty does him 
great honour— and yourself some 
inconvenience, I fear. Those 
speeches, so great a strain to un- 
derstand, or even to listen to— my 
hard duty for now some forty years 
—are a far greater strain to read. 

QUEEN. They annoy me intensely. I 
have no patience with him! 


QUEEN. Well? And how is every- 
thing? 

LORD B. (rousing himself with an 
effort). Oh! Pardon! Your Majesty 
would* have me speak on politics, 
and affairs of State? I was rapt 
away for the moment. 

QUEEN. Do not be in any hurry, 
dear Prime Minister. 


LORD B. Pardon me. Madam; if you 
have read one of his speeches, your 
patience has been extraordinary. 

QUEEN. Can't you stop it? 

LORD B. Stop?— stop what. Madam? 
Niagara, the Flood? That which 
has no beginning, no limit, has also 
no end; till, by the operation of 
nature, it runs dry. 


LORD B. Ah! That word from an 
indulgent Mistress spurs me freshly 
to my task. But, Madam, there is 
almost nothing to tell: politics, like 
the rest of us, have been taking 
lioliday. 

QUEEN. I thought that Mr. Glad-« 
stone has been speaking. 

LORD B. (with an airy finish of 
eourtly disdain). Oh yes! He has 
\>6en— speaking. 


QUEEN. But, surely, he should be 

S jd when he speaks on matters 
may, any day, bring us into 

war! 


LORD B. Then he would be stopped. 
When the British nation goes to 
war* Madam* it ceases to listen to 
reason. Then it is only the beating 
of its own great heart that it hears: 
to that goes the marching of its 
armies, with victory as the one goal. 
Then, Madam, above reason rises 


instinct. Against that he will be 


QUEEN. In Edinburgh, quite lately. 
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QUEEN. You think so? 

LORD B. I am sure, Madam. If we 
are drawn into war, his opposition 
becomes futile. If we are not: well, 
if we are not, it will not be his 
doing that we escape that— dire ne- 
cessity. 

QUEEN. But you do think it neces- 
sary, don't you? 

(To the Sovereign's impetuous 
eagerness, so creditable to her 
heart, he replies with the oracular 
solemnity by which caution can be 
sublimated. ) 

LORD B. I hope it may not be. 
Madam. We must all say that— up 
till the last moment. It is the only 
thing we can say, to testify the 

! )acinty of our intention when chal- 
enged by other Powers. 

QUEEN (touching the newspaper). 
This morning’s news isn’t gooa. I’m 
afraid. The Russians are getting 
nearer to Constantinople. 

LORD B. They will never enter it. 
Madam. 

QUEEN. No, they mustn’t! We will 
not allow it. 

LORD B. That, precisely, is the pol- 
icy of your Majesty’s Government. 
Russia knows that we shall not 
allow it; she knows that it will 
never be. Nevertheless, we may 
have to make a demonstration. 

QUEEN. Do you propose to summon 
Parliament? 

Lord b. Not Parliament; no. Mad- 
am. Your Majesty’s Fleet will be 
'sufficient. » • 

(This lights a spark; and the Royal 
mind darts into strategy.) 
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QUEEN. If I had my way, Lord 
Beaconsfield, my Fleet would be 
in the Baltic tomorrow; and, before . 
another week was over, Petersburg 
would be under bombardment. 

lord b. (considerately providing 
this castle in the air witj} its neces- 
sary foundations). And Kronstadt 
would have fallen. 

QUEEN (puzzled for a moment at 
this naming of a place which had 
not entered her calculations) . Kron- 
stadt? Why Kronstadt? 

lord b. Merely preliminary. Mad- 
am. When that fortified suburb has 
crumbled— the rest will be easy. 

QUEEN. Yes! And what a good les- 
son it will teach them! The Crimea 
wasn’t enough for them, I suppose. 

lord b. The Crimea! Ah, what 
memories— of heroism— that word 
evokes! “Magnificent, but not war!” 

QUEEN. Oh! There is one thing, 
Lord Beaconsfield, on which I want 
your advice. 

LORD b. Always at your Majesty’s 
disposal. 

QUEEN. I wish to confer upon the 
Sultan of Turkey my Order of the 
Garter. 

LORD B. Ah! how generous, how 
generous an instinct! How like you, 
f Madam, to wish it! 

QUEEN. What I waQt to know iS, 
whothi(0» as Prime Minister, you 
have any objection? 

LORD B. "As Prime Minister.” How 
hard that makes it for me to 
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swerl How willingly would I say 
"None”I How reluctantly, on the 
contrary, I have to say, “It had 
better wait/' 

QUEEN. Wait? Wait till when? I 
want to do it now, 

LORD B. Yes, so do I. But can you 
risk. Madam, conferring that most 
illustrious symbol of honour, and 
chivalry, and power, on a defeated 
monarch? Your royal prestige, 
Ma'am, must be considered. Great 
and generous hearts need, more 
than most, to take prudence into 
their counsels. 

QUEEN. But do you think. Lord 
Beaconsfield, that the Turks are 
going to be beaten? 

LORD B. The Turks are beaten. 
Madam. . . But England will 

never be beaten. We shall dictate 
terms— moderating the demands of 
Russia;* and under your Majesty's 
protection the throne of the Kal- 
iphat will be safe— once more. That, 
Madam, is the key to our Eastern 
policy; a grateful Kaliphat, claim- 
ing allegiance from the whole Mo- 
hammedan world, bound to us by 
instincts of self-preservation— and 
we hold henceforth the gorgeous 
East in fee with redoubled security. 
His power may be a declining 
power; but ours remains. Some day, 
who knows? Egypt, possibly even 
Syria, Arabia, may be our destined 
reward. < 

(JJhe a cat over a howl of cream, 
England's Mafpsty sits lapping all 
this up. But, when he has 4Qj^,^er 
commentary is* shrewd and to the 
paint.) 

QUBBN. The French won't like that! 
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LORD B. They won't. Madam, they 
won't. But has it ever been Eng- 
land's policy, Madam, to mind what 
the French don't like? 

QUEEN (with relish). No, it never 
has been, has it? Ah! you are the 
true statesman. Lord Beaconsfield. 
Mr. Gladstone never talked to me 
like that. 

LORD B. (courteously surprised at 
what does not at all surprise him). 
No? . . . You must have had in- 
teresting conversations with him. 
Madam, in the past. 

QUEEN (very emphatically), I have 
never once had a conversation with 
Mr. Gladstone in all my life, Lord 
Beaconsfield. He used to talk to 
me as if I were a public meeting— 
and one that agreed with him, too! 

LORD B. Was there, then, any ap- 
plause, Madam? 

QUEEN. No, indeed! I was too shy 
to say what I thought. I used to 
cough sometimes. 

LORD B. Rather like coughing at a 
balloon, I fear. I have always ad- 
mired his flights— regarded as a 
mere tour de forceso buoyant, so 
sustained, so incalculable! But, as 
they never touch earth to any serv- 
iceable end, that I could discover— 
of what use are they? Yet if there 
is one man who has helped me in 
my career— to whom, therefore, I 
should owe latitude— it is he. 

QUEEN. Indeed? Now that does sur- 

S rise me! Tell me. Lord Beacons- 
eld, how has he ever helped you? 

LORD B. In our party system. Mad- 
am, we live by the mistakes of our 
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opponents. The balance of the pop- 
ular verdict swings ever this way 
and that, relegating us either to 
victory or defeat, to oflSce or to 
opposition. Many times have I 
trodden the road to power, or 
passed from it again, over ruins the 
origin of which I could recognise 
either as my own work or that of 
another; and most of all has it been 
over the disappointments, the dis- 
afiPections, the disgusts, the dis- 
illusionments— chiefly among his 
own party—which my great oppo- 
nent has left me to profit by. I 
have gained experience from what 
he has been morally blind to; what 
he has lacked in understanding of 
human nature he has left for me to 
discover. Only today I learn that 
he has been in the habit of ad- 
dressing— as you. Madam, so wittily 
phrased it— of addressing, "as 
though she were a public meeting,” 
that Royal Mistress, whom it has 
ever been my most difficult task 
not to address sometimes as the 
most charming, the most accom- 
plished, and the most fascinating 
woman of the epoch which bears 
her name. (He pauses, then re- 
sumes) How strange a fatality di- 
rects the fate of each one of us! 
How fortunate is he who knows the 
limits tliat destiny assigns to him: 
limits beyond which no word must 
be uttered. 

(His oratorical flight, so buoyant 
and sustained, having come to its 
calculated end, he drops deftly to 
earth, encountering directly for the 
first time the flattered smile with 
which THE QX7EEN has listened to 
him.) 

Madam, your kind silence re- 
minds me, in the gentlest, the mqst 
considerate way possible, that I am 
not here to relieve the tedium of a 
life made lonely by a bereavement 
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equal to your own, in conversation 
however beguiling, or in quest of a 
sympathy of which, I dare to say, 
I feel assured. For, in a sense, it is 
as to a public assembly, or rather 
as to a great institution, immemo- 
rially venerable and august that I 
have to address myself when, 
obedient to your summons, I come 
to be consulted as your Majesty’s 
First Minister of State. If, there- 
fore, your royal mind have any 
inquiries, any further commands to 
lay upon me, I am here. Madam, 
to give effect to them in so far as 
I can. 

(This time he has really finished, 
but with so artful an abbreviation 
at the point where her interest has 
been roused that the queen would 
fain have him go on. And so the 
conversation continues to flow 
along intimate channels.) 

QUEEN. No, dear Lord Beaconsfield, 
not today! Those oflScial matters 
can wait. After you have said so 
much, and said it so beautifully, 
I would rather still talk with you as 
a friend. Of friends you and I have 
not many; those who make up our 
world, for the most part, we have 
to keep at a distance. But while I 
have many near relatives, children 
and descendants, I remember that 
you have none. So your case is the 
harder. 

LORD B. Ah, no. Madam, indeed! 
I have my children— descendants 
who will live after me, I trust— in 
* those policies which, for the wel- 
fare of my beloved coimtry, I con- 
fide^ to the care of a Sovereign 
whom^ "revere and love. . . . lam 
not unhappy in my life, Madatti; 
far less in my fortune; only, as ago 
creeps on, I find myself so lonely, 
so solitary, that sometimes I have 
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doubt whether I am really alive, or 
whether the voice, with which now 
* and then I seek to reassure myself, 
be not the voice of a dead man. 

QUEEN (almost tearfuUy). No, no, 
my dear Lord Beaconsfield, you 
mustn't say thatl 

LORD B. (gallantly), I won’t say 
anything. Madam, that you forbid, 
or that you dislike. You invited me 
to speak to you as a friend; so I 
have done, so I do. I apologise that 
I have allowed sadness, even for a 
moment, to trouble the harmony— 
the sweetness— of our conversation. 

QUEEN. Pray, do not apologisel It 
has been a very great privilege; 
1 beg that you will go on! Tell me— 
you spoke of bereavement— I wish 
you would tell me more— about 
yoiu* wife. 

(The sudden request touches some 
latent chord; and it is with genuine 
amotiqn that he answers,) 

LORD B. Ah! My wife! To her I 
owed everything. 

QUEEN. She was devoted to you, 
wasn’t she? 

LORD B. I never read the depth of 
her devotion— till after her death. 
Then, Madam— this I have told to 
nobody but yourself— then I found 
among her papers— addressed **to 
my dear husband”— a message, 
written only a few days before her 
death, with a hand shaken by thaf 
nerve-racking and fatal malady 
which she endured so patiently- 
begging me to marry agam * 
(tbs QUEEN is now really crying, 
^usdLfiiids speech difficult,) 

And you, you—? Dear Lord 


Beaconsfield; did you mean— had 
you ever meant—? 

LORD B. I did not then, Madam; 
nor have I ever done so since. It is 
enough if I allow myself— to love. 

QUEEN. Oh, yes, yes; I understand 
—better than others would. For that 
has always been my own feeling. 

LORD B. In the history of my race. 
Madam, there has been a great tra- 
dition of faithfulness between hus- 
bands and wives. For the hardness 
of our hearts, we are told, Moses 
ermitted us to give a writing of 
ivorcement. But we have seldom 
acted on it. In my youth I became 
a Christian; I married a Christian. 
But that was no reason for me to 
desert the nobler traditions of my 
race— for they are in the blood and 
in the heart. When my wife died 
I had no thought to many again; 
and when I came upon that tender 
wish, still I had no thought for it; 
my mind would not change. Cir- 
cumstances that have happened 
since have sealed irrevocably my 
resolution— never to marry again. 

QUEEN. Oh, I think that is so wise, 
so right, so noble of you! 

(The old Statesman rises, pauses, 
appears to hesitate, then in a voice 
charged with emotion says) 

LORD B. Madam, will you permit me 
to kiss your hand! 

(The hand graciously given, and 
the kiss fetpently implanted, he 
falls back once more to a respectful 
distance. But the emotional excite- 
ment of the interview has told upon 
him, and it is in a wavering voice 
ojf weariness that he now speaks,) 

LORD B. You have been very for- 
bearing with me, Madam, not to 
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indicate that I have outstayed 
either my welcome or your powers 
of endurance. Yet so much conver- 
sation must necessarily have tired 
you. May I then crave permission, 
Madam, to withdraw? For, to speak 
truly, I do need some rest. 

QUEEN. Yes, my dear friend, go and 
rest yourself! But before you go, 
will you not wait, and take a glass 
of wine with me? {He bows and 
she rings) And there is just one 
other thing I wish to say before 
we part. 

LORD B. Speak, Madam, for thy 
servant heareth. 

{The other servant is now also 
standing to attention, awaiting 
orders,) 

QUEEN. Bring some wine. (The at- 
tendant goes) That Order of the 
Garter which I had intended to 
confer upon the Sultan— have you, 
as Prime Minister, any objection if 
I bestow it nearer home, on one 
to whom personally— I cannot say 
more— on yourself, I mean. 

{At that pronouncement of the 
'Royal favour the Minister stands, 
exhausted of energy, in an attitude 
of drooping humility. The eloquent 
silence is broken presently by the 

QUEEN.) 

QXjrEEN. Dear Lord Beaconsfield, I 
want your answer. 

LORD B. Oh, Madam!, What ade- 
quate answer can these poor lips 
make to so magnificent an offer? 
Yet answer I must. We have spoken 
together briefly today of our poli- 
cies in the Near East. Madam, Iqt 
me come to you again v^hen I have 
saved Constantinople, and secured 
once more upon a firm basis the 
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peace of Europe. Then ask me 
again whether I have any objection, 
and I will own— "I have none!” 
{Re-enters attendant. He deposits 
a tray with decanter and glasses, 
and retires again,) 

QUEEN. Very well. Lord Beacons^ 
field. And if you do not remind me, 

I shall remind you. {She points to 
the tray.) Pray, help yourself! {He 
takes up the decanter.) 

LORD B. I serve you. Madam? 

QUEEN. Thank you. 

{He fills the two glasses; presents 
hers to the queen, and takes up 
his own.) 

LORD B. May I propose for myself- 
a toast. Madam? 

(the queen sees what is coming, 
and bows graciously.) % 

LORD B. The Queen! God bless her! 
{He drains the glass, then breaks 
it against the pole of the tent, and 
throws away the stem.) An old 
custom. Madam, observed by loyal 
defenders of the House of Stuart, 
so that no lesser healtli might ever 
be drunk from the same glass. To 
my old hand came a sudden access 
of youthful enthusiasm— an ardour 
which I could not restrain. Your 
pardon. Madam! 

QUEEN {very gently). Go and lie 
down, Lord Beaconsfield; you need 
rest. 

t 

LORD B. Adieu, Madam. 

% 

queen.® Draw your curtains, and 
sleep well! 

{For a moment he stands gazing at 
her with a look of deep emotton; 
he tries to speak. Ordinary wards^ 
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seem to fad; he falters into poetry.) 
•When pain and anguish wring the 
brow, 

A ministering Angel, thoul” 

{It has been beautifully said, they 
both feel. Silent and slow, with 
head reverentially bowed, he backs 
from the Presence, the queen sits 
and looks after the retreating figure, 
then at the broken fragments of 
glass. She takes up the hand-bell 
and rings. The attendant enters.) 

QUEEN. Pick up that broken glass. 


(The ATTENDANT collects it on the 
hand-tray which he carries) Bring 
it to me! . . . Leave it! (The at- 
tendant deposits the tray before 
her, and goes. Gently the queen 
handles the broken pieces. Then 
in a voice of tearful emotion she 
speaks) Such devotion! Most ex- 
traordinary! Oh! Albert! Albert! 
(And in the sixteenth year of her 
widowhood and the fortieth of her 
reign, the Royal Lady bends her 
head over the fragments of broken 
glass, and weeps happy tears.) 


curtain 


SCENE II 

HAPPY AND GLORIOUS 
20th June 1897 


From the *"great relief,** confirmed by the voice of the electorate two years 
later, the queen passes serenely on to the culminating triumph of her 
reign. The Diamond Jubilee provides material for a tableau rather than a 
play; and it is as a tableau that we have here presented to us this gather- 
ing together, at Buckingham Palace, of more than fifty of the Queens 
direct descendants, together with representatives of all the crowned heads 
of a Europe still at peace. 

The Triumphal Procession is over, and the large upper chamber be- 
comes filled with Royalty. Bonnets, costumes, uniforms mingle in a mov- 
ing clash of colours; Orders sparkle, sword-chains clink, spurs jingle. Their 
owners step delicately, bowing their way from group to group; and— some 
now encountering for the first time— high form and ceremony are still the 
rule. But here and there Members of the Royal ^Family, meeting each 
other, exchange remarks of a familiar character, though sometimes in a 
foreign accent. And as all (except an Official or two) who thus mix and 
converse are^ Royal Highnes^s—if nothing more— there is no need to 
trouble about names. Ndbbdy today, except the queen herself (and 
perhaps the Heir- Apparent) is individyplly important. So, not as individ- 
uals but in the group, we listen to their royal highnesses chatting among 
themselves over the events of the day, filing up time till the Chief Char- 
acter niakes her appearance. 
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ROYAL HIGHNESSES. Weill So that S 
overl . . . How beautifully every- 
thing went! . . . Excellently! . . . 
Very well indeed! . . . Nothing 
could have been better! ... I 
hope Mamma enjoyed it as much 
as we did. . . . Oh, Tm sure she 
did. . . . What crowds! What 
cheering! And what perfect order! 
. . . Yes, the English are a won- 
derful people. . . . Have you seen 
Mamma, since she got back? . . . 
Yes, I have just been with her. 
. . . How has she borne it? . . . 
Oh, she’s all right. She will be up 
in a minute. They are getting her 
into her chair. 

AN IMPERIAL HIGHNESS. My dear 
Uncle Bertie, congratulations! What 
a glorious landmark in the annals 
of your great Nation! 

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS. Thank you. 
Yes, very satisfactory, I think. I am 
so glad that you were able to be 
present. 

AN IMPERIAL HIGHNESS. Ach! I 
would not have missed it for any- 
thing! 

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS {tO an OFFI- 
CIAL). Sir Arthur, will you please 
to give orders for the window to 
be ready? (sir Arthur bows, and 
goes to give the order. Presently 
two Footmen enter, and undo the 
bolts of the centre window, A Court 
Official enters, comes to His Royal 
Highness, bows, and makes a com- 
munication, ) 

HIS ROYAL highness {tO HIS IM- 
PERIAL highness). Excuse me for 
one moment. ^ , 

sm ARTHUR (to the Footmen). Do 
not go; remain. 
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(They stand to attention on either 
side of the window. And now, from 
the corridor outside, comes an ap- 
proaching sound— a mingling of 
voices, foot-steps, and a low rolling 
of wheels; and the queen enters, 
seated in her wheeled chair, accom- 
panied by her two Sohs, The as- 
sembled Family and the Royal 
Gt tests, with the formality befitting 
a great occasion, how low upon her 
entrance. The word **Congratula- 
tions* emerges from the general 
hum of voices. Then expressions of 
affection take the place of cere- 
mony. ) 

A ROYAL PRINCESS. Mamma, dear, 
how are you? 

THE QUEEN. Very tired, my dear; 
but oh, so happy! ... To think 
now that it is all over! ... So 
glad that I had the strength for it! 

PRINCESS. And the courage. Mam- 
ma, dear! • 

ANOTHER PRINCESS. You were quite 
wonderful. Mamma! 

THE QUEEN. Yes, SO the Doctor tells 
me. He has just felt my pulse and 
taken my temperature. And he says 
that he could not have believed it 
possible. Oh, I’m— I’m so thankful! 

HIS ROYAL ihghness. So is every- 
body. And now, Mamma, I think 
you had better take a glass of wine. 
It will do you good. 

THE QUEEN. Thank you. 

HIS tfiOYAL HIGHNESS* And may we 
also drink to your good health, 
Mamma? 

THE QUEEN. Certainly; why, ye.s. 
certainly! Please, all of youl 
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{In the background Attendants 
have already begun serving wine 
into glasses. A ^ass is brought to 

THE QUEEN.) 

THE QUEEN. What is it? 

HIS ROYAL •HIGHNESS. Champagne, 
Mamma. 

THE QUEEN. No, no; I will have 
sherry. {So sherry is brought) How 
long has it taken? 

PRINCESS. Nearly three hours. 
Mamma. 

THE QUEEN. Oh, dear mel And it 
seems like yesterday and tomorrow 
—almost! . • . Three hours! 

ms ROYAL mcHNESS. Your Imperial 
and Royal Highnesses, I have great 
pleasure in asking you to drink to 
the health of Her Majesty, the 
Queen. May she continue long, in 
health end prosperity, to enjoy the 
love of her Children and her 
people. 

{The health is drunk with decorous 
enthusiasm, the queen sits bowing 
her acknowledgments to all the as- 
sembled Famuy, with tears and 
smiles.) 

the queen. Thank you! Oh, thank 
you! 

PRINCESS. Won't you go and rest 
now. Mamma? 

the queen. Not yet. . . . That 
cheering that I hear means that 
dear peojfle are expecting to 
soe nae again. 1 must try not ^o dis- 
ap{K)iht them. 

i^a^osss. It would be nice if you 
00^, Mamma. You think you can? 


THE QUEEN. Yes, but I Can't get up. 
I must go as I am. Have the win- 
dows opened. 

{The windows are opened by the 
Footmen; the cheering swells.) 

THE QUEEN. Yes, but over the balus- 
trade, they will not be able to see 
me. I must be raised. Tell them to 
bring in the sliding dais. 

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS. It is already 
there in position, Mamma. 

THE QUEEN. Really! How thought- 
ful! {And so, when the window is 
opened, the sliding dais is let down 
from without into the window- 
frame. While this is being done 
with quiet efficiency by the well- 
trained Footmen, the queen con- 
tinues speaking) Then^ now, will 
you, Bertie, and some of the others 
go out, and let them know that I 
am coming? Not too many, just a 
few. (So six members of the Royal 
Family go out on to the balcony, 
and the cheering grows louder. 
THE queen, seeing that the dais is 
now in position, makes a gesture 
of command, and the chair, slowly 
propelled, mounts the ramp pre- 
pared for it, and passes into the 
balcony. Immediately the cheering 
becomes tremendous, and would go 
on without abatement for much 
longer than exhausted old human 
nature can allow, the queen gives 
the signal for retirement; the chair 
is withdrawn, and backs into its 
former central position; and the 
Royal Family retire, bowing, from 
the public gaze. The dais is lifted, 
the window is closed again.) 

TifE QUEEN. It's Very gratifying, 
very, to find— after aU these years— 
that they do appreciate all that I 
have to do mr them— for their 
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gbod, and for this great Country 
of ours. We have been so near to- 
gether today— they and I: all my 
dear people of England, and Scot- 
land— and Ireland, and the dear 
Colonies, and India. From all round 
the world I have had messages. 
Such loyalty— such devotion! Most 
extraordinary! Tell Mr. Chamber- 
lain how very much I approve of 
all the arrangements he made for 
the proper representation of all 
parts of my Empire in the Proces- 
sion. Everything so perfectly in 
order. Most gratifying! . . . Well, 
I must go now and rest, or I shall 
not be able to take my place at 
dinner tonight, and that would 
never do! ... So happy! ... As 
we were coming back— you were in 
front, Bertie, so perhaps you didn’t 
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see— it was just by Hyde Park Cor- 
ner, there was a great crowd there; 
and a lot of rough men— of course 
it ought not to have happened, but 
it didn’t matter— broke right 
through the lines of the police and 
troops guarding the route; and 
they ran alongside the carriage, 
shouting and cheering me. And I 
heard them say: “Go it. Old Girl! 
You’ve done it well! You’ve done it 
well!” Of course, very unsuitable— 
the words; but so gratifying! And 
oh, I hope it’s true! I hope it’s true! 
. . . Hark! They are still cheering. 
. . . Albert! Ah! if only you could 
have been here! 

(And, having said her say, the 
great, wonderful, little old Lady 
gives the signal to her Attendants, 
and is wheeled slowly away,) 
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ACT ONE 


SCENE I 

The living room of a house in Glansarno, a small village in a remote 
Welsh countryside. A sunny afternoon in June, in the latter part of the 
last century. 

The house is old, and the ceiling slants away from the audience. Facing 
the audience, on the left, narrow stairs lead up to a landing and then on 
the left to a passage to the bedrooms; we can just see, facing, the door of 
one bedroom which is later to be Miss Moffafs. A door leads to the 
kitchen; at the foot of the stairs, an alcove and a door lead to a little room 
which is later the study. In the back wall, to the right, the front door, 
with outside it a small stone porch faintly overgrown with ivy, and open- 
ing to the left on to a path; in the back wall, to the left, a large bay win- 
dow with a small sofa seat. In the right wall, downstage, the garden door, 
and above it a small side window; when the door is open we can just see 
a trellised porch with a creeper. Through the thickish curtains over the 
bay window we glimpse a jagged stone wall and the sky. 

The floor is of stone flags, with one rug in front of the sofa. Faded 
sprigged wallpaper. ^ 

The furniture is a curious jumble of old Welsh and Victorian pieces. 

A large serviceable flat-topped desk under the side window, a desk-chair 
in front of it; a table with a small chair, near the middle of the room; an 
armchair, between the desk and the table; a sofa, downstage, between 
the table and the foot of the stairs; in the back wall, near the kitchen door, 
an old Welsh dresser with plates and crockery; in the left wall, against 
the staircase, a settle; in the window recess, a small table. In the back 
wall, to the right of the front door, a small grandfathers clock. An oil 
lamp on the centre table, another on the desk. Another on the dresser. 

The most distinctive feature of the room is the amount of books on th^ 
walls^ of all sorts and sizes; some in open bookcases, others on newly buili 
shelves, in practically every available space. 

The kitchen door is open; there are books on the window seat. 

As the curtain rises, mr. john goronwy jones and miss ronberry are 
arranging the last books in their places; she is sitting on a tiny stool taking 
books out of a large packing case and fitting them on to narrow shelves 
between the garden door and the side window, flicking each one mechani- 
cally with a tiny lace handkerchief. She & cb gentlewoman in her thirties, 
with the sort of pinched prettiness that tends to look sharp before that 
age, especially when if makes sjibradic attempts of coquetry; she wears a 
hat. He is a shabby Welshman of forty, bespectacled, gloomy and intense; 
a volcano, harmless even in full eruption. He is perched on top of a st^ ^ 

Q.87 
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ladder, arranging hooks on a high shelf between the front door and the 
bay window, dusting them vigorously before putting them in place. 


MB. JONES (singing), . . Pechu- 
dur wyf, y dua'n fyw— Uffernl’ 
yw fy nghri; Gostwng dy glust, 
a'am llefain clyw . . . So—so—so— 
la— so—sol” 

MISS BONBERRY (seated on stool). 
Your voice has given me an agonis- 
ing headache. And if you must in- 
dulge in music, will you please not 
do it in Welsh? 

MR. JONES. I wasn’t indulgin’ in 
music, I was singin’ a hymn. (Put- 
ting the last book on the shelf and 
climbing down) And if a hymn 
gives you a headache, there is noth- 
ing wrong with the hymn, there is 
something wrong with your head. 

MISSS BONBERRY. I Still don’t SCO 
the necessity for it. 

MR. JONES (picking up the empty 
packing case and moving towards 
the kitchen ) . I sing to cheer myself 
up. 

MISS BONBERRY. What do the words 
mean? 

MR. JONES. "The wicked shall bum 
in hell.” (Exits into kitchen.) 
(miss BONBERRY picks up packing 
case. XDWAL morris comes in from 
garden, stops at door.) 

lii&e BONBERRY. OhI (iDWAL is a 

Ain, ragged boy of thirteen, very 
Anid) Is the garden nico 
f^y? ^ 

’Sgwelwchi’n dda, dWdi 

hlocb. 


miss ronberry. Translation! 
(Crosses with box to chair in arch 
of bay window— then to left of 
centre table.) 

(mr. JONES returns, carries two 
piles of books.) 

IDWAL. Os gwelwchi’n dda, Mistar 
Jones, d’wi’di torri’r bloda, a mae’r 
domen yn hogla’n ofnadwy. 

(miss ronberry goes to him and 
takes flowers.) 

MR. JONES. He says he cut the 
sweet peas and the rubbish heap 
is smelling terrible. 

MISS ronberry. Oh, dear. His 
father must put something on it. 
(Arranges flowers in vase.) 

MR. JONES (going up ladder). 
That’s the English all over. The 
devil is there, is he? Don’t take him 
away, put a bit of scent on him! 
Gofyn i dy dad i roi rwbeth arno 
am heddyw. 

IDWAL. Diolch, syr. (He runs into 
the garden again.) 

MISS RONBERRY. I hope he will have 
the sense to give the message. 

MR. JONES (still on ladder). It is 
terrible, isn’t it, the people on 
these green fields and flowery hill- 
sides bein’ turned out of Heaven 
because they cannot answer Saint 
Peter when he asks them who the^ 
are in English? It is wicked, isnt 
it, the Welsh children not bein’ 
b(y* n knowHg English— isn’t it? 
Good heavens, God bless my soul, 
by Jove, this, that and the otb^I 
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MISS RONBERRY. Anybody in Wales 
will tell you that the people in this 
part of the countryside are prac- 
tically barbarians, (sarah pugh 
comes out of the bedroom and 
down the stairs. She is a buxom 
peasant woman, with a strong 
Welsh accent) Not a single caller 
for fifteen miles, and even then . . . 

SARAH. Please, Miss— I made the 
bed lovely. And I dust . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. That will be all, 
dear. The Colonel is bound to have 
his own manservant. 

SARAH. Then I better have another 
sit down in my post oflBce. 

MR. JONES. What is the matter with 
your post ofiSce? 

SARAH. It has— (Opens door)— not 
had a letter for seven weeks. No- 
body but me can write, and no 
good me writing because nobody 
but me can read. If I get a tele- 
gram I put him in the window 
and I die straight off. {She goes, 
closes door,) 

MISS RONBERRY. You See? I can't 
think why a Colonel should elect 
to come and live in this place. 
There. ... I have never seen so 
many bo^oksl I do hope the curtains 
will not be too feminine. I chose 
them with such care. 

MR. JONES (darkly), ^Why are you 
taking so much trouble getting 
somebody else’s house ready for 
them? 

MISS RONBERRY (examines cush- 
ion), You need not hat^e helped fne 
if you did not wish! (Crosses to 
settle for needle and thread) 1 am 
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frightened of the spinning-wheel, 
too, and the china; his own furni- 
ture is so distinctive. The desk. And 
the wastepaper basket. ... So 
... so virile. 

MR. JONES (on ladder). Are you 
hoping that the Colonel will live 
up to his wastepaper basket? 

MISS RONBERRY. That is horrid. 

MR. JONES. And then you will have 
two on a string: him and the 
Squire . , . 

MISS RONBERRY. Mr. JonesI 

MR. JONES. And if I was a bit more 
of a masher, there would be three. 
Worldly things, that is your trouble. 
"Please, Mistar Jones, my life is as 
empty as a rotten nutshell, so get 
me a husband before it is too late, 
double quicki'' 

(A knock at the front door; it opens 
and a liveried groom appears,) 

MISS RONBERRY. You insulting 

man . • . 

GROOM. The Squire. 

(The SQUIRE follows him. He is a 
handsome English country gentle- 
man in his forties, wearing knicker- 
bockers and gaiters; a hard drinker, 
bluff, kind, immensely vain; and^ 
when the time comes, obtusely oh 
stinate. The groom goes out again 
and shuts the door,) 

MISS RONBERRY (fluttering eagerly 
into a handshake). Squire. .... 

THE SQumE (with » exuberant pa- 
trohage), Delicious lady, delicious 
surprise, and a merry afternoon to 
ye, as oura forebears put it. . . . 
How are you, Jones, making the 
most of youi half-day? 
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MR. JONES {sullenly, making an un- 
certain effort to rise from the lad- 
der), Good afternoon, sir . . . 

THE SQUIRE. Squat, dear fellow, 
squat ... No ceremony with mel 
And why, dear lady, were you not 
at the Travers-Ellis wedding? 

( JONES starts down the ladder,) 

MISS RONBERRY. Naughty! I sat next 
to you at the breakfast. 

THE SQUIRE. By Jingo! So you did! 

MR. JONES. Excuse me . . . 

{He goes into study,) 

THE SQUIRE. Deuced fine break- 
fast! . . • 

MISS RONBERRY. We had a talk 
about children. 

THE SQUIRE. Did we? Well, the next 
wedding we re at, there’ll be no 
chance ‘of my forgettin’ you, eh? 

MISS RONBERRY. Why? 

THE SQUIRE. Because— youll be the 
stunning, blushing bride! 

MISS RONBERRY. And who— will be 
the-? 

THE SQUIRE. Now that’s what I 
want to know, because I’m going 
to give you away! 

MISS RONBERRY. Oh! 

(mr. JONES returns from the study.) 

THE SQUIRE. NoW who’s it gOfU^ tO 
be? 

c 

MISS RONBERRY. Squire, you are too 
ttnpatienti I am taxing my time! 


THE SQUIRE. Too bad ... No sign 
of the new inhabitant? 

MISS RONBERRY. Any moment now, 
I think! The pony and trap met the 
London train at a quarter to twelve! 

THE SQUIRE. Hasn’t the fellow got 
his own private conveyance? 

MISS RONBERRY. I think not. 

THE SQUIRE. I hope he’s all right. 

MISS RONBERRY. He wrote very 
civilly to Mr. Jones about the 
house . . . 

THE SQUIRE. Oh, yes. Not a club, I 
remember, but the paper— not bad 
texture. Funny sort of chap, 
though, eh? 

MISS RONBERRY. Why? 

THE SQUIRE. All these books. 

(A timid knock at the front door, 
iDWAL enters, very frightened.) 

rowAL. Osgwelwchi’n dda, syr, mae 
Mistar Tomos wedi ’ngyrru i yma 
ich gweld chi! 

THE SQUIRE. Y’know, it's as bad as 
being abroad. . . . Been among 
it half my life, and never get used 
to it. ^ 

MR. JONES. The groom told him, sir, 
that you wanted to see him. 

THE SQUIRE. Oh, yes— Well, come 
here where I can see you, eh? 
(squire turns to him) Now, boy, 
how old are you— (To jones)— or 
whatever th6 Chinese is for it? 

MR. JONES. Just turned thirteen, sir. 
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THE SQUIRE. Thirteen? Well, why 
aren’t you working in the mine 
over in the next valley? Don’t like 
to see young fellows wasting their 
time, y’know. 

MR. JONES. He has got one lung 
funny. 

THE SQUIRE. Oh, I See. . . . Rough 
luck. Here, laddy, there’s a sixpence 
for you, and remember all work 
and no play makes Taify a dull 
boyl 

IDWAL. Diolch yn faw, syr . . . 

THE SQUIRE. And tell your uncle I 
want Ranger shod . . . 

IDWAL. Diolch, syr . , . 

THE SQUIRE. And a gate mended . . . 

IDWAL. Diolch yn faw, syr . . . 
{He runs out.) 

MISS RONBERRY. But he hasn’t un- 
derstood your orders! 

THE SQUIRE. Neither he has . . . 

MR. JONES. He thought the Squire 
was havin’ a chat. I will tell his 
uncle— 

IDWAL (offstage, calling shrilly to 
his friends). Tomos— Aneurin— 
dyma’r cerbyd— (jones looks out 
window)— dev/ch i wel’d— fe ddwe- 
dai wrth y Scweiar— brysiwch! 

MISS RONBERRY (riscs) . That must 
be something . . . 

( IDWAL appears at the front door, 
panting with expectation.) 

IDWAL. Pliss, syr, dyma’r carbydl 
(He darts bacK, leaving the door 
open.) 


MISS RONBERRY (looks OUt tOlfl- 
dow). He must mean the Colonel. 
How gratifying . . . 

(BESSIE WATTY wanders shyly in. 
She is an extremely pretty, plump 
little girl of fourteen; it is a moment 
before one realises that her de- 
mureness is too good to be true. 
She wears her hair over her shoul- 
ders, is dressed very plainly, in a 
shabby sailor suit and hat, and 
carries brown-paper parcels. She is 
followed by mrs. watty, a middle- 
aged Cockney servant, dressed for 
traveling, carrying a hamper in her 
arms. Her self-confidence is not so 
overwhelming as the squire’s, but 
it is quite as complete, and as 
kindly. ) 

the squire. Capital . . . 

MRS. WATTY (to the SQUIRE ). D’you 
speak English? 

THE SQUIRE (taken aback). 1 do. 

MRS. WATTY. Be a dear an’ ’old this! 
(She hands him the hamper and 
hurries out through the front door. ) 

THE SQUIRE. Crikey! A Colonel with 
an abigail! (Catching Bessie’s owl- 
like expression and stopping short) 
Why don’t you say something? 

BESSIE. I never speak till I’m spoken 
to. 

THE SQUIRE. Oh . . . Well, who 
was that? 

BESSIE. My mummy. ( To miss ron- 
berry) I never had no daddy. 
(Her jiccent is not as natural as 
her mothers; she sometimes strains 
to be ladylike, especially at mo- 
ments like this. MRS. WATTY retums 
with two large parcels.) 
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MBS. WATTY. My Gawd— (Patiss)— 
they're heavy. (Puts them on 
table.) 

MISS RONBERRY. What are they? 

MRS. WATTY. Books. 

(Takes hamper from squire.) 

THE squire. Is your employer with 
you, my good woman? 

MRS. WATTY. No, followed be md, 
most of the way. Ought to be 'ere 
by now, Fll 'ave a see. . . . (Goes 
to door) 'Ere we arel Tally-ol 
Thought we’d lost youl 
(A pause, miss moffat comes in 
from the road, wheeling a bicycle. 
She, is about forty, a healthy Eng- 
lishwoman with an honest face, 
olear, beautiful eyes, a humorous 
mouth, a direct friendly manner, 
and unbounded vitality, which is 
prevented from tiring the spectator 
by Us capacity for sudden silence 
and for listening. Her most promi- 
nent characteristic is her complete 
unsentimentality. She wears a straw 
hat, collar and tie, and a dark un- 
exaggerated skirt; a satchel hangs 
from her shoulder.) 

MISS MOFFAT. I was hoping to pass 
you, but that last hill was too much 
for me. (Displaying the bicycle) 
Good afternoon. 

ALL. Good afternoon. 

MISS MOFFAT. There’s a smallish 
crowd already, so I thought I’d 
better bring Priscilla inside. Watty, 
can you find somewhere for her? 
(She gives the room a quick ap- 
praising look, peers out of the side 
window, dnd nods pleasantly to the 

SQUiPje.) c 

MRS. WATTY. Duimo, I’m sure. 


MISS MOFFAT. I think I’ll have a 
look at the garden first. (She goes 
out into the garden. ) 

MRS. WATTY (wheeling bicycle 
gingerly towards the kitchen). That 
must be my kitchen in there, we’ll 
’ave to ’ang ’er with the bacon. (To 
BESSIE) Come on, girl, give us a 
’and— don’t stand there gettin’ into 
mischief! 

BESSIE. I’m frightened of it. 

MRS. WATTY. It won’t bite you! 
Most it can do is catch fire, and I’ll 
’ave a drop o’ water ready for it. 
(Her voice fades away into the 
kUchen. ) 

BESSIE. Has anybody got a sweetie? 
MISS RONBERRY. No. 

BESSIE. Oh. . . . 

(She trails after her mother into 
the kitchen, miss moffat returns 
very businesslike.) 

MISS MOFFAT. It’s bigger than I ex- 
pected. . . . (Closes door) There! 
(Puts satchel on desk) Good after- 
noon! So this is my house. . . . 

THE SQUIRE (blustering). No, it 
isn’t! 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh? Isn’t this Pen- 
grath? The name of the building, I 
mean? 

c 

MISS RONBERRY. YeS, it iS. . . • 

MISS MOFFAT. TTiat’s right, it was 
left me by my uncle. Dr. Moffat. 
I’lfi Miss Moffat. I take it you’re 
Miss Ronberry, who so kindly cor- 
responded with me? 
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THE SQUIRE. But sure—those letters 
were written by a man? 

MISS MOFFAT. Well, if they were, I 
have been grossly deceiving myself 
for over forty years. Now this is 
jolly interesting. Why did it never 
occur to you that I might be a 
woman? 

THE SQUIRE. Well— the paper wasn’t 
scented . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. And such a bold 
hand . . . 

THE SQUIRE. And that long piece 
about the lease being ninety-nine 
years, don’t you know . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Was there anything 
wrong with it? 

THE SQUIRE. No, there wasn’t, that’s 
the point. 

MISS MOFFAT. I see. 

MISS RONBERRY. And surely you 
signed your name very oddly? 

MISS MOFFAT. My initials, L. C. 
MoflFat? You see. I’ve never felt 
that Lily Christabel really suited 
me. 

MISS RONBERRY. And I thought— it 
meant Lieutenant-Colonel! But 
there was a military title after it. 

MISS MOFFAT. M.A., Master of Arts. 

THE SQUIRE. Arts? D’ye mean the 
degree my father bought me when 
I came down from the Varsity? 

MISS MOFFAT. The very same. Ex- 
cept that I was at Aberdeen, and 
had to work jolly hard for mine. 
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THE SQUIRE. A female M.A.? And 
how long’s that going to last? 

MISS MOFFAT. Quite a long time, I 
hope, considering we’ve been wait- 
ing for it for two thousand years. 

MR. JONES (who has been silent 
since she entered). Are you saved? 

MISS MOFFAT (starting, turning and 
taking him in for the first time). 
I beg your pardon? 

MR. JONES. Are you Church or 
Chapel? 

MISS MOFFAT. I really don’t know 
. . . And now you know all about 
me, what do you do? 

THE SQUIRE. I’m afraid I don’t do 
anything. (He extricates his hat 
angrily from the table, ) 

MISS RONBERRY. Mr. Trcverby owns 
the Hall! 

MISS MOFFAT. Really. I’ve nevei 
had much to do with the landed 
gentry. Interesting. 

THE SQUIRE. Au revoir, dear lady. 
’Day, Jones. (He goes frigidly out 
by the front door, jones closes 
door,) 

MISS MOFFAT. Well, nobody could 
say that I’ve made a conquest there. 
. . . What’s the matter with him? 
(mrs. WATTY comes in from 
kitchen with tea tray,) 

MRS. WATTY. I found the tea, 
ma’am, it looks all ught. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Good! 

MRS. watty! An’ the big luggage is 
cornin’ after . . . 
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MISS MOFFAT (at sfudy door). This mrs. watty (sorrowfully). Light 
isn’t a bad little room . . . fingers. 


MRS. WATTY. Where’s his lordship? 

MISS MOFFAT (going upstcks) . 
Took offense and left. (She dis- 
appears down the passage.) 

MRS. WATTY (looks ot them both). 
Took offense? At ’er? 

MISS RONBERRY. I am afraid so. 

MRS. WATTY. I’m jiggered! What 
d’f/ou think of ’er, eh? Ain’t she a 
clinker? 

MISS RONBERRY. She is unusual, is 
she. not? 

MRS. WATTY. She’s a clinker, that’s 
what. Terrible strong-willed, o’ 
course, terrible. Get ’er into mis- 
chief, I keep tellin’ ’er. Would 
bring me ’ere. I said no, I said, not 
with my past, I said. 

MISS RONBERRY. Your past? 

MRS. WATTY. Before she took me 
up. But what with ’er, and now 
I’ve joined the Corpse, it’s all 
blotted out. 

MR. JONES. The Corpse? 

MRS. WATTY. The Militant Right- 
eous Corpse. Ran into ’em in the 
street I did, singin’ and prayin’ and 
collectin’, full blast; and I been 
a different woman since. Are you 
saved? 

MR. JONES. Yef, I am. ^ 

MBS. WATTY. So’m I. Ain’t it lovely? 

MISS RONBERRY. But what tOOS— 
your past? 


MISS RONBERRY. Light fingers? You 
mean-stealing? 

MRS. WATTY. Everywhere I went. 
Terrible. Pennies, stockin’s, 
brooches, spoons, tiddly, anything. 
Every time there was a do, every- 
thing went; and I always knew it 
was me! (miss moffat comes 
downstairs) I was just tellin’ ’em 
about my trouble. 

miss MOFFAT. Well, don’t tell them 
any more. Is your kitchen all right? 

MRS. WATTY. I ain’t seed no mice 
yet. (She goes into kitchen, takes 
hamper with her. ) 

(Far away, softly, the sound of 
boys* voices, singing an old country 
song, in harmony, in Welsh: **Yr 
Hufen Melyn.**) 

MISS MOFFAT. I agree with the last 
tenant s taste. . . . You have ar- 
ranged my things quite splendidly. 
Miss Ronberry. I do thank you— 
both of you. ... I like this house 
(As the music grows imperceptibly 
in the distance) . . . What’s that 
singing? 

MR, JONES. Boys coming home from 
the mine. 

MISS RONBERRY. They burst into 
song on the slightest provocation. 
You mustn’t fhke any notice . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. I like it . . . And 
those mountains. That grand wild 
countryside . . . The foreign-look- 
ing people .• . . But business . . . 
I've heard about that mine. How 
far is it? 
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MR. JONES. It is the Glasynglo coal 
mine, six miles over the hills. 

JSf ISS MOFFAT. Hm * . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. Were hoping it 
will stay the only one, or our 
scenery will be ruined— such a 
pretty landscape . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. What is the large 
empty building next door? 

MR. JONES. Next door? The old 
barn belongin’ to the Gwalia Farm, 
before the farm was burnt 
down. . . . 

(Song fades out.) 

MISS MOFFAT. So it’s free? 

MR. JONES (perplexed). Free? 

Yes . . . 

MISS RONBERRY (fises) . I am over- 
staying my welcome. So very 
charming . , . 

MR. JONES. I also. All the volumes 
are dusted. . . . 

(Starts to go towards her.) 

MISS MOFFAT. I Want you two 
people. Very specially. First you. 
Miss Ronberry. I used to meet 
friends of yours at lectures in Lon- 
don. You live alone, you have just 
enough money, you’re not badly 
educated, and time lies heavy on 
your hands. 

•t 

MISS RONBERRY. The WingTovcsI 
How meanl I should never have . 
thought . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Isn’t that so? 

t • 

MISS RONBERRY. Not at all. When 
the right gentleman appears . . . 
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MISS MOFFAT. If you re a spinster 
well on in her thirties, he’s lost his 
way and isn’t coming. Why don’t 
you face the fact and enjoy your- 
self, the same as I do? 

MISS RONBERRY. Blit whcn did you 
give up hope? Oh, what a horrid 
expression. ... 

MISS MOFFAT. I can’t recall ever 
having any hope. Visitors used to 
take a long look at my figure and 
say: ‘S/ie’s going to be the clever 
one.” 

MISS RONBERRY. But a woman’s only 
future is to marry and— and fulfill 
the duties of . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Skittlcs! I’d have 
made a shocking wife, anyway. 

MISS RONBERRY But haven’t you 
ever— been in love? 

MISS MOFFAT. No. 

t 

MISS RONBERRY. How Very odd. 

MISS MOFFAT. I’ve never talked to 
a man for more than five minutes 
without wanting to box his ears. 

MISS RONBERRY. But how have you 
passed your time since , . . ? 

MISS MOFFAT. Since I had no hope? 
Very busily. In the East End, for 
years. 

MISS RONBERRY. Social service? 

MISS MOFFAT. If yqfi like; though 
thele’i nothing very social about 
washing invalids with every un^ 
mentionable ailment under tlie sun. 
. . . I’ve read a lot, too. I’m afraid 
I’m what is known as an educated 
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W(Hnan. Which brings me to Mr. 
Jones; the Wingroves told me all 
about you, too, 

MR. JONES. My conscience is as 
clear as the snow. 

MISS MOFFAT. Tm sure it is, but 
you’re a disappointed man, aren’t 
you? 

MR. JONES {startled). How can I 
be disappointed when I am saved? 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh, but you can! 
You can’t really enjoy sitting all by 
yourself on a raft, on a sea, con- 
taining everybody you know. You’re 
disappointed because you’re be- 
tween two stools. 

MR. JONES. Between two stools? On 
a raft? 

MISS MOFFAT. Exactly. Your father 
was a grocer with just enough 
money *^to send you to a grammar 
school, with the result that you 
are educated beyond your sphere, 
and yet fail to qualify for the up- 

J >er classes. You feel frustrated, and 
all back on being saved. Am I 
right? 

MR. JONES. It is such a terrible thing 
you have said that I will have to 
think it over. 

MISS MOFFAT. Do. (Riscs) But in 
the meantime— (Pat/s^)— would you 
two like to stop moping and be 
very useful to me? 

MISS RONBERRY. Useful? ^ 

ims MOFEAT. Yes, tell me— within 
a radius of five miles, how many 
families are there round here? 


MISS RONBERRY. Families? There’s 
the Squire, of course, and Mrs. 
Gwent-Price in the little Plas 
Lodge, quite a dear thing . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. I mean ordinary 
people. 

MISS RONBERRY. The villagers? 

MISS MOFFAT. Yes. How many fam- 
ilies? 

MISS RONBERRY. I really haven’t the 
faint . . . 

MR. JONES. There are about twenty 
families in the village and fifteen 
in the farms around 

MISS MOFFAT. Many children? 

MR. JONES. What age? 

MISS MOFFAT. Up to sixteen or sev- 
enteen. 

MR. JONES. Round here they are 
only children till they are twelve. 
Then they are sent away over the 
hills to the mine, and in one week 
they are old men. 

MISS MOFFAT. I See. How many can 
read or write? 

MR. JONES. Next to none. 

MISS RONBERRY. Why do you ask? 

MISS MOFFAT. Because I am going 
to start a school for them. 

MISS RONBERRY (coldly) , Start a 
school for them? What for? 

MiSs MOFFAT. What for? See these 
books? Hundreds of ’em, and some- 
thing wonderful to read in every 
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SHigle one. These nippers are to 
be cut off from all that, for ever, 
are they? Why? Because they hap- 
pen to be born penniless in an un- 
civilised countryside, coining gold 
down there in that stinking dun- 
geon for some beef-headed old 
miserl 

MR. JONES {roused). That’s 
right. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. The printed page, 
what is it? One of the miracles of 
all time, that’s what! And yet 
when these poor babies set eyes 
on it, they might just as well have 
been struck by the miracle of sud- 
den blindness; and that, to my 
mind, is plain infamous! 

MR. JONES. My goodness. Miss, 
that’s right. . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. The Ordinary chil- 
dren, you mean? 

MISS MOFFAT. Yes, my dear, the 
ordinary children that came into 
the world by the same process ex- 
actly as you and I. When I heard 
that this part of the world was a 
disgrace to a Christian country, I 
knew this house was a godsend. I 
am going to start a school, im- 
mediately, next door in the bam, 
and you are going to help me! 

MISS RONBERRY. I? 

MISS MOFFAT. Yes, yQuI You’re go- 
ing to fling away your parasol and 
your kid gloves, and you’re going 
to stain those tapering fingers with 
a little honest toil! 

MISS RONBERRY. I couldn’t teach 
those children, I couldn't! They— 
they smelM 
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MISS MOFFAT. If we’d never been 
taught to wash, so would we; we’ll 
put ’em under the pump. . . . Mr. 
Jones— d’ye know what I’m going 
to do with that obstinate old head 
of yours? 

MR. JONES. My head? • 

MISS MOFFAT. I’m going to crack it 
open with a skewer. And Tm going 
to excavate all those chunks of 
grammar-school knowledge, give 
’em a quick dust, and put ’em to 
some use at last. 

MR. JONES. I am a solicitor’s clerk 
in Gwaenygam and I earn thirty- 
three shillings per week. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. I’ll give you thirty- 
four— and your lunch. 

MISS RONBERRY. I have an enormous 
house to run, and the flowers to 
do. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Shut it up except 
one room, and leave the flowers to 
die a natural death— in their own 
beds. I’ve been left a little money 
and I know exactly what I am go- 
ing to do with it. . . . 

MR. JONES. But those children are 
in the mine— earning money. How 
can they . . . ? 

MISS MOFFAT. I’ll pay their parents 
the few miserable pennies they get 
out of it . . . And when I’ve nn- 
’ ished with you, you won’t have 
time to think about snapping up a 
husband, and you vfon’t have time 
to fee'^o pleased that you’re saved! 
Well? 

MR. JONES. I do not care if you 
are not chapel, I am with you. 
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MISS MOFFAT. GoodI I have all the 
details worked out. I’ll explain 
roughly. . . . Come along— my dears, 
gather round, children— gather 
round. {She takes the dazed miss 
RONBERRY by the arm, seats her 
beside her ori the sofa, and beck- 
ons MR. JONES to sit on her other 
side) Of course, we must go slowly 
at first, but if we put our backs into 
it . . . Here we are, three stolid 
middle-aged folk, settled in our 
little groove and crammed with 
benefits; and there are those bab- 
bies scarcely out of the shell, that 
have no idea they are even breath- 
ing the air. . . . Only God can 
know how their life will end, but 


He will give us the chance to direct 
them a little of the way. . , , 

MR. JONES (intoning, seized with 
religious fervor). We have the 
blessed opportunity to raise up the 
children from the bowels of the 
earth where the devil hath im- 
prisoned them in the powers of 
darkness, and bring them to the 
light of knowledge— 

MRS. WATTY (coming in from the 
kitchen), Here's the tea! 

MISS MOFFAT. Each of us can take 
several classes, not only for the chil- 
dren, but their fathers and their 
mothers, and the older people too. 


THE CURTAIN FALLS 


SCENE II 


A night in August, six weeks later. The window curtains are closed and 
the lamps lit. The armchair has been pushed away from table, and two 
small benches face the audience. Red geraniums in pots across the window 
sUls. Miss Moffafs straw hat is slung over the knob of the settle at the 
foot of the stairs. The big desk, the sofa and the settle are littered with 
Ifooks, exercise books and sheets of paper. Apart from these details the 
room is unchanged. 

Sitting on the bench are five black-faced miners, between twelve and 
sixteen years of age, wearing caps, mufflers, boots and corduroys em- 
bedded in coal; they look as if they had been commanded to wait. They 
all look alike under their black; the ringleader is Morgan evans, fifteen, 
quick and impudent; his second is robbart robbatch, a big, slow boy, 
a year or two older; the others are glyn thomas, will hughes and john 
OWEN. They all hum at rise. « 

MRS. WATTY comcs downstairs, carrying a basket of washing. 


MRS. WATTY. You 'ere agaiii? (On 
stairs, stops halfway down.) 

robbart. Be mai n ddeud? 

MRS. WATTY. I Said, you 'ere again? 


MORGAN. No, Miss. 

MRS. WATT>:. What d’ye mean, no, 
Miss? 

MORGAN. We issn’t ’ere again. Miss 



THE CORN IS GREEN 


MRS. WATTY. What are you, then? 

MORGAN. We issn’t the same lot ass 
this momin’, Miss. 

MRS. WATTY. Ain’t you? 

MORGAN. Miss Ronny-berry tell us 
to wait, Miss. 

MRS. WATTY. Ma’am! {Goes to 
kitchen door,) 

MISS MOFFAT (in the bedroom). 
Yes? 

MRS. WATTY. Fivc moie nigger boys 
for you! (She goes into the kitchen, 
MORGAN takes a bottle from his 
pocket and swigs at it. One of the 
others holds out his hand, takes 
the bottle, gulps, and gives it back, 
while another begins to hum, ab- 
sent-mindedly, a snatch of the 
same song as before. The rest take 
up the harmony and sing it to the 
end, MR. JONES comes in,) 

MORGAN. Sh! Good evenin’, sir. 

MR. JONES. Good evening. (Tips 
hat.) 

MORGAN. I seed you and the lady 
teacher be’ind the door! (A laugh 
from him and the others.) 

MR. JONES. You wait till you see 
Miss Moffat. She will give you 
what for. 

MORGAN (shaking finger at boys). 
You wait till you see Miss Moffat. 
She will give you what for! (mr. 
JONES goes into the kitchen, rob- 
BART repeats: *you wait till you 
see Miss Moffat, she will give you 
what forr) Shh! 

(miss MOFFAT cpmes downstairs 
from the bedroom,) 
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miss MOFFAT. I told you, the shape 
of the bedroom doesn’t allow for a 
door into the barn— Oh, she isn’t 
here. . , . Sorry to keep you wait- 
ing, boys, but I have to go across 
to Mr. Rees, the carpenter, and 
then I’ll be able to talk to you. 
In the meantime, will you go to 
the pump in the garden shed, and 
wash your hands? Through there. 
You’ll find a lantern. Did you un- 
derstand all that? 

MORGAN. Yes, Miss. 

THE OTHERS. Thank you. Miss. 

MISS MOFFAT. Good. (Starts to go,) 

MORGAN. Please, Miss, can I have 
a kiss? 

MISS MOFFAT (retums) , What did 
you say? 

MORGAN. Please, Miss, can I have 
a kiss? , 

MISS MOFFAT. Of course you can. 
(Puts her foot on bench— takes him 
by the neck and bends him over 
her knee and spanks him with the 
plans she carries) Can I oblige 
anybody else? ( She goes out by the 
front door. The others follow her 
with their eyes, aghast, in silence,) 

ROBBART. Please, Miss, can I ’ave a 
smack bottom? 

(An uproar of mirth, and a quick 
tangle of Welsh,) 

» 

WILL. Na-beth of Naw-stee. 
MORbAN. Cythral uffarn . . . 

GLYN. Be ha|i hi— hi a’i molchi • • • 
JOHN. Pwy sisho molchi . . . 
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WILL, Welso ti rioed wraig fel ene— 

MORGAN. Mae'n Iwcus na ddaru mi 
mo'i thrawo hi lawr a'i lladd hi . . . 

ROBBART. Nawn—( Rises) —i drio 
molchi— dewch hogia— (All rise— 
start off) .maen well nag eistedd 
yma— dewch . . . 

GiiYi«^. Dynna gusan yti Morgan 
Bach. 

ROBBART. Cymmer yna y corgu fol. 

JOHN. Dynna ateb— i— ti. 

WILL. Jobin da y diawl. 

MORGAN. Cai da geg. 

(They lumber into the garden, 
close door, mr. jones’ head appears 
timidly from the kitchen. He sees 
they are gone, gives a sigh of re- 
lief, and comes into the room, car- 
rying books, BESSIE comes in from 
the frqnt door, dejected and sulky. 
She is munching a sweet; her hair is 
in curls, and one curl is turned 
around one finger, which she holds 
stiffly in the air. She lays her hat 
on the sofa, then decides mr. 
Jones's company is better than 
none.) 

BESSIE. Would you like a sweetie? 

MR. JONES. No, thank you, my 
little dear. Have you had another 
walk? 

BESSIE. Yes, Mr. Jones. All by my- * 
self. 

c 

MR. JONES. Did you see anybody? 

BESSIE. Only a lady ard a gentle- 
man in the lane—and mother told 
me never to look. ... I do miss 


the shops. London s full o' them, 
you know. 

MR. JONES. Full of fancy rubbish, 
you mean. 

BESSIE. I'd like to be always shop- 
ping, I would. Sundays and all. . . . 

MRS. WATTY. Bessiel 

BESSIE (slyly), Mr. Jones, is it true 
the school idea isn't going on that 
well? 

MR. JONES. Who told you that? 

BESSIE. Miss Ronberry was sayin' 
something to my mum. Oh, I wasn't 
listenin'! . . . Besides, we've been 
here six weeks, and nothin's started 
yet. 

MR. JONES. Everything is splendid. 

BESSIE (disappointed). Oh, I'm 
glad. Miss MoflFat's been cruel to 
me, but I don't bear no grudge. 

MR. JONES. Cruel to you? 

BESSIE. She hides my sweets. She's 
a liar too. 

MR. JONES. A liar? 

BESSIE. Told me they're bad for 
me. And it says on the bag they're 
nourishin'. . . . And the idea of 
leamin' school with those children, 
ooh . . , 

• 

MR. JONES. Why are you holding 
your hair like that? 

BESSIE. These are my curls. D'you 
tl^nk it's nije? 

MR. JONES. It is nice, but it is 
wrong. 
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MRS. WATTY (calling shrilly, in the 
kitchen). Bess-iel 

BESSIE. I ve been curlin* each one 
round * me finger and holdin’ it 
tight till it was all right. My 
finger’s achin’ something terrible. 
(She goes into the kitchen. A knock 
at the front door.) 

MR. JONES. Dewch ifewn. 

(iDWAL appears, drawing a small 
wooden crate on tiny wheels which 
he pushes in front of the sofa, miss 
RONBERRY comes in from the 
study. ) 

IDWAL. Cloch yr ysgol, Mistar 
Jones. 

MR. JONES. Diolch, ymachgeni. 
(Pause) Nosdawch. 

IDWAL. Nosdawch, Mistar Jones. 
(He leaves through the front door.) 

MISS RONBERRY. It says here that 
eight sevens are fifty-six. Then it 
says that seven eights are fifty-six— 
I can’t see that at all. (miss mof- 
FAT returns) Well? 

MISS MOFFAT. No gOod. 

MISS RONBERRY. Oh, dear. 

MISS MOFFAT. Mr. Rccs says he’s 
had a strict order not to discuss 
lining the roof till the lease of the 
bam is signed. ^ 

MR. JONES. Who gave the order? 

MISS MOFFAT. That’s what I want 
to know. 

.1 • 

MISS RONBERRY. And when will the 
lease be siscned? 
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MISS MOFFAT. Never, it seems to 
me. Did you call at the solicitor’s? 

MR. JONES. They have located Sir 
Herbert Vezey, but he is now 
doubtful about letting the barn and 
will give his decision by post. 

MISS MOFFAT. But why? He’d al- 
ready said it was no use to him. 
And my references were impec- 
cable. . . . Why? 

MISS RONBERRY. You look tired. 

MISS MOFFAT. It’s been a bit of a 
day. A letter from the mine to say 
no child can be released above- 
ground— that’s all blethers, but still 
... A request from the public 
house not to start a school in case 
it interferes with beer-swilling and 
games of chance. A message from 
the chapel people to the effect that 
I am a foreign adventuress with 
cloven feet; a bit of a day. 

(mrs. WATTY comes in from the 
kitchen with a cup of tea.) 

MRS. WATTY. Drop o’ tea, ma’am, I 
expect you’ve ’ad a bit of a day. , . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Who was that at 
the back, anything important? 

MRS. WATTY. Only the person that 
does for that Mrs. Gwent-Price. 
Would you not ’ave your school op- 
posite her lady because of her 
lady’s ’eadaches. 

•miss MOFFAT (angrily). What did 
you say? 

• 

MRS. ^ATTY. I pulverized ’er. I 
said it would be a shame, I said, if 
there was such a shindy over the 
way that the village couldn’t hear 
Mrs. Double-Barrel givin’ her ’us- 



EMLYN WILLIAMS 


95 « 


band what for, I said. The person 
didn't know where to put erself. 
{She goes back into the kitchen.) 

MR. JONES. That has not helped the 
peace in the community, neither. 

MISS MOFFAT. I know, but she does 
make a tip-top cup of tea. . . . 
(Seeing the crate, wearily) What's 
that? 

MR. JONES. It is the bell, for the 
school. 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh, is it? 

MISS RONBERRY (rising): The bell? 
Do let us have a peep . . . 

MR. JONES. It was on Llantalon 
Monastery before it burnt 
down. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT (opcns Crate). Look, 
it"s got the rope, and everything. 

. . . \Vell, it's good to see it, any- 
way. 

MISS RONBERRY. The mason finished 
the little tower for it yesterday. Do 
let us tell those boys to put it up! 
It'll bring us luckl 

MISS MOFFAT. If it keeps them out 
of mischief till I'm ready . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. Mr. Jones, do go 
and tell them! 

( JONES gives her a doubtful look 
and goes towards the garden. As 
he opens the door, john owen, 
diouts: ""Mai, Mr. Jones, yn 
dywed!* All the boys laugh.) 

MISS MOFFAT. Poor Jonesy, he's ter- 
rified of 'em. 

MISS RONBERRY. So am I. They're so 
big. And so black. . . . 


( SARAH runs in, excited, leaving 
the door open behind her.) 

SARAH. A letter from the gentleman 
that own the bam. I had a good 
look at the seal! 

MISS MOFFAT. At last . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. What docs it say? 

MISS MOFFAT. Sir Herbert still can- 
not give a definite decision until 
the seventeenth. Another week 
wasted. This is infuriating. 

MISS RONBERRY. Does it mean he 
may not let you have it? 

SARAH. Oh. . . , 

MISS MOFFAT. He must— it would 
min everything. . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. Sarah— isn't there 
another empty building anywhere 
round here? 

SARAH. There is the pigsties on the 
Maes Road, but they issn't big 
enough. (She goes.) 

MISS RONBERRY. Oh, dear! Can't we 
start afresh somewhere else? 

MISS MOFFAT. I've Spent too much 
on preparations here— besides, I felt 
so right here from the start. . . . 
I cant leave now . . . I'm a Chris- 
tian woman, Jbut I could smack Sir 
Herbert's face till my arm dropped 
off. 

(The front door is opened uncere- 
moniously and the squire strides 
in^ he is injull evening dress.) 

THE SQUIRE. Jolly good evenin', 
teacher. Remember me? 
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MISS MOFFAT. Would you mind go- 
ing outside, knocking, and waiting 
quite, a long tin^e before I say 
“Come in”? 

THE SQUIRE. Jolly good! Parlor 
games, what? 

MISS RONRERRY. But, Miss Moffat, 
it"s the Squire! Squire, you must 
forget you ever saw me in this dress 
... So ashamed ... I shan’t be 
a moment . . . (She runs upstairs 
into the bedroom.) 

THE SQUIRE. Rat tat tat, one two 
three four come in, one two three 
four, forward march! My dear 
madam, you’re not in class now! 
(A knock at the garden door) 
Come in! 

(robbart and Morgan enter from 
garden. Morgan has lantern.) 

robbart. Please, Miss, for the bell. 

THE SQUIRE. Evening, boys! (Enter 
JONES ) Evening, Jones. I am ap- 
palled to observe, my boys, that 
you are still soiling your fingers in 
that disgusting coal mine! 

MR. JONES. Excuse me, please. . . . 
(He goes into the study.) 

THE SQUIRE. What’s that you’ve got 
there? 

ROBBART. Bell, syr, for the school. 

THE SQUIRE. Up witfi it, boys, up 
with it! (robbart lifts the crate 
and carries it out of the garden, 
door, which Morgan has opened 
for him. Morgan follows him, shut- 
ting the door) Ding* dong bell- 
teacher’s in the well! . . . Now, 
my dear madam— 


MISS MOFFAT. I’m rather irritable 
this evening, so unless there’s a 
reason for your visit . . . 

THE SQUIRE. Oh, but there is! Very 
important message. Word of mouth. 
From a gent that’s just been dining 
with me. Sir Herbert Vezey. 

MISS MOFFAT. Ycs? Oh, do be 
quick! . . . 

THE SQUIRE. He has definitely de- 
cided that he has no use for the 
barn— but he does not see it as a 
school, and under no circumstances 
will he let it as such, so he must 
regretfully decline, et cetera. 

MISS MOFFAT (trying to hide het 
chagrin). He implied in his first 
letter that he would be willing to 
sell. 

THE SQUIRE. Then some bigwig ' 
must have made him change his 
mind, mustn’t he? 

MISS MOFFAT (suddenly looking at 
him, incredulously). You? 

THE SQUIRE (rising, serious, taking 
the floor with a certain authority). 

I have not called on you, madam, 
because I have been eyeing your 
activities very closely from afar. 
... It is with dis— disapproval and 
— er— dis— 

MISS MOFFAT. It is unwise to em- 
bark on a speech with the vocabu- 
lary of a child of five. 

• 

thI SQumE (suddenly aggressive). 

I am not going to have any of this 
damned ha^ky-panky in my village! 

MISS MOFFAT. Your village! 
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THE' SQUIRE. My village! I am no 
braggart, but I'd have you know 
that everything you can see from 
that window—and you haven't got 
a bad view— I ownl Now, my dear 
madam . . , 

MISS MOFFAT (til flfi outbuTst) . And 
stop calling me your dear madam. 
I'm mot married, I'm not French, 
and you haven't the slightest affec- 
tion for me! 

THE SQUIRE. Oh. . . . First of all. 
I'm not one to hit a woman below 
the belt. If you know what I mean. 
Always be fair— to the fair sex. 
. . . All my life I've done my level 
best for the villagers. They call me 
Squire, y'know, term of affection, 
jouy touching. ... I mean, a 
hamper every Christmas, the whole 
shoot, and a whopping tankard of 
beer on my birthday, and on my 
twenty-firster they all got a mug 

• 

MISS MOFFAT. Go On. 

THE SQUIRE. They jabber away in 
that funny lingo, but bless their 
hearts, it's a free country! But put- 
tin' 'em up to read English, and 
pothooks, and givin' 'em ideas . . . 
If there were more people like you, 
y'know, England'd be a jolly dan- 
gerous place to live in! What d'ye 
want to do, turn 'em into gentle- 
men? What's the idea? 

MISS MOFFAT. I am beginning to 
wonder myself. 

THE SQUIRE. Anyway, this buyin' 
'em out of the mine is a lot of 
gammpn. I own a half share in it. 

^MOWAT. TTwt explains a good 
deal 


THE SQXHRE. Why don't you take 
up croquet? Keep you out of mis- 
chief. (miss ronberry comes out 
of the bedroom) Well, dear lady, 
anything I can do to make your 
stay here a happier one , . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Thank you. 

THE SQUIRE. I must be getting back. 
If I know Sir Herbert, my best old 
port will be no more . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Wait a minute. 

THE SQUIRE. Yes? 

MISS MOFFAT. I know I shall be 
sticking a pin into a whale, but 
here are just two words about your- 
self. You are the Squire Bountiful, 
are you? Adored by his contented 
subjects, intelligent and benignly 
understanding, are you? I should 
just like to point out that there is a 
considerable amount of dirt, igno- 
rance, misery and discontent 
abroad in this world, and that a 
good deal of it is due to people 
like you, because you are a stupid, 
conceited, greedy, good-for-noth- 
ing, addle-headed nincompoop, and 
you can go to blue blazes. Good 
night! {She turns away, A frozen 
pause,) 

THE SQUIRE. I perccive that you 
have been drinking. (He goes,) 
(miss ronberry comes down- 
stairs,) 

MISS MOFFATi' That was imdigni- 
fied, but I feel better for it. {She 
sits on the bench, intensely de- 
pressed,) 

Mi^s RONBERRY. I am glad, because 
it was plain-spoken, wasn't it?*^Has 
he been nasty? So unlike the 
Squire « . . 
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MISS MOFFAT. He wos kindness it- 
self. He advised me to go and live 
in a hole in the ground with my 
knitting. He has persuaded the 
owner 'not to sell. 

Miss RONBERRY. Oh, dear ... of 
course ... I always think men 
know best, don’t you? 

MISS MOFFAT. YeS. 

MISS RONBERRY. I’m Wearing my 
moiisseline de soie, and he never 
even noticed. . . . What will you 
do? 

MISS MOFFAT. Sell the house; take 
this brain child of a ridiculous spin- 
ster, and smother it. Have you got 
a handkerchief? 

MISS RONBERRY. Ycs, Miss MoflFat. 
Why? 

MISS MOFFAT. I Want to blow my 
nose. (She holds her hand out; 
MISS RONBERRY hands her the hand- 
kerchief, She blows her nose, and 
returns the handkerchief.) 

MISS RONBERRY. You ought to have 
had a cry. I love a cry when I’m 
depressed. Such an advantage over 
the gentlemen, I always think. 

MISS MOFFAT (opening the study 
door). Mr. Jones . . . 

JONES (of stage). Yes . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Will jou Write let- 
ters to the tradespeople and the 
mine? We are giving up the school 

JONES (off stage). Ohl^ ^ 

MISS MOFFAT. I suppose we’d bet- 
ter start putting some order into 
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this chaos, and get the business 
over . . . What are these filthy 
exercise books doing among my 
papers . . . ? 

MISS RONBERRY. Those hooligans 
just now. They said Mr. Jones had 
picked them out because they 
could write English and would I 
mind my own some-dreadful-word 
business. 

Miss MOFFAT. I set them an essay 
on “How I would spend my holi- 
day.” I must have been mad. . . , 
(Throws one book away and takes 
one from miss ronberry.) 

MISS ronberry (reading, labori- 
ously). “If— I has ever holiday— I 
has breakfast and talks then dinner 
and a rest, tea then nothing— then 
supper then I talk and I go sleep.’ 

MISS MOFFAT. From exhaustion, I 
suppose. ( BESSIE comes in from the 
kitchen, gets hat from tablp and 
starts for door) Where are you 
going? 

BESSIE. Just another walk. Miss 
Moffat. 

MISS RONBERRY. What’s the matter, 
little dear? 

BESSIE. Mum’s hit me. 

MISS RONBERRY. Oh, naughty mum. 
Why? 

• BESSIE. Just because I told her she 
was common. (She goes cut.) 

MisS iiONBERRY. That child is un- 
happy. 

MISS MOFFAT. I Can’t be bothered 
with her. Another time I’d have 



EMLYN WILLIAMS 


956 

been faintly amused by this one’s miss ronberry. Shhh— the garden 
idea of a holiday, judging by a ... ( Morgan moves sulkily to- 
rather crude drawing. wards the door). Do go on ... . 


MISS RONBERRY. What is it? 

Miss MOFFAT. A bicycling tour with 
me in bloomers. 

Misa RONBERRY. Tch, tch . . . 

MISS MOFFAT (reading), "‘Holi- 
day-time.’ That carefree magic 
wordi What shall it be this year, 
tobogganing among the eternal 
snows or tasting the joys of Father 
Neptune?” 

MISS RONBERRY. But that’s beauti- 
full Extraordinary! 

MISS MOFFAT. I might think so too 
if I hadn’t seen it in a book open 
on that desk. (Throws book in 
wastebasket,) 

MISS RONBERRY. Oh! 

f 

MISS MOFFAT. No, your Squire was 
right. ... I have been a stupid 
and impractical ass, and I can’t 
imagine how . . . (Looks at name 
on book. She begins to read, slowly, 
with difficulty) "The mine is dark 
... If a light come in the mine 
. . . the rivers in the mine will run 
fast with the voice of many women; 
the walls will fall in, and it will be 
the end of the world.” 

(miss RONBERRY is listening, enquir- 
ingly, MORGAN enters brusquely. 
He has made no attempt to wash, ^ 
but now that he is alone he half- 
emerges as a truculent, arresting 
boy with, latent in him, a ^ery 
strong persorudity which His im- 
maturity and natural inclination 
make him shy to display,) 

MORGAN. We put up the bell, Miss. 


MISS MOFFAT (reading), . So 
the mine is dark. . . . But when 
I walk through the Tan— something 
—shaft, in the dark, I can touch 
with my hands the leaves on the 
trees, and underneath . . . where 
the corn is green.” (Looks at Mor- 
gan.) 

MORGAN. Go on readin’. 

MISS MOFFAT (reading). ". . . 
There is a wind in the shaft, not 
carbon monoxide they talk about, 
it smell like the sea, only like as if 
the sea had fresh flowers lying 
about . . . and that is my holi- 
day.” (She looks at the name on 
book. MORGAN starts off, turns 
quickly as she speaks) Are you 
Morgan Evans? 

MORGAN. Yes, Miss,, 

MISS MOFFAT. Did you write this? 

MORGAN (after hesitation, sul- 
lenly). No, Miss. 

MISS MOFFAT. But it’s in your book. 

MORGAN. Yes, Miss. 

MISS MOFFAT. Then who wrote it? 

MORGAN. 1 dunno. Miss. 

(miss MOFFAT nods to MISS RON- 
BERRY, who patters discreetly into 
the study, closes door.) 

MISS MOFFAT. Did vou Write this? 
(It is difficult ta tell from the crisp 
severity of her manner that she is 
experiencing a growing inward ex- 
citement, MORGAN lodh at her, dis- 
trustfully.) 
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MORGAN. I dunno. Miss. . . . 
What iss the matter with it? 

MISS MOFFAT. Sit down. (He sits) 
And take your cap off. (He takes 
off his cap) Spelling’s deplorable, 
of course. “Mine” with two “ns,” 
and “leaves” 1, e, f, s. 

MORGAN. What wass it by rights? 

MISS MOFFAT. A “v,” to Start with. 

MORGAN. I never ’card o’ no “v’s,” 
Miss. 

MISS MOFFAT. Don’t call me Miss. 

MORGAN. Are you not a Miss? 

MISS MOFFAT. Yes, I am, but it is 
not polite. 

MORGAN. Oh. 

MISS MOFFAT. You say “Yes, Miss 
Moffat,” or “No, Miss Moffat.” M, 
o, double f, a, t. 

MORGAN. No “v’s”? 

MISS MOFFAT. No “v’s.” Where do 
you live? 

MORGAN. Under the ground, Miss. 

MISS MOFFAT. I mean your home. 

MORGAN. Llyn-y-Mwyn, Miss . . . 
Moffat. Four miles from ’ere. 

MISS MOFFAT. How big is it? 

MORGAN. Four ’ouses and a beer- 
’ouse. 

MISS MOFFAT. Have you any hob- 
bies? * * 

MORGAN. Oh, yes. 
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MISS MOFFAT. What? 

MORGAN. Rum. (He takes a small 
bottle of rum out of his pocket.) 

MISS MOFFAT. Rum? Do you live 
with your parents? 

MORGAN. No, by my own self. My 
mother iss dead, and my father .and 
my four big brothers wass in the 
Big Shaft Accident when I wass 
ten. 

MISS MOFFAT. Killed? 

MORGAN. Oh, yes, everybody wass 

MISS MOFFAT. What sort of man 
was your father? 

MORGAN. ’E was a mongrel. 

MISS MOFFAT. A what? 

MORGAN. ’E had a dash of English. 
’E learned it to me. 

» 

MISS MOFFAT. D’you go to chapel? 

MORGAN. No, thank you. 

MISS MOFFAT. Who taught you to 
read and write? 

MORGAN. Tott? 

MISS MOFFAT. Taught. The verb 
“to teach.” 

MORGAN. Oh, teached. 

MISS MOFFAT. Who taught you? 
MOHGA)I. I did. 

MISS MOFFAT. Why? 

MORGAN. I dunno. 
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MISS MOFFAT. What books have 
you read? 

MORGAN. Books? A bit of the Bible 
and a book that a feller from the 
Plas kitchen nab for me. 

MISS MOFFAT. What was it? 

MORGAN. The Ladies* CompanionI 
^Miss MOFFAT fises and walks 
thoughtfulhj towards her desk, 
studying him. He sits uncomfort- 
ably, twirling his cap between his 
fingers) Can I go now, pliss . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. No. (MORGAN sitS, 
taken aback ) . Do you want to learn 
any more? 

MORGAN. No, thank you. 

MISS MOFFAT. Why not? 

MORGAN. The other men would 
have a good laugh. 

« 

MISS MOFFAT. I see. Have you ever 
written anything before this exer- 
cise? 

MORGAN. No. 

MISS MOFFAT. Why not? 

MORGAN. Nobody never ask me to. 
What iss the matter with it? 

MBS MOFFAT. Nothing s the matter 
with it. Whether it means anything 
is too early for me to say, but it 
shows exceptional talent for a boy« 
in your circumstances. 

MORGAN (blinking and hesHtaHng), 
Terrible long words. Miss Mo&t. 

MBS MOFFAT. This shows that you 
ure very clever. 


(A pause. He looks up slowly, not 
sure if he has heard aright, looks 
at her searchingly, then away 
again. His mind is working un\)er- 
tainly, but swiftly,) 

MORGAN. Oh. 

MISS MOFFAT. Have you ever been 
told that before? 

MORGAN. It iss news to me. 

MISS MOFFAT. What effect does the 
news have on you? 

MORGAN. It iss a bit sudden. It 
makes me that I . . . (Hesitating, 
then plunging) I want to get more 
clever still. I want to know what 
iss— behind of all them books. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Miss Ronbeny . . . 
(To him) Can you come tomor- 
row? 

MORGAN (taken by surprise). To- 
morrow— no— Im workin' on the 
SLX-till-four shift. 

MISS MOFFAT. Then can you be 
here at five? 

MORGAN. Five— no, not before 
seven. Miss— six miles to walk . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh, yes, of course- 
seven then. In the meantime 111 
correct this for spelling and gram- 
mar. 

MORGAN (staring at her, fasci- 
nated), Yes, Miss Moffat. 

t 

MISS MOFFAT. That will be all. 

Good night. 

MORGAN. Good night, Miss Moffat. 

idBS MOFFkT. Are you the one I 
spanked? (He turns at the door, 
looks at her, smiles, blirJcs and 



THE CORN 

goes) Miss Ronberryl Mr. Jones! 
(miss ronberry runs in from the 
study.) 

MISS RQNBERRY. YeS? 

MISS MOFFAT. I have been a deuce 
of a fool. It doesn’t matter about 
the barn; we are going to start the 
school, in a small way at first, in 
this room. . . . And I am going to 
get those youngsters out of that 
mine if I have to black my face 
and go down and fetch them my- 


IS GREEN 959 

self! Get Jonesy before he posts 
those letters, and tell those others 
I’ll be ready for them in five min- 
utes. We are going on with the 
school! (miss ronberry scampers 
into the study, rather dazed. Her 
voice is heard, calling: '*We are go- 
ing on with the schooir\ The door 
shuts behind her. miss moffat 
reads from the exercise hook)*\ • . 
and when I walk— in the dark . . . 
I can touch with my hands . . 
where the corn is green. . . .” 
(The school bell rings.) 


CURTAIN 


ACT TWO 


SCENE I 

An early evening in August, two years later; the sun is stiU bright. 

The room is now a complete jumble of living room and schoolroom, 
and there is every sign of cheerful overcrowding. The table in the window 
recess is replaced by a double school desk; the table and its small chair 
are pushed behind the sofa; a school desk stands isolated between the 
big open-top desk and the sofa; between the sofa and the bay window, 
two rows of four school desks each, squeezed together and facing the 
audience at an angle. Charts, maps, an alphabet list are pinned up 
higgledy-piggledy over all the books; a large world globe on the shelf; 
hat-pegs have been fixed irregularly back of right door above and below 
kitchen door. Books overflow everywhere, all over the dresser especially, 
in place of plates; the hat-pegs are loaded with caps and hats; miss Mof- 
fat’s cloak hangs on a hook on the back of the front door; a blackboard 
lies on the sofa upside down, with ^^Constantinople is the capital of Tur- 
key* written across in miss ronberry’s tremulous handwriting. The lamp 
on the table has been removed. Potted plants on the window sills. 

Before the curtain rises, voices are heard singing, in harmony, in Welsh, 
**Bugeilio*r Gwenyth Gwyn*; children, shrill, sweet and self-confident, 
reinforced by harmony from older boys and parents, especially sarah. 

The room seems full of people; miss ron^rry stands perched on the 
tiny stool between the sofa and the foot of the stairs, her back to the 
audience, conducting stiffly; mbc! jones is crouched in the desk chair, 
correcting exercises at the open desk, sarah, two older peasant women 
in shawlCyand three older men in their shabby best stand crowded behind 
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the eight desks and in the window recess. In the front row of desks dt 
ROBBART, iDWALL, a little girl, and glyn thomas; in the second sit another 
little boy, another little girl, bessie and will hughes. At another desk 
pushed provisionally next the front row sits john owen, and at the other 
isolated one sits old tom, an elderly distinguished-looking peasant, his 
cap and stick before him, carried away by the music. A young girl sits at 
table. 

BESSIE is silent, bored, and prettier than ever, though still dressed as a 
sober little schoolgirl. The boys we saw before as miners are clean and 
almost spruce; the parents follow every movement of miss ronberry’s 
with avid curiosity. The pupils have slates and slate pencils in front of 
them. 

The song is sung through to the end. 


MISS RONBERRY. Now that was 
quite better. Full of splendid feel- 
ing, and nice and precise as well. 
Have you all got my English trans- 
lation? {She climbs down from her 
stool. ) 

THE PUPILS. Yes, Miss Ronberry. 

MISS RONBERRY. Are you all quite 
sure of the meaning of “Thou 
lovedest him, fair maid, that doth 
not loVe thee back?” 

{Four older people follow with mo- 
tion of lips.) 

THE PUPILS. Yes, Miss Ronberry. 
{Four people speak the line after 
the others have said it.) 

OLD TOM {singing stentoriously, in 
broken English). “That doth not 
luflF thee . . . ba-a-cki” 

MISS RONBERRY. Capital, Mr. Tom. 
{She takes a smalt handbell from 
a hook beneath the stairs, rings it 
vigorously, and hangs it up again;* 
nobody moves) Home sweet home, 
childreni Boys^ and girls, come out 
to play! « • 

(miss PUGH nudges idwal.) 

mwAL. Please, Miss Ronberry, can 
we have some more? 


MISS RONBERRY. Well, just the 
tiniest lesson. We must keep to 
the curriculum. {Steps upon stool 
again) Now what would you like? 

IDWAL. Please, Miss Ronberry, how 
do you spell it? 

MISS RONBERRY. What, dear? 

OLD TOM. Curriculum! 

MISS RONBERRY. What would you 
like? The rivers of Europe or King 
Alfred and the cakes? 

OLD TOM. Multiplication table! 
{Some say “Y6?5.” Others repeat 
^^multiplications.'' ) 

MISS RONBERRY. Well, twice six are 
twelve! 

{One old man does not recite. He 
smiles . ) 

THE PUPILS. Twice seven are four- 
teen— twice dight are sixteen— 
{They complete the table.) 

OLD TOM. Twice thirteen are 
twenty-six! 

« t 

MISS RONBERRY. Capital— school dis- 
miss! 
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(mwAL crosses front of desk to 
window. All rise except bessie.) 

GLYN THOMAS. Be’dir gloch, 
Merry?' 

1st girl. Chwarter i bump. 

A MOTHER. What iss the next thing 
in the multiplication? 

A BOY. Wn i ddim yn wyr— gofyn 
iddi— (Rises.) 

A MOTHER. Why issn’t there any 
geography now? 

SARAH PUGH. Friday geography, 
Thursday today . . . 

AN OLD LADY. Pnawn dydd lau, te, 
banner awr wedi tri— 

iDWAL. Dymar fistress! 

(miss MOFFAT wolks in from the 
garden. All rise but bessie. She is 
more alert and businesslike than 
ever. She is studying an exercise 
book. She goes into the kitchen.) 

SARAH PUGH. Miss MoflFat. 

A YOUNG FATHER. Oh, yeS. 

SARAH PUGH. 

Mi ddylaswn fod yn pobi 
heddyw— 

A dwidi gadal y cig yn y 
popdy— 

A MOTHER. Mi fydd eich cegin chi 
ar dan, Mrs. Pugh— 

IDWAL. 'Nhad, gai fynd i chwara yn 
nghae John Davies— 

• 

A FATHER. (Answering him) Ddim 
heddyw— dwisho ti gartre— 
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1ST GIRL. Yforty dwi am drio 
sgwennu llythyr— (Crossing to 2nd 

GIRL. ) 

2nd girl. Os gynnachi steel-pen 
golew? 

will HUGHES. Mae’na gymaint o 
flots! 

• 

3rd girl. Dwi wedi sgwennu lly- 
thyr at fy iiain, wni ddim be didi’- 
thi. 

WILL HUGHES. Welsoclii riocd eiri- 
au fcl one? 

SARAH PUGH. Fcdri'thi ddim canu 
fel Cymraes, digon siwr— 

robbart robbatch. Maer hen 
ddyn am ofyn rwbeth iddi eto— 
drychwch ariio— 

SARAH PUGH. 

Mi gollith'o ei Gymraeg cyn bo 
hir— * 

Idwal, what you looking so sorry 
—always wanting to know some- 
thing— 

3rd girl. 

Mae genni just ddigon o amswer 
i gyrraedd at y llyn— 

• Maer dwr yn rhy oer i ym- 
drochi— 

SARAH PUGH. 

Nag ydi— maer haul wedi bod 
yn rhy boeth heddyw— 

*(The crowd finally trickle out, 
shepherded by miss ronberry. Be- 
sides BESSIE, there ar^ left old tom, 
studying, MISS ronberry and id- 
wal.) 

IDWAL. Miss^Ronberry, please, what 
is four times fourteen? 
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MISS RONBERRY. Thank you so much miss ronberry (with guileless so- 
for the flowers, Idwal, dear. licitude). Bessie, dear, how horridi 


mwAL. Yes, Miss Ronberry. (He 
follows the others; leaves door 
open,) 

MISS RONBERRY. Is there anything 
you would like to know, Mr. Tom? 

OLD TOM. Where iss Shakespeare? 

MISS RONBERRY. Where? Shakes- 
peare, Mr. Tom, was a very great 
writer. 

OLD TOM. Writer? Like the Beibl? 

MISS RONBERRY. Like the Bible. 

OLD TOM. Dear me, and me thinkin^ 
the man was a place. (Following 
the others, muttering sadly) If I 
iss been bom fifty years later, I iss 
been top of the class. 

MISS •'RONBERRY. Oh, dear . . . 
(Tidying the desks, bessie crawls 
over seats to small desk) Miss Mof- 
fat has been doing grammar with 
Form Two under the pear tree for 
an hour, she must be dead. . . . 
Why did you not get up when she 
crossed? (She takes a pumice stone 
from a drawer,) 

BESSIE. My foot went to sleep. (Her 
manner is more impudent than 
ever,) 

MISS RONBERRY. That, dear, is a« 
naughty fib. 

« 

BESSIE (sits). If you want tq know. 
Miss Ronberry, I feel quite faint 
sometimes, as if my heart’d stopped 
and the world was coming to an 
Bnd. 


MR. JONES. It may be in the nature 
of a premonition. 

MISS RONBERRY. A what? 

MR. JONES. I had a premonition 
once. Like a wave of the ocean 
breakin’ on a sea shell. Something 
had said to me that mornin’: 
“Walk, and think, and keep off the 
food, for thirteen hours.” So I or- 
dered my supper, and I went. To- 
wards the end of the day (miss 
MOFFAT enters from kitchen) I was 
sittin’ on a stile in a cloak of medi- 
tation; and a voice roared at me: 
“John Goronwy Jones, tomorrow 
morning is the end of the world!” 

MISS MOFFAT. And was it? 

MR. JONES (sadly). It was eight 
years ago. It was a splendid ex- 
perience. 

MISS MOFFAT. Which proves how 
much the gift of prophecy can owe 
to an empty stomach. . . . Any- 
body seen a Greek book? (Picking 
up a tiny volume) Here it is , . . 
(Starting toward stairs,) 

MISS RONBERRY. Greek, Miss Mof- 
fat? 

MISS MOFFAT. Morgan Evans is 
starting Greek this month. 

t. 

MISS RONBERRY. No! I didn’t know 
you knew Greek? 

MISS MOFFAT. I don’t; I’ve just got 
t6 keep on« day ahead of him and 
trust to luck. (She disappears into 
her bedroom,) 
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MISS RONBERRY. To think that two 
years ago he hardly knew English! 

BESSIE. Stuck-up teacher’s pet. 

MISS RONBERRY. You must not think 
that, dear, Miss MoflFat says he is 
clever. 

BESSIE. He always looks right 
through me, so I don’t know. I’m 
sure. Stuck-up teacher’s pet. . . . 
I got some scent on my hands, Mr. 
Jones, like to smell them? 

MR. JONES. No, thank you, Bessie, 
I can smell them from here, thank 
you. 

BESSIE (sniffing her hands, softly), 
Ooh, it’s lovely. . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. She has some won- 
derful plans for him— I can tell by 
her manner. I think she is trying to 
send him to one of those Church 
schools so that he can get a curate- 
ship. Would not that be exciting? 

BESSIE (indolently), I think she’s 
ridin’ for a fall. 

(JONES turns, looks, and goes back 
to his work,) 

MISS RONBERRY. Bessie! Why? 

BESSIE. All this orderin’ ’im about. 
I’ve got eyes in my head, if she 
hasn’t, and he’s gettin’ sick of it. I 
think a lady ought to be dainty. 
She’s no idea. 1 

(miss MOFFAT appears at the top 
of the stairs,) 

MISS MPFFAT. Evans! (A pause, 
MORGAN comes in from the study. 
He is now seventeen. He is dressed 
in a shabby countru suit, and is at 
the moment the submissive schooU 


boy, very different from the first 
act. He carries a sheet of writing 
and a pen. miss moffat’s attitude 
to him seems purely impersonal. 
The others watch them) Finished? 

MORGAN. Yes, Miss Moffat. 

(miss RONBERRY rubs ink off her 
hands with pumice stone.) 

MISS MOFFAT. How many pages? 

MORGAN. Nine. 

MISS MOFFAT. Three too many. Boil 
down to six. Have you got those* 
lines of Voltaire? 

MORGAN. Yes, Miss Moffat. 

MISS MOFFAT. It’s just five— have 
your walk now, good and brisk. 

(MORGAN, taking his cap from a 
peg, starts for the front door.) 

MORGAN. Yes, Miss Moffat. (S4ops.) 

MISS MOFFAT. But kill two birds 
and get the Voltaire by heart. If 
you can ever argue a point like 
that, you’ll do. Back in twenty min- 
utes— and take your pen from be- 
hind your ear. (She disappears into 
her bedroom. Her manner is too 
matter of fact to be unkind, but 
MORGAN is not taking it well. He 
throws his pen on to a desk.) 

BESSIE. Now turn a somersault and 
beg. (He looks at her with con- 
tempt. She returns his stare bra- 
zenly. She turns to see if the others 
are vpticing. miss Roi«fbERRY is busy 
with fi^r pumice stone and mr. 
JONES is engrossed in his work. 
BESSIE looks •away from them aU, 
suddenly soft and mysterious) Can 
you smell scent? 
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MORGAN. Yes. 

BESSIE {dreamily). Nice, isn't it? 

MORGAN. I don't know, I never 
come across scent before. {Cor- 
recting himself unwillingly) I did 
never come across— scent before. 


BESSIE. Bright, aren't you? Don't 
you ever get tired of lessons? 

( JONES looks in disapproval. She 
begins to sing **With His Bell Bot- 
tom Trousers.*" He goes to the front 
door, turns, then goes, banging the 
door. She flings down her slate) 
There we go. And my mummy 
ought to be back soon, and then 
well know somethin'. 

MR. JONES. What is the matter? 
Where has she gone? 

BESSIE. One of her prayer meetings. 
Twenty miles to shake a tambou- 
rine in the open air. I think it's 
wicked. . . . She ought to be just 
in time, and then we'll know. 

MR. JONES. Know what? 

BESSIE. About that horrid Morgan 
Evans. It's been lessons every night 
with teacher, hasn't it, since we 
left the mine? And long walks in 
between, to blow the cobwebs 
away? But the last week or two 
we've been breaking our journey, 
so we've heard. 

MR. JONES. How do you mean? * 

BESSIE. A glasc of rum next door at 
the Gwesmor Arms and tlfen an- 
other, and then anotherl 

• 

MR. JONES {perturbed). Oh. • • • 
Whoever tola you that? 


BESSIE. A little bird. And if my 
mummy's sciatica's better she's go- 
ing to jump up. and look pyer the 
frosty part, and then we’ll know. 
(MRS. WATTY hurrics in through 
the front door, in high spirits. She 
wears an ill-fitting Militant Right- 
eousness Corps uniform, and car- 
ries an umbrella and a brown-paper 
parcel.) 

MRS. WATTY. Cuess what's 'ap- 
pened to me! 

BESSIE. What? 

MRS. WATTY. I'm a Sergeant-Major! 
(miss MOFFAT hos come out on to 
the landing; her hair is down and 
she is brushing it.) 

MISS MOFFAT. Watty, you're not! 

( JONES turns to miss moffat.) 

MRS. WATTY. Oh, ma'am, I didn't 
see you . . . 

miss MOFFAT. Tell me more! 

MRS. WATTY. You remember Ser- 
geant-Major 'Opkins desertin' in 
Cardiff and marryin' a sailor? 

MISS MOFFAT. YeS? 

MRS. WATTY. Well, last week, not 
two months after she give up the 
Corpse, she was dead! 

MISS MOFFAT. And you've stepped 
into her sho^s? 

MRS. WATTY. They're a bit on the 
big side; but I can put a bit of 
paper in. The uniform fits, lovely, 
though. I'll get you a cup o' tea 
and an eg^, ma'am, you never 'ad 
that cold meat, ma'am. I’ll be 
bound? 
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MISS MOFFAT. Folk eat too much 
anyway. (She goes back into her 
bedroom. ) 

BESSIE.. Did you jump? 

MRS. WATTY (coming back into the 
room). Just caught ’im. (To mr. 
JONES, sorrowfully) He was ’avin* a 
good drink, sir. ... (To bessie) 
Don't you dare tell *er, you little 
dollymop, or I'll rattle your bones. 

(miss MOFFAT reappears and comes 
downstairs . ) 

MISS MOFFAT. Was it a nice service, 
Watty? 

MRS. WATTY. Beautiful, ma'am. 
They said they 'oped the late Ser- 
geant-Major was gone where we 
all want to go, but with 'er having 
deserted they couldn't be sure. 
Then we saved three sinners. You 
ought to been there. . . . And the 
collection! (Starts for kitchen) I 
'adn't seed so much oof since the 
Great Liverpool Exhibition. 

MISS RONBERRY. But they didn't 
make a collection at the Liverpool 
Exhibition, did they? 

MRS. WATTY. No, but I did. 

(mr. JONES takes blackboard to 
settle. MISS RONBERRY gets book 
from dresser, mrs. watty goes to 
kitchen. ) 

BESSIE. Please, Miss ^oflFat, can I 
have the money for my ticket? 
(mr. JONES draws diagram on 
blackboard.) 

MISS MOFFAT. What ticket? 

BESSIE. For Tregamar Fair tomor- 
row. You said I could go. 
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MISS MOFFAT. On the contrary, I 
said you couldn't. Not in school 
hours. 

MISS RONBERRY. Are you feeling 
better, dear? 

BESSIE. No, Miss Ronberiy. It's all 
this sittin' down. It's been going on 
for two years now. I heard tejl it 
ends in everythin' rottin' away. 

MISS MOFFAT (sitting at desk)i 
What's rotting away? 

MISS RONBERRY. Bessie says she's 
been sitting down for two years. 

MISS MOFFAT. Shc's lucky. My feet 
feel as if I've been standing for the 
same length of time. What are 
these, Ron? 

MISS RONBERRY. Two more ac- 
counts, I fear. 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh, yes. The Liddell 
and Scott and Evans's . new suit. 
Tch . . . (Cheerfully) I shall have 
to sell out a couple more shares, I 
expect. 

MISS RONBERRY. Oh, dear. 

MISS MOFFAT. Not at all. It's easy 
to squander money, and it's easy 
to hoard it. The most difficult thing 
in the world is to use it. And if I've 
learned to use it. I've done some- 
thing. That's better. . . . My plans 
are laid, Ron, my dear, my plans 
•are laid! But don't ask me what 
I'm hatching, because I can't tell 

you till tomorrow. ^ 

> 

MISS RONBERRY. You are wonderful! 
o 

MISS MOFFAT. Go to Halifax, (miss 
RONBERRY sits on couch and studies 
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from book) Im enjoying myself. 
(Huge sigh from bessde) Bessie 
Watty, what is this dying-duck 
business? 

BESSIE. Yes, Miss Moffat. 

MISS MOFFAT. Don’t "ycs. Miss 
Moffat” me. Explain yourself. 

BESSIE. My mummy said all these 
lessons is bad for my inside. 

MISS MOFFAT. She told me they 
Stop you eating sweets, but perhaps 
I am telling the lie. 

BESSIE. Yes, Miss Moffat. 

MISS MOFFAT. What’s the matter 
with your inside? 

BESSIE. It goes round and roimd 
through sittin’ down. P’r’aps what 
I want is a change. 

MISS MOFFAT (muttering). **Adel- 
phos,* a brother” . . . There is 
nothing to prevent you going for 
walks between lessons. You can go 
for one now, as far as Sarah Pugh 
Postman, to see if my new chafts 
h^ve arrived. (Looking at bessie, 
as the latter stares before her with- 
out moving) Quick march. 

BESSIE. I’m not gain’. 

miss MOFFAT. What did you say? 

BESSIE. I’m not goin’. Everybody’s 
against me. . . . I’m goin’ to 
throw myself off of a cliff, an’ kill* 
myself. . . . It’ll make a nice case 
in the papers^ me in pieces at the 
bottom or a cliffi I’m goin’ hiad, 
mad, and I’m goin’ to kill myself, 
nothin’ coin’ to stop mf —stone dead 
at the bottom of a cliff— ab-{di«- 
ah • • • 


(mbs. WATTY strides in from the 
kitchen with a cupful of cold water 
which she throws into her daugh- 
ters face.) 

MRS. WATTY (tO MISS MOFFAT). I 

made a mess o’ your rug, ma’am, 
but it’s worth it. She’s got bad 
blood, this girl, mark my word. 

MISS ronberry. She’ll catch her 
death! 

MRS. WATTY. Nothing like cold 
water, ma’am. I learnt that with 
her father. ’E was foreign, you 
know. ( She goes back into the 
kitchen, miss moffat studies bes- 
sie with distaste.) 

MISS MOFFAT. And how do you feel 
after that? 

BESSIE. I can’t remember anything. 
I’m in a comma. 

MISS MOFFAT (taking her by the 
arm, starts pushing her upstairs). 
We’ll sit on our bed for an hour 
with the door locked, shall we, and 
try to remember? And next week 
you go away into service and see 
how we like that. . . . (She 
pushes her out of sight into the 
passage; a door bangs; the noise 
of a lock turning, miss moffat 
comes downstairs, tucking the key 
into her petticoat pocket) 1 must 
count her as one of my failures. 
Fish out of water, of course. Gut- 
tersnipe spepies— if there is such a 
fish. Shell be more at home in serv- 
ice. . . . (Muttering) "Dendron, a 
tree-” 

• 

MISS RONBERRY. I beg youT pardon 
, *• . ? Oh,*Miss Moffat, I am burst- 
ing with curiosity— your plans for 
Morgan 'Evans— is it a ourateshipP 
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MISS MOFFAT {slowly, amused) . 
No, it isn't a curateship. (She 
laughs happily, walks towards the 
desk and takes up an exercise 
book.)- 

MISS RONBERRY. I really don’t see 
anything funny about curates. (To 
MR. JONES ) I mean, there is noth- 
ing wrong with curates, is there? 

MR. JONES. No, except that they 
ought to go to chapel. 

MISS MOFFAT. Who has been writ- 
ing in here? 

(MRS. WATTY appears at the kitch- 
en door.) 

MRS. WATTY. Your egg, ma’ami 

MISS MOFFAT. "Bessie Watty has 
the face of an angel!” 

( JONES takes hat from peg, goes to 
door.) 

MISS RONBERRY. What an extraor- 
dinary . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. But I know the writ- 
ing. John Goronwy Jones, I’m 
ashamed of you. 

MR. JONES. I shall see you tomorrow 
if we are spared. 

MISS RONBERRY (shockcd) . Oh! 

MR. JONES. You all misjudge that 
little girl. She has the face of a 
good woman in the melting pot. 

MISS MOFFAT. I’ve got the face of a 
good woman, too, and well out of 
the melting pot, but I don’t think 
I’d ev^r find it in writing. (She 
goes into the kitchen.) 

MRS. WATTY. I never thougjbt I’d 
Uve to call you a nau^ty old | 
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man. (She follows miss moffat 
into the kitchen, mr. jones goes 
out through the front door, miss 
RONBERRY gcts her hat and shawl 
and crosses to small mirror in book- 
case. The front door opens abruptly 
and MORGAN appears. He is di- 
shevelled, and it is fairly apparent 
that he has been drinking. His man- 
ner is defiant. The door bangs* be- 
hind him. ) 

miss RONBERRY. Oh, it’s you, Mor- 
gan. . . . (Back at the mirror) 
Miss Moffat is having something to 
eat. 

MORGAN. And I have been having 
something to drink, so we are quits. 

miss RONBERRY (looking at him 
sharply, the unpleasant truth dawn- 
ing on her) . I will tell her that you 
are back. . . . 

MORGAN. I don’t want to see no 
Miss Moffat. , 

miss RONBERRY. You mean "I don’t 
want to see Miss Moffat.” The 
double negative. . . . 

MORGAN. Now don’t you start! . , . 
I like the double negative, it says 
what I want the way I like, and I 
am not goin’ to stand no interfer- 
ences from nobody! Voltaire indeed 
. . . (Crumples paper, kicks it sav- 
agely into a corner.) 

miss RONBERRY. Morgan! I’ve never 
seen you like this before! 

MORGAN. You haven’t, have you? 
(In a^nising torrent of invective) 
Well, now I come to think of it, I 
haven’t neither, not for two years, 
and I’m surprised by meself, and 
shocked by meself! Coin’ inside one 
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o' them public houses and puttin' 
me nice clean boots on that dirty 
rail, and me dainty lady fingers on 
that detestable mucl^ counter! 
Pourin’ poison rum down me nice 
clean teeth, and spittin* in a spit- 
toon. What’s come over you, Mor- 
gan Evans? You come back to your 
little cage, and if you comb hair 
and' wash hand§ and get your 
grammar 'right and forget you was 
once the Middle-weight Champion 
of the Glasynglo Miners, we might 
give you a nice bit of sewin’ to do 
. . . Where’s that Bessie Watty, 
sendin’ her mother to spy on me. 
I’ll knock her bloody block off. . . . 

MISS RONBERRY (outraged). Mor- 
gan Evans, language! Don’t you 
dare use an expression like that to 
me again! 

MORGAN (facing her, leaning over 
couch). I got plenty of others, 
thank you, and they are all cornin’ 
out. I»am goin’ to surprise quite a 
few . . . 

(miss MOFFAT enters from the 
kitchen. ) 

MISS MOFFAT. Have a good walk, 

Evans? 

MORGAN. Yes, Miss Moffat. 

MISS MOFFAT. Can you repeat the 
Voltaire? (Sitting on the sofa, 
drinking milk.) 

MORGAN. Not yet. < 

MISS MOFFAT. *It’s Very short. 

t • 

MORGAN. Paper blowed away. 

c 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh. Copy it again, 
will you, and bring it to me. 


MORGAN (muttering). Yes, Miss 
Moffat. 

MISS MOFFAT (holding out the 
jug). Would you like a drink? 
(MORGAN stops.) 

MORGAN. No, thank you. (He goes 
into the study.) 

MISS MOFFAT. I hope hc’s not going 
to be slow at French. It’ll make the 
Greek so much more difficult. . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. You don’t think 
perhaps all this— in his situation— is 
rather sudden for him? I mean . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Not for him, my 
dear. He has the most brilliantly 
receptive brain I’ve ever come 
across. Don’t tell him so, but he 
has. 

MISS RONBERRY. I know his brain is 
all right. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. I’m Very pleased 
with his progress, on the whole. 
... (A knock at the front door. 
MISS RONBERRY movcs towards the 
door. MISS MOFFAT stops her) 
Wait a minute! (Crosses to alcove 
window. Peering out towards the 
front door) Yes, it is. . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. Who? 

MISS MOFFAT. Royalty, the Con- 
servatives and all the Grand Lamas 
rolled into one. The Squire. 

MISS RONBERRY. The Squirel Oh, 
my! 

MISS MOFFAT. It is indeed. Oh, my^ 
—let me have your shawl. , 

liiss RONBERRY. But he hasn’t been 
here since that dreadful evening. 
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MISS MOFFAT. I (Going upstairs) 
behaved more stupidly that night 
than I .ever have in my life, and 
that's saying something. . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. But why is he here 
now? 

MISS MOFFAT. Never you mind. 

. . . All I can tell you is that it is 
to do with Morgan Evans, and that 
it is vital I make the right impres- 
sion. 

MISS RONBERRY (aS MISS MOFFAT 

runs upstairs). What sort of im- 
pression? 

MISS MOFFAT (Ofl Icst Step). Hclp- 
less and clinging, or as near as 
dammit . . . (She disappears into 
her room, as there is a second im- 
patient knock at the front door.) 

MISS RONBERRY. Come in! 

(The door opens and the groom 
appears. ) 

TiiE groom (announcing). The 
Squire. 

(The SQUIRE follows the groom, 
who retires and shuts the door.) 

THE SQUIRE. Good aftcmoon. (He 
is dressed in a summer lounge suit, 
and holds his hat in his hand.) 

MISS RONBERRY. Your hat, Squire 

THE SQUIRE. No, thank you, I am 
not staying. 

MISS RqNBERRY. Oh, dear, I do look 
a sketch . . . 

ri ^ 

THE SQUIRE (looks around) . So this 
is the seat of learning. 
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MISS RONBERRY. Wc are always on 
the point of a good spring-clean. 
How dreadful that we have no re- 
freshment to offer you! 

THE SQUIRE. You can tell her from 
me that I am not here to be in- 
sulted again. 

MISS RONBERRY. Oh, Tm surc •you 
aren't! I mean ... 

THE SQUIRE. She Called me an 
addle-headed nincompoop. 

(miss MOFFAT comcs dowTistairs, a 
lace shawl draped over her shoul- 
der. She carries a bowl of flowers. ) 

MISS MOFFAT. Miss RonbciTy, dear, 
my roses are dying. . . . Wotild 
you pour out a little water for 
them, I have such a headache I 
don't think . , . (Feigning sur- 
prise) Squire! 

THE SQUIRE. You wrote to me. Per- 
haps you have forgotten. » 

MISS MOFFAT. How could I forgetf 
I only thought that after the over- 
wrought fashion of my behaviour 
at our last meeting you must ig- 
nore my very nervous invitation. 
Miss Ronberry, a chair, dear, for 
the Squire. . . . 

'(Startled, miss ronberry takes a 
small chair from desk.) 

THE SQUIRE. I have not a great deal 
of time to spare, I fear. 

'miss MOFFAT. Of coursc you 
haven't, I was just saying to Miss 
Ronberry, he's so busy he'll never 
be a1bl<5 to fit it in! Miss Ronberry 
dear, would you get some water 
for them? (She hands the bowl to 
MISS RONBERRY, who posses the 
SQUIRE and ^oes into the garden 
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bewildered) Tell me, Squire, how 
did your prize-giving fare this aft- 
ernoon? 

THE SQUIRE. Rather a bore, yTcnow. 

MISS MOFFAT. I had so hoped to 
see you judge. I love flowers. 

THE SQUIRE. It wasnt flowers. It 
was cows. 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh. It was your 
speech I wanted to hear, of course; 
I heard you made such an amusing 
one at die Croquet. 

THE SQUIRE. Oh, did they tell you 
about that? Rather a good pun, eh? 
(Laughing) Ha, ha . . . I— may I 
sit down? 

MISS MOFFAT. Dol 

THE SQume. I thought Griffith, the 
butcher, was going to laugh his 
napper off. 

MISS MOFFAT. Indeed ... Do you 
know, Squire, that makes me rather 
proud? 

THE SQUIRE. Proud? Why? 

MISS MOFFAT. Because he would 
not have understood a word if his 
little girls hadn’t learnt English at 
my school. 

THE SQUIRE. Oh. Never thought of 
it like that. . . . (As she puts her 
hand to her head, says “Oft”) 
Headache? 

MISS MOFFAT. Squire, you t>ee be- 
fore you a tired woman. We live 
jand^kam, and I have learnt how 
you were that night I have 
my fingers to the bone 


battering my head against a stone 
wall. 

THE SQUIRE. But I heard you were 
a spiffing success. 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh, no. 

THE SQUIRE (muttering). It’s fair 
of you to admit it, I must say. 

MISS MOFFAT. You scc, in one’s 
womanly enthusiasm one forgets 
that the qualities vital to success 
in this sort of venture are com- 
pletely lacking in one: intelligence, 
courage and authority. . . . The 
qualities, in short, of a man. 

THE SQUIRE. Come, come, you 
mustn’t be too hard on yourself, 
y’know. After all, you’ve meant 
well. 

MISS MOFFAT. It’s kind of you to 
say that. 

THE SQUIRE. What about this Jones 
chappie? 

MISS MOFFAT. Hc’s a dear creature, 
but ... I have no wish to be ful- 
some. I mean a man like yourself. 

THE SQUIRE. I See. 

MISS MOFFAT. One gets into such 
muddles! You’d never believe! 

THE SQUIRE. Well . . . I’ve never 
been on your side, but I’m sorry 
to hear you’ve come a cropper. 
When are you giving it up? 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh . . . That again 
is difficult; I have all my widow's 
mite, as it were, in the ventoe. 

(MORGAN dppears from the study 
carrying a ^per. He has regainea 
his self-control.) . 
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MORGAN (stops), Pleaso excuse 
me— 

MISS MOFFAT. It’s all right, Evans. 
Have you copied it? On my desk, 
will you? 

MORGAN. Excuse me, sir . . , 
Good afternoon, sir. 

THE SQUIRE. Good aftemoon, my 
boy. 

MORGAN. Excuse me, sir . . . 
Thank you. (He goes,) 

THE SQUIRE. Nice well-spoken lad. 
Relative? 

MISS MOFFAT. No. A pupil. He used 
to be one of your miners. 

THE SQXHRE. Nol 

MISS MOFFAT. Tm glad you thought 
he was a nice well-spoken lad. 

THE SQUIRE. Yes . . . One of my 
miners, interesting . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Because he is the 
problem I should like your advice 
about. 

THE SQUIRE. What s he been up to, 
poaching? 

MISS MOFFAT. No. 

THE SQUIRE. A bit o' muslin? 

MISS MOFFAT (amuscd) . No, no 
; . . There are none, anyway. . . ^ 

THE SQUIRE (suddevly shrewd). 
What about the little Cockney filly? 

Mis6 MOFFAT. Bessie Watty? Oiv 
HO, I assure you— she’s a school- 
girl 
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THE SQUIRE. 1 duimo, all these 
young people growing up together, 
y’know— eh? 

Miss MOFFAT. I think it’s good for 
them . . . No, there’s nothing of 
that sort— but he’s a problem just 
the same. And like a true woman 
I have to scream for help to a man. 
To you. 

THE SQUIRE (completely won). 
Scream away, dear lady, scream 
awayl 

MISS MOFFAT. Well, he’s— clcver. 

THE SQUIRE. Oh, is he? Good at fig- 
ures, and all that? Because if he is, 
there’s no reason why I shouldn’t 
put him in my Mine OflSce, as 
junior ofiBce boy. What d’ye think 
of that? 

MISS MOFFAT. No. Figures aren!^ 
his strong point. 

THE SQUIRE. Thought you said he 
was clever. 

MISS MOFFAT. To begin with, he 
can write. 

THE SQUIRE. Oh. Well? 

MISS MOFFAT. Very well. 

THE SQumE. Then he could make 
fair copies. Eh? 

MISS MOFFAT. No. (Choosiug her 
'words carefully) This boy— is quite 
out of the ordinary. 

I 

'squire. Sure? 

MISS MOFFA.T. As suTe as one of 
your miners would be, cutting 
through coal and striking a dia- 
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tnond without a flaw. He was bom 
with very exceptional gifts. They 
must be— they ought to be given 
every chance. 

THE SQUIRE. You mean he might 
turn into a literary bloke? 

MISS MOFFAT. He might, yes. 

THE SQUIRE. I m blowcdl How d ye 
know? 

MISS MOFFAT. By his work. It’s very 
good. 

THE SQUIRE. How d’ye know it’s 
good? 

MISS MOFFAT. How docs One know 
Shakespeare’s good? 

THE SQUIRE. Shakespeare? What’s 
he got to do with it? 

MISS MOFFAT. He was a literary 
blok^. 

THE SQUIRE. Ye-es. He was good, of 
course. 

MISS MOFFAT. This little tenant of 
yours, Squire, has it in him to bring 
great credit to you. 

THE SQUIRE. Yes, he is a tenant of 
mine, isn’t he? 

MISS MOFFAT. Imagine if you could 
say that you had Imown— well, say. 
Lord Tennyson, as a boy on your 
estate! 

THE SQUIRE. Rather a lark, what? 
Though it’s a bit different, y’toow. 
Tennyson was at Cambridge, 
old college. 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh . . . Pooi Evaiis. 
What a pity he was not bom at the 


beginning of the eighteenth cen- 
tury! 

THE SQUIRE. Beginning of the 
eighteenth century . . . Now when 
was that . . . ? 

MISS MOFFAT. He would have had 
a protector. {Takes two books from 
bookcase. ) 

THE SQUIRE. What against? 

MISS MOFFAT. A patron. Pope, you 
recall, dedicated the famous “Essay 
on Man” to his protector. {Crosses 
front of small desk.) 

THE SQUIRE. “To H. St. John Lord 
Bolingbroke.” Mmm ... I have 
heard of it, now I remember. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Isn’t it wonderful to 
think that that inscription is handed ‘ 
down to posterity? {Reading from 
the other book) “To the Right 
Honourable Earl of Southampton 
. . . Your Honour’s in all duty, 
William Shakespeare.” 

THE SQUIRE. Oh. 

MISS MOFFAT. I often think of the 
pride that surged in the Earl’s 
bosom when his encouragement 
gave birth to the masterpiece of a 
poor and humble writer! 

THE SQUIRE. Funny, I never 
thought of Shakespeare being poor, 
somehow. 

% 

MISS MOFFAT. Some say his father 
was a butcher. The Earl realised 
he had genius, and fostered it. 

THE SQUIRE. Mmm! If this boy 
teally is clever, it seems a pity for 
me not to do something about it, 
doesn’t it? 
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MISS MOFFAT. A great pity. And I 
can tell you exactly how you can 
do something about it, 

THE SQUIRE. HoW? 

MISS MOFFAT. There’s a scholarship 
going. 

THE SQUIRE. Scholarship? Where? 

Miss MOFFAT. To Oxford. 

THE SQUIRE (staggered) , Oxford? 

MISS MOFFAT (moves closer), A 
scholarship to Trinity College, Ox- 
ford, open to boys of secondary 
education in the British Isles. My 
school hardly comes under the 
heading of secondary education, 
and I wrote to your brother at 
Magdalen; he pulled some strings 
for me, and they have agreed to 
make a special case of this boy, on 
one condition. That you vouch for 
him. Will you? 

THE SQUIRE. My dear lady, you take 
the cake . . . Can’t he be just as 
clever at home? 

MISS MOFFAT. No, he can’t. For the 
sort of future he ought to have, he 
must have polish— he has every- 
thing else. The background of a 
university would be invaluable to 
him. • . . (squire rises) Will you? 

THE SQUIRE. Well, the ’Varsity, 
y’know, hang it all . . . Mind you, 
he’ll never get it. 

MISS MOFFAT. I loiow, but he must 
have &e chance. • . . 

THE SQUIRE. Still, y’loibw, even the 
mere prospect of one o’ my miners 


IS GREEN 973 

MISS MOFFAT. Think of Shake- 
spearel 

THE SQUIRE. All seicne. (miss mof* 
FAT rises) 111 drop a line to Henry 
next week. Rather a lark, what? I 
must be o£F . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. I should be most 
obliged if the letter could be posted 
tomorrow. Would you like me to 
draft out a recommendation and 
send it over to the Hall? You must 
be so busy with the estate. . . . 

THE SQUIRE. I am rather. Polka sup- 
per tomorrow night . . . Yes, ao 
do that. Good-bye, dear lady! 

MISS MOFFAT. Thank you so very 
much. Squire. , , , 

THE SQUIRE. Happier conditions, 
and all that! Glad you’ve come to 
your senses! 

MISS MOFFAT. Thank you so very 
much. Squire! 

THE SQUIRE. Not at all, I’m all for 
giving a writer-fellow a helping 
hand. Tell my brother that, if you 
like . . . Good-bye— Good-bye. 
{Exits, MISS MOFFAT closes door, 
MISS RONBERRY hurries in from the 
garden, carrying the howl of roses. 
The afternoon sun begins to set,) 

MISS RONBERRY. Well? (Puts vose 
on desk,) 

MISS MOFFAT. That man is so stupid 
it sits on him like a halo. 

Mi^ RONBERRY. What happened? 

MISS MOFFAT. In ten minutes 1 have 
given the Squire the impression that 
he spends his whole time fostering 
genius in the illiterate. 
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mss BONBERRY. But hoW? 

Kfiss MOFFAT. Soft soap and curt- 
^seying; with my brain, my heart 
and my soul. IVe beaten you at 
your own game, my dear; at my 
age and with my looks, I flirted 
with himl And he is going to write 
to Oxford; at least, I am going to 
write to Oxford for him. Hallelujah. 

>xiss RONBERRY. Oxford? 

MISS MOFFAT. I am entering my 
little pit-pony for a scholarship to 
Oxford, child, Oxford University! 

MISS RONBERRY (ificredulous) . But 
they don’t have miners at Oxford 
University! 

MISS MOFFAT. Well, they’re going 
to. The lad is on this earth for 
ei^ty years at the most out of a 
^few millions; let the proud silly 
ones grovel and be useful for a 
change^ so he can step up on their 
backs to something better! 1 was 
bultsting to say that to the Lord of 
the Manor, so 1 must vent it on 
you . . • Tliank you for your 
i^awl, my dear— and now you’ve 
served your purpose, you can go 
home— but you’d better watch out, 
I" may beat you to the altar yet. 

. . . (She shuts the front door on 
her, and comes back into the room, 
gets papers, then crosses to table— 
mooes table, moves milk jug to 
sideboard and sUs at table. Seated 
before she calls) Evans! (morgan 
comes in from the study, carrying 
a pen, books and papers. His 
, mantle of reserve has descended jpn 
him again; his inward rebeUioh is 
^ only to be guessed at from his eyes^ 
which she does* not sef. He puUs 
c ^ jchair up to the table and sits 
oppoeUe her. The daylight begins 


to wane) Is this your essay on the 
Wealth of Nations? 

MORGAN. Yes. 

Miss MOFFAT (reading briskly). 
Say so and underline it. Nothing 
irritates examiners more than that 
sort of vagueness. (She hands him 
the exercise book) I couldn’t work 
this sentence out. 

MORGAN. "The eighteenth century 
was a cauldron. Vice and elegance 
boiled to a simmer until the kitchen 
of society reeked fulminously, and 
the smell percolated to the marble 
halls above.” (Hands paper back.) 

Miss MOFFAT. D’ye know what that 
means? 

MORGAN. Yes, Miss Moffat. 

Miss MOFFAT. Because I don’t. 
Clarify, my boy, clarify, and leave 
the rest to Mrs. Henry Wood. . . . 
"Water” with two t’s . . . that’s a 
bad lapse. . . . The Adam Smith 
sentence was good. Original, and 
clear as well. Seven out of ten, not 
bad, but not good— you must avoid 
long words until you know exactly 
what they mean. Otherwise dom- 
ino. . . . Your reading? 

MORGAN. Burke’s "Cause of the 
Present Discontents.” 

MISS MOFFAT. Style? » 

MORGAN. His'’ style appears to me 
... as if there was too much of it. 

MISS MOFFAT. His Style struck me 
as florid. 

^ o 

MORGAN. His Style struck me at 
florid. 
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MISS MOFFAT. Again. MISS MOFFAT. In the what? 


MORGAN. His style struck me as 
florid. 

MISS MOFFAT. Subject matter? 

MORGAN. A sound argument, falsi- 
fied by— by the high color of the 
sentiments. 

MISS MOFFAT. Mmm. "The high 
color of the sentiments’' . . . odd 
but not too odd, good and stylish. 
. . . For next time. (Dictating as 
MORGAN writes) Walpole and Sher- 
idan as representatives of their age; 
and no smelly cauldrons. (Opening 
another book) By the way, next 
Tuesday Tm starting you on Greek. 

MORGAN (looking up, feigning in- 
terest). Oh, yes? 

MISS MOFFAT (subduing her excite- 
ment), I am going to put you in 
for a scholarship to Oxford. (He 
looks up at her, arrested,) 

MORGAN. Oxford? Where the lords 
go? 

MISS MOFFAT (amused) , The same. 
I ve made a simplified alphabet to 
begin with. Its jolly interesting 
after Latin. . . . (The matter-of- 
factness with which she is control- 
ling her excitement over the schol- 
arship seems to gall him more and 
more; he watches her, bitterly) 
Have a look at it by Tuesday, so 
we can make a good start. Oh, and 
before we go on with the lesson, 
IVe found me nail file I mentioned. 
. . . (MORGAN slams a book) 111 
show you how to use it. I had them 

both here somewhere. ... 

• « 

MORGAN (quietly). I shall not need 
a nail i^e in the coal -mine. 


MORGAN (turns to her), I am going 
back to the coal mine. 

MISS MOFFAT. I don’t Understand 
you. Explain yourself. 

MORGAN. I do not want to learn’ 
Greek, nor to pronounce any long 
English words, nor to keep my 
hands clean. 

MISS MOFFAT (staggered) , What’s 
the matter with you? Why not? 

MORGAN. Because . . . because 
(Leans over, both hands on table) 

I was born in a Welsh hayfield 
when my mother was helpin’ with 
the harvest— and I always lived in 
a house with no stairs, only a ladder 
—and no water— and until my 
brothers was killed I never sleep 
except three in a bed. I know that, 
is terrible grammar but it is true. 

* ** 

MISS MOFFAT. What on earth has 
three in a bed got to do with 
learning Greek? 

MORGAN. It has— a lot! The last two 
years I have not had no proper 
talk with English chaps in the mine 
because I was so busy keepin’ this 
old grammar in its place. Tryin’ to 
better myself . . . Tryin’ to better 
myself, the day and the night 
... 1 You cannot take a nail file 
into the Gwesmor Arms public bar! 

MISS MOFFAT. My dear boy, file 
your nails at home! I never heard 
anything so ridiculous. Besides, you 
doA’t go to the Gwesmor Arms! 

MORGAN. Yes, I do, I have been 
there every siterdoon for a , week,, 
spendfli* your pocket money, and 
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I have been there now, and that is 
why I can speak my mindl 

’'MISS MOFFAT. I had no idea that 
you felt like this. 

MORGAN. Because you are not in- 
terested in» me. 

t 

MISS* MOFFAT. Not interested in 
you? 

MORGAN (losing control). How can 
you be interested in a machine 
that you put a penny in and if 
nothing comes out you give it a 
good shake? “Evans, write me an 
essay; Evans, get up and bow; 
Evans, what is a subjunctivel” My 
*naiAe is Morgan Evans, and all 
my friends call me Morgan, and if 
there is anything gets on the wrong 
side of me it is callin’ me Evans! 

• • . And do you know what they 
•call me in the village? Ci bach yr 
ysgoll The schoolmistress’s little 
dog! ‘What has it got to do with 
you if my nails are dirty? Mind 
your own businessi (He buries his 
head in his hands.) 

MISS MOFFAT. I never meant you 
to know this. I have spent money 
on you— I don’t mind that, money 
ought to be spent. But time is dif- 
ferent. Your life has not yet begun, 
mine is half over. And when you’re 
a middle-aged spinster, some folk 
say it’s pretty near finished. Two 
years is valuable currency. I have 
spent two years on you. Even since 
that first day, the mainspring of * 
this school has been your career. 
Sometimes, in« the middle of the 
night, when I have been desper-^ 
ately tired, I have lain awake, 
mal^g plans. * Larger and small. 

- Sensibfe and siHy. Plans, for you. 
And you tell me I faaye no interest 


in you. If I say any more I shall 
start to cry; and I haven’t cried 
since I was younger than ypu are, 
and I’d never forgive you for that. 
I am going for a walk. I don’t like 
this sort of conversation; please 
never mention it again. If you want 
to go on, be at school tomorrow. 
(Going) If not, don’t 

MORGAN. I don’t want your money, 
and I don’t want your time! . . . 
I don’t want to be thankful to no 
strange woman— for anything! 

MISS MOFFAT. I don’t Understand 
you. I don’t understand you at all. 
(Taking her cloak that is hanging 
on door, she goes out by the front 
door. MORGAN folds his arms, takes 
a drink, puts bottle on the table. 
There is a book there. He moves 
book. BESSIE comes in from the 
garden. She has put her hair half 
up and wears earrings.) 

BESSIE. Hello! (She clutches her 
leg) Caught my knee climbin’ 
down the rainpipe, ooh. ... (As 
he takes no notice, she crosses to 
kitchen door) P’r’aps I’m invisible. 
. . . (She marches into the 
kitchen, singing **Bell Bottom 
Trousers^* and bangs the door be- 
hind her. Far away, the sound of 
singing: Men returning from the 
mine, harmonising their familiar 
melody, '*Yr Hufen Melyn.” bessie 
returns from the kitchen) Mum’s 
gone out. (After a pause) Expect 
she’s gone to tell Mrs. Roberts 
about her mootin’. Though how she 
manages with Mrs. Roberts knowin’ 
no English an’ deaf as well . . . 
(After a pause) Talking a lot, 
aren’t I? ® 

C O 

MORGAN. Yes. 

BESSIE. WeA, I’m not deaf. 
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MORGAN. Been spyin? 

BESSIE*. If people 'lock me in and 
take the key out of the keyhole, 
they can’t blame me for listenin’ 
at it. Ooh, I think she’s wicked. 

MORGAN. Mind your own business! 

BESSIE. I won’t. I like to know 
about everything; I like doin’ all 
the things I like; I like sweets, I 
don’t care if it does make me fat, 
and I love earrings. I like to shake 
my head like a lady. . . . {The 
singing stops. A pause) It’s funny. 
... We never been by ourselves 
before. (She begins to sing in 
Welsh. The tune is *'Lliu) Gtoijn 
Rhosyn yr Haf’) Didn’t know I 
knew Welsh, did you? . . . You 
like that song, don’t you? That’s 
why I learnt it. 

MORGAN. You are different when 
you sing. 

BESSIE. Am I? . . . What’s this, 
medicine? {Picks up rum bottle. 


drinks. He takes bottle from her, 
takes a drink and puts it in his 
pocket) Tastes like rubber. Nice, 
though. . . . You know— you was 
quite right to put her in her place. 
Clever chap like you learnin’ les- 
sons off a woman! 

MORGAN. That’s right. . . . 

BESSIE {soft, persuasive): You don’t 
’ave to go to Oxford! Clever chap 
like you! 

MORGAN {in a whisper). That’s 
right. . . . {He turns slowly and 
looks at her.) 

BESSIE. What a man wants is a bit 
o’ sympathy! 

{He looks at her, his hand on the 
back of the chair. It is growing 
faintly darker. She laughs, and 
begins to sing again; she turns, still 
singing, looks up at him, and 
smiles. He pushes away the chaii^ 
seizes her with violence, and kisses 
her passionately. Their ai^fm en- 
twine and the chair crashes to the 
floor. ) 


THE CURTAIN FALLS 


SCENE II 

A morning in November, three months later. The room is much as it was; 
the potted plants have been removed; the daylight is so poor that the 
lamps are lit. 

MRS. WATTY is Carrying in from the kitchen a small table, new and 
light. On it blotter, 'fnk, pens, penail, a duster and a cup of tea. miss 
RONBERRY is pushing the armchair in from the study past the sofa into 
its old place, next to the isolated desk. 

• j 

• % 

MRS. WATTY {singing\. “I’m saved table, places it ti^ell downstage) 

1 am. I’m saved I am. . . .” (mrs. What would the armchair be for, 
WATTY moves the large table a bit, miss? * 

so as to get through, picks up small 
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MISS HONBERBY. The Squiro’s com- 
ing. He’s invigilating. (She opens 
desk drawer, and takes out package 
with sealed Oxford papers,) 

MRS. WATTY. Whot was that, 
please, miss? 

MISS RONBERRY. The Oxfoid people 
have ‘appointed him and Miss Mof- 
fat to watch Morgan Evans while 
he is sitting the scholarship, so that 
he cannot cheat. 

MRS. WATTY. What a shame. . . . 
(Still arranging furniture) You’d 
never think it was nearly nine in 
the morning, would you? 

MISS RONBERRY. It’s Stopped snow- 
ing. 

MRS. WATTY (peering out of the 
window). Only just. The mitionan 
"Said the road was blocked down 
by the bridge. 

MISS RONBERRY. How terrible if 
Morgan couldn’t get through! 

MRS. WATTY. Countin’ sheep all 
night, I was. (Picking up two en- 
v^pes from the floor, near the 
front door) She didn’t ’ave a wink 
neither. I could ’ear her thinkin’. 

MISS RONBERRY. It is a very impor- 
tant day for her. 

MRS. WATTY. Looks like that one’s 
Jessie. Would you mind? 

MISS RONBERRY. That means Sarah 
the Post got through. . . . 

c * 

MRS. WATTY. She’d come the other 
.Way, dovm thee ’ill. . .^ . 

tuxss RONBERRY. That’s true . . . 
{"Beading) ^‘Dear Mum”— to think 


I taught her to write— “Cheltenham 
is terrible. Can I have a shilling? 
1 do the steps. Madam is terrible. 
Your obedient girl.” 

MRS. WATTY. Obedient. (Laughs) 
I like that. . . . (Throwing the 
letter into the wastepaper basket) 
She’s been away three months now, 
she ought to be gettin’ used to it. 

MISS RONBERRY. But do you not 
miss her? 

MRS. WATTY (emphatically). No! 
I don’t like ’er, you know, never 
’ave. 

MISS RONBERRY. But, Mrs. Watty, 
your own daughter! 

MRS. WATTY. I know, but I’ve never 
been able to take to ’er. First time 
I saw ’er, I said, “No.” (Going) 
With ’er dad being foreign, you see. 

MISS RONBERRY. But couldn’t your 
husband have taken her abroad to 
his own family? 

MRS. WATTY. Oh, my ’usband was 
quite different. British to the core. 
(She goes into the kitchen, miss 
RONBERRY hUnks after her, and 
places writing pad on the little 
table, MISS moffat comes slowly 
downstairs. She is alert, but more 
subdued than the audience has yet 
seen her, miss ronberry takes up 
the cup of tea, and watches her 
apprehensivejjf, ) 

miss MOFFAT. It’s Stopped snowing. 

miss ronberry. It’s a white world, 
as they say . . . Do you tUSnk he 
will get tl^ouglir the snow? 

miss MOFFAT. This morning he 
would get through anything. 
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MISS RONBERBY. I am SO glad. I 
thought perhaps he~he had not 
been working satisfactorily. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. At ten o’clock last 
night I had to take his books away 
from him. 

MISS RONBERRY. I am glad. 

MISS MOFFAT. I hope he won’t get 
wet— he must not (Picks up string, 
plays with it) be upset in any way. 
What made you think he wasn’t 
working well? 

MISS RONBERRY. Nothing, only . . . 
you remember the night you went 
for that long walk, when he might 
be going back to the mine? 

MISS MOFFAT (after a pause). Yes? 

MISS RONBERRY. The next morning 
he started studying again, and yet 
it seemed so different. 

MISS MOFFAT. HoW? 

MISS RONBERRY. Almost Strained 
. . . what a silly thing to say . . . 
I mean, as you did not say anything 
more about the mine . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. He didn’t say any 
more himself. He just turned up. 
I didn’t embrace him on both 
cheeks, but I said “Righto.” Since 
which time, he has never stopped 
working. 

MISS RONBERRY. I izm SO glad . . . 
Oh, this arrived from the Penlan 
Town Halil It must be his birth 
certificate. ... 

<» • 

MISS MOFFAT. Ck>od. ... I must 
send it off to the IVesident of Trin- 
ity, Rather a nervous post-mortem 
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from him last night; two pages to 
ask if the youngster’s legitimate. 
(Opens envelope, looks at birth 
certificate) Thank Heaven he is. 
And no. conviction for drunkenness; 
references have been spotless. That 
will help, I hope. 

• 

MISS RONBERRY. Would it not be 
splendid if he— won! 

MISS MOFFAT (after a pause). Not 
very likely, I am afraid. (Moving 
about, • nervously) The syllabus 
rather attaches importance to gen- 
eral knowledge of the academic 
sort. His is bound to be patchy- 
on the exuberant side— I have had 
to force it; two years is not enough 
even for him. If he checks himsdf, 
and does not start telling them 
what they ought to think of Milton, 
with fair luck he might stand a 
chance. He will have some pretty 
strong public-school candidates 
against him, of course. Bound to. 
It depends on how much th(?*exam- 
iners will appreciate a highly orig- 
inal intelligence. 

MISS RONBERRY (seated on couch). 
But wouldn’t it be exciting! 

MISS MOFFAT. Yes, it would. People 
run down the Universities, and al- 
ways will, but it would be a won- 
derful thing for him. It would be 
a wonderful thing for rural educa- 
tion all over the country. • 

MISS RONBERRY. And most of all, it 
would be a wonderful thing for 
youl 

• 

MISS • MOFFAT (olmost solUoquis- 
mg). I suppose so ... It is odd to 
have spen^ so many hours witli an- 
other human being, in the closest^ 
intellectual communion— because it 
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has been that. I know every trick of the window) Oh, 1 can see himi 


and twist of that brain of his, ex- 
actly where it will falter and where 
it will gallop ahead of me— and yet 
not to know him at all. I wpke up 
in the middle of the night think- 
ing of Henry the Eighth. I have a 
fueling there may be a question 
about the old boy and the Papacy. 
{Crosses to bookshelves. Takes 
book from* shelf and makes nota- 
tions on a piece of writing paper) 
m cram one or two facts into him, 
the last minute . . . ( Suddenly, in 
a sob, with all the inward convic- 
tion of which she is capable) Oh, 
God, he must win it . . . (mbs. 
WATTY comes in from the kitchen, 
carrying a steaming cup of tea) 
He must. 

MBS. WATTY (hands her cup of 
tea). Cup a teal Now, ma'am, don’t 
get in a puckerl Six more Saturday 
momin’s like this in the next ’alf- 
year, (Gets miss bonbebby’s cup 
from fable) remember! 

MISS MOFFAT. The first paper is the 
important one— I expect we ll get 
more used to the others. . . . 

MISS BONBEBBY. Suppose the Squire 
doesn't cornel 

MISS MOFFAT. He will. He has got 
to the point of looking on the lad 
as a racehorse. 

MISS BONBEBBY. You don't think 
the snow might deter him? 

MRS. WATTY. I just Seed 'is nibs' 
gardener clearin' a way from the 
gates. Shame thb red carpet gettjn' 
so wet. (mbs. WATTY gocs^bock 9 
into the kitchen,^ 

«Miss BONBEBBY. SuToly it is getting 
brighter this side . < . (Looks out 


Morgan, I meani 

MISS MOFFAT. Can you? 

MISS BONBEBBY. Coming up the 
Nant, do you see? Ploughing 
through! 

MISS MOFFAT. What is the time? 
(Looks at her breast watch.) 

MISS BONBEBBY. Ten minutes tol 

MISS MOFFAT (sitting at her desk). 
He will have just two minutes . . . 
(A knock at the front door) Good. 
There's the Squire . . . 

MISS BONBEBBY (running to the 
door). He is as excited as any of 
us . . . ( BESSIE enters the room, 
followed by mb. jones) Bessie 
. . . But it cannot be you, your 
mother has just received . . . 

BESSIE. I left the same day I posted 
it. (She is shabbily dressed, in 
semi-grown-up fashion, and wears 
a cloak. Her manner is staccato, 
nervy and defiant, mb. jones closes 
door, leaves Bessie's bag near desk. 
She faces miss moffat, who stares 
at her, puzzled.) 

miss MOFFAT. This is unexpected. 

BESSIE. Isn't it just? I have been 
travellin' all night, quite a wreck. 
I woke Mr. Jones up and he got 
the stationmaster to drive us over in 
his trap, in the snow— nice, wasn't 
it? (She is trying not to be fright- 
ened, and not succeeding. The con- 
versation from now on quickens 
an^, grows rnore nervous.) 

MISS MOFFAT. You have arrived at 
an inconvenient time. 



THE CORN 

(MISS RONBERRY crossBs Left abovc 
table.) 

BESSIE. Fancy. 

MISS MOFFAT. Havc you come to 
see your mother? 

BESSIE. No. (She plucks up courage 
and sits suddenly in the arm-chair. 
MISS MOFFAT frowns and rises.) 

MISS MOFFAT. Then why are you 
here? 

BESSIE. Questions and answers, just 
like school again! 

MISS MOFFAT. Why have you 
brought this girl here this morning? 

MR. JONES. I did not bring her, 
Miss MoflEat, she brought me. . , . 

MISS MOFFAT. Whom have you 
come to see? 

BESSIE. You. 

MISS MOFFAT. Me? ( BESSIE does not 
speak) I can give exactly one min- 
ute of my time. (Pause) Is it 
money? (As bessie does not an^ 
swer, impatiently to the others) 
Will you wait in the study? (mr. 
JONES follows MISS RONBERRY into 
the study) One minute. . . . 
Quickly! 

BESSIE. Why? 

MISS MOFFAT. Morgan Evans is sit- 
ting for his Oxford examination 
here this morning. 

BESSIE. Well, 'e needh't. * 

MISS MOFFAT. What do you mean? 
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BESSIE. Because he won’t ever be 
goin’ to Oxford. 

MISS MOFFAT. Why not? 

BESSIE. Because there’s goin’ to be 
a little stranger. (A pause) I’m 
going to have a little stranger. ( She 
begins to whimper into her hand- 
kerchief, half acting, half nerves 
and excitement, miss moffat 
stares at her.) 

miss MOFFAT. You’re lying. 

BESSIE. Doctor Brett, The Firs, 
Cheltenham . . . And if you don’t 
believe it’s Morgan Evans, you ask 
’im about that night you locked me 
up— the night you had the words 
with him! 

MISS MOFFAT. I SCO . . . (With C 
sudden cry) Why couldn’t I have 
seen before! (Her eyes rest on th^ 
examination table. She collects her- 
self, desperately) Does he^inow? 

BESssiE. I’ve come to tell ’im! I was 
ever so upset, of course, and now 
I’ve lost me place. Oh, she was 
artful. He’ll have to marry me, or 
I’ll show him up, ’cause I must give 
the little stranger a name. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT (exosperoted beyond 
endurance). Stop saying "little 
stranger”! If you must have a baby, 
then call it a baby! . . . Have you 
told anybody? 

BESSIE. Mr. Jones, that’s all. . . . 

Miss RONBERRY peering timidly 
tlirotigh the study door). The 
Squire is coming up the road! (She 
goes back^into the study.) 

BESSIE. I’ll wait here for him. 
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MISS MOFFAT. For the next three 
hours, he must not be disturbed. 
You are not going to see him . . . 

BESSIE. You can’t bully me, the 
way I am! (Rising, and facing her 
ocfoSs the examination table, the 
resentment .of two years pouring 
out, real hysteria this time) ’Asn’t 
sunk tin yet, ’as it? I’m teaching 
you something, am I? You didn’t 
mow things like that went on, did 
you? Why? You couldn’t see what 
was goin’ on under your nose, 
’cause you’re too busy managin’ 
everythin’! Well, you can’t manage 
him any longer, ’cause he’s got to 
manage me now, the way I am, 
he’s got to— 

(mr*. JONES pokes his head round 
the study door; he is in a state of 
anic, MISS ronberry hovers be- 
ind him.) 

JONES. Morgan Evans has 
turned the comer up the hill . . . 

miss ronberry. So there isn’t much 
time! 

(mb. JONES follows MISS RONBERRY 

back into the study.) 

MISS MOFFAT. I’m afraid I am 
going to do a little managing now. 
You are going into the kitchen, 
where your mother will make you 
breakfast; you will then lie down, 
and as soon as this session is fin- 
ishled we will go upstairs and talk 
it all over when we are a little 
calmer. 

(A knock at the front door.) 

BESSIE. He’s hei^! I got to see him! 
(BESSIE starts up. miss mOffat^ 

detains her.) 

' • 

e 

Hooss MOFFAT. If you try and dis- 
dt>ey me, I shall not answer f^ the 


consequences. (Holds her wrist.) 

BESSIE (cowed). You wouldn’t dare 
lay a finger on me . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh, yes, I would. If 
you attempt to stay in this room, 
or to blab to anybody about this 
before we have had that talk— even 
your mother ... I am in a pretty 
nervous state myself, this morning, 
and I shall strike you so hard that 
I shall probably kill you. ... I 
mean every word of that. 

(Another knock, more impatient. 
She quells bessie with her look; 
crosses and holds open the kitchen 
door.) 

BESSIE (laughs). I don’t mind. 
Tliree hours’ll go soon enough. 
(She goes into the kitchen, miss 
MOFFAT shuts the door after her, 
straightens herself, and opens the 
front door. The squire enters, in 
Inverness cape and hat, stamping 
the snow from his boots; he carries 
several periodicals, chiefly sporting 
and dramatic. The rest of the scene 
is played very quickly.) 

miss MOFFAT (takes his coat and 
hat). So very sorry— how kind of 
you— such a dreadful day . . . 
(Hangs squire’s coat on door.) 

THE SQUIRE. Not at all. Mistress 
Pedagogue, anything for a lark. 
. . . Glad it isn’t me, what . . . ? 
I’ve got a spifiy bit of news for you. 

• MISS MOFFAT. YeS? 

THE SQUIRE. I’ve bought the bam 
from Sir Herbert, and we cai^move 
the whole shoot next door by 
M^ch. What d’ye think? 

MISS MOFFAT. Wouderful . . . 
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THE SQUIRE. We Can knock a door 
straight through here to the bam— 
aren't ye pleased, about it? 

MISS -MOFFAT (goifig to the desk, 
hardly aware of what she is doing, 
as MISS RONBERRY runs in from the 
study). Yes, but you know, this 
examination, (Knock at front door) 
rather worrying . . . 

MISS RONBERRY. Good moming, 
Squirel Terrible weather . . . 

THE SQUIRE. Beastly— 

(miss RONBERRY opens the front 
door and lets Morgan in. She closes 
the door before she takes his over- 
coat, cap and muffler. He has been 
hurrying, but he is quiet and calm.) 

miss MOFFAT. Wet? 

MORGAN. No, thank you. Good day, 
sir . . . 

miss RONBERRY. Let me take your 
things . . . 

MORGAN. Thank you . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Before I open the 
papers, I have a feeling they may 
bring up Henry the Eighth. Mem- 
orize these two facts, will you? 
(Hands him a paper.) 

MISS RONBERRY (puts down a sprig 
of white heather). White heather- 
just a thought! (She runs into the 
study.) 

MORGAN. Thank you . . . 

THE .^QuiRE. Good luck, my boy. 
MORGAN. Thank you,^sir . . . ’ 
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THE SQUIRE. Glad it isn't me! 
(MORGAN hands her the paper.) 

MR. JONES (pops his head round 
the study door). Fob llwyddiant, 
ymachgeni! 

MORGAN. Diolch— 

(miss MOFFAT throws paper in thb 
basket, mr. jones goes back into 
the study, Morgan sits at the 
table.) 

miss MOFFAT. Name and particu- 
lars, to save time. And don't get 
exuberant. 

MORGAN. No. 

MISS MOFFAT. Or illegible. 

MORGAN. No. 

(Pause.) 

THE SQUIRE. But aren't you going 
to wish my little prot6g6 good for- 
tune? .c.# 

MISS MOFFAT (after a pause, to 
Morgan). Good lupk. 

MORGAN. Thank you. 

(The clock begins to strike nine.) 

MISS MOFFAT. Ready? ( Morgan 
nods. She cuts the envelope and 
places the examination paper in 
front of him. She looks at the du- 
plicate paper of questions, smiles) 
Henry the Eighth! (She sits in the 
armchair. The squire embarks on 
his periodical, Morgan begins to 
write. MISS moffat raises her head, 
looks anxiously towards the kitchen, 
tl^n:> steadfastly at Morgan, her 
^lip trembling. A pause. The only 
sound is the ^cratch of a pen.) 


the curtain fall$ slowly 
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ACT THREE 


Scene— A n afternoon in July. Seven months later. 

The school has been moved next door, and the room is much less 
crowded; the small table is back in the window recess, the armchair is 
in its^old position; the large table, however, is no longer behind the sofa 
with its chair, its place being taken by three small school desks facing 
the front door; between the front door and the bay window a black- 
board on its easel faces the audience at an angle, with Elizabeth, known 
4is Good Q. Bess** written on it in block letters. 

MR. JONES stands in command beside the blackboard, hi two of the 
school desks sit idwal and robbart, each poring over his slate. On the 
settle sit the squire, downstage, his arms folded like a pupil, his eyes 
fixed on mr. jones, and next to him old tom, upstage, laboriously copy- 
ing the inscription on to his slate, mr. jones crosses to idwal’s desk, then 
to robbart’s desk; looks at their work. 


OLD TOM {muttering, as he writes). 
Elissabeth — known — as — what in 
goodness is a doin’ there, that 
&s a pussell for me . . • 

MR. JONES. "I wandered lonely as a 
cloud.” From "The Daffodils,” by 
Wordsworth. 

{The hoys scratch busily. The 
SQUIRE begins to nod sleepUy. miss 
ronberry hurries in from the gar- 
den.) 

MISS RONBERRY. What is the capital 
of Sweden? 

MR. JONES. Stockholm. 

MISS RONBERRY. Thank you. {She 
hurries back into the garden.) 

OLD TOM. Please, sir, how many Is 
in "daffodils”? , . 

THE SQUIRE. Damned if^I know. 
(JOHN OWEN comes in by the study 
•door.) 


JOHN. Please, Mistar Jones, Form 
Two Arithmetic Report— Miss Mof- 
fat says will you come in school 
with it. {He goes back. mr. jones 
follows him through the study after 
getting book and papers from the 
sideboard. The squire snores.) 

ROBBART. Mae on cysgu. Tyd. Id- 
wal . . . 

OLD TOM. Plenty Welsh at home, 
not in the class, please, by request, 
scoundrels and notty boys! 

IDWAL {rises). Squire iss ’avin a 
snore. Nai ddangos rwbeth ichi— 
{He rises, runs to the blackboard, 
takes the chalk and the duster, and 
swiftly rubs ^t and adds to the 
inscription tiU it reads: **NO . . . 
GOOD . . . BESSIE.** The SQUIRE 
grunts. As he strikes the period the 
SQUIRE sticks his foot out. lie says 
‘'Na-fe") 

• t 

MR.. JONES {returning). Now his- 
tory. {Stumbles over the squire’s 
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foot. Crosses to blackboard) Excuse 
me . . . Elizabeth ... (He sees 
the mscription and stops short. He 
turns on the others, grave and per- 
turbed) Who did this? 

rowAL. Please, Mr. Jones, perhaps 
it iss some terrible dunce that want 
to know what iss Bessie Watty been 
doin’ the last few months. 

(A pause.) 

MR. JONES. Whoever it was . . . 
(squire rises) I am going to cane 
him! It was not you, sir, by any 
chance? 

THE SQUIRE. Not guilty. . . . Bes- 
sie Watty? Little Cockney thing? 
Nice ankles? 

MR. JONES. I do not know, sir . . . 
(Boys snicker) Silence, boys! 
Where is my duster? 

(squire goes to window and looks 
out.) 

THE squire. Still no sign of him. 

MR. JONES. You mean Morgan 
Evans, sir? (Boys look up) He is 
not expected before the train leav- 
ing Oxford half-past one . . . 

THE squire. There’s a sporting 
chance the Viva finished yesterday, 
and I sent the wagonette to meet 
the one-ten. 

MR. JONES. Do you think that he 
may know the result ,when he ar- 
rives? 

THE SQUIRE. I doubt it. Miss Moffat 
said w^’ll hear by letter in a day or 
two. • . . (Rising restlessly and 
going towards the front door) 
Thiii I’ll propel the old pins down 
the highway, just in case . . . 
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rowAL. Please, sir, what sort of a 
place is Oxford? 

THE squire. Dunno, I’m sure. Cam- 
bridge myself. (He goes. Leaves 
door open.) 

MR. JONES (at blackboard). Now 
history. Repeat after me ... 

IDWAL. Please, Mr. Jones, tell us 
about Bessie Watty? 

MR. JONES. If you are kept in to- 
morrow, I will give you religion. 
Repeat after me . . . (The school 
bell rings) Dismiss! (robbart rises 
and straps books, mr. jones goes 
to desk and tidies papers, sarah 
hurries in from the front door. 'She 
is dressed in her best, in the tradi- 
tional Welsh peasant costume with 
a steeple hat.) 

SARAH. Please, sir, have you got 
my father— (Seeing old tom) tid- 
dona, ’nhad, ma’dy frw?i» di’n 
oeri . . . 

OLD TOM. English, daughtw, in the 
class, pliss! 

SARAH. You are an old soft, your 
porridge it iss gettin’ cold and you 
have not got your sleep . . . 

OLD TOM. But I got my Queen Eliz- 
abeth . . . 

(sarah takes his slate, puts it on 
robbart’s desk.) 

sarah. And in the momin’ you got 
your rheumatics— come on! (sarah 
helps OLD TOM to rise, miss ron- 
be^ry corner in from the garden.) 

ROBBART. Sarah Pugh, what you all 
clobbered Up for? 

« 

SARAH. Because for Morgan Evans. 
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MR. JONES. Is there some news? 

MISS RONBERRY. About Morgan? 
Oh, quickly! 

SARAH. Not yet, Mistar Jones. But 
when it comes, I know it iss good 
news, so what do I do? I open the 
dresser, out the lavender bags and 
into my Sundays! Home (Starts to 
door with old tom), dada, for 
Sundays . . . 

MR. JONES. Before we have .definite 
news, that is unwise . . . 

SARAH. John Goronwy Jones, pliss, 
sir, you are an old soft. Everybody 
is ready to meet him by the Nant! 
The* grocer got his fiddle . . . 

IDWAL. And William Williams the 
public got his comet! 

90BBART. And with me on me 
mouth organ . . . (Strikes chord 
on rrwvth organ.) 

SARAH. And me singin’! 

ROBBART. Tyd, Idwal— (He runs 
out by the front door, followed by 
Idwal.) 

MISS RONBERRY. Perhaps preparing 
for news to be good means that it 
will be. 

MR. JONES. Everything is pre- 
ordained. Morgan Evans has either 
won the scholarship, or lost it. 

MISS RONBERRY* Let US all say to- 
gether, **Morgan Evans hast ^on 
the scholanbip!” ^ 

c 

# 

■i^VLL (except MR. JONES). "'Morgan 
ICvans has won the scholarshipr 


SARAH (to OLD tom). Tiddans, 
"nhad- 

OLD TOM. I never got a letter yet, 
and nobody never put Sundays on 
for me. . . . (He goes out by the 
front door, sarah starts to go, miss 
ronberry’s eye catches the black- 
board.) 

MISS RONBERRY. “No . . . ( SARAH 

comes hack) good . . . Bessie.” 
Good gracious! 

MR. JONES. Where is my duster? 
(Looks behind blackboard.) 

MISS RONBERRY. What does that 
mean? 

SARAH. Bessie Watty. Miss Ron- 
berry, where is she? 

(mr. JONES finds duster at idwal's 
desk.) 

miss RONBERRY. I don’t know, dear. 

SARAH. Miss Moffat she hears from 
her, in my post office, (jones erases 
blackboard) We wass all wonder- 
in’. (She goes out by the front 
door. ) 

miss RONBERRY. Well, I have been 
wondering tool She came back that 
morning and just went away again. 
Morgan Evans was telling me only 
the day he left for Oxford that he 
didn’t even see her. Where is she? 

MR. JONES. It^s more important to 
know if Morgan Evans has won 
or not. 

^iss RONBERRY. I know . . ^ If he 
hadn’t, it will break her heart. 

MR. JONES. Would she feel it so 
keen as all that? 
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MISS RONBERRY. I used not to think 
so, but since that day they have 
been .so much better friends, it has 
been a pleasure to hear them con- 
versihg. Perhaps it is the strain of 
all these examinations . . . 

(miss MOFFAT comcs in from the 
study with exercise book, chuck- 
ling.) 

MISS MOFFAT. Gwyneth Thomas, 
the plasterer’s eldest, essay on 
Knowledge. “Be good, sweet maid, 
and let who will be clever”— I won- 
der if the Reverend Kingsley had 
any idea what a smack in the eye 
that was for lady teachers? And 
then Gwyneth Thomas starts 
(Reading) : “It is not nice to know 
too much, I wish to be like Miss 
Ronberry, Miss Moffat is different, 
she knows everything.” Any news? 

MR. JONES. Not yet. 

MISS MOFFAT. I thought not. . . . 
(A pause) Where is the Squire? 

MR. JONES. Gone to see if there is 
any sign. 

MISS MOFFAT. Thank the Lord, 
That man is really becoming a nui- 
sance. He gave up Henley to be 
here this week. Did you know? 

MR. JONES. You do not appear 
nervous? 

MISS MOFFAT. I am past bein^ 
nervous. If he has v/on, I shanT ^ 
believe it. Flatly. 

MISS RONBERRY. And if he has lost? 

• 

MISS MOFFAT. If he has lost . 
(After a pause) We must proceed 
as if notning had happened. The 
sun rises and sets every day, and 
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while it does we have jolly well got 
to revolve round it; the time to sit 
up and take notice will be the day 
it decides not to appear. In the 
meantime, Mr. Jones, your report 
is on your desk. Miss Ronberry, 
Form Two are waiting for your 
music like a jungle of hungry para* 
keets. 

MISS RONBERRY. Yes, Miss Moffat. 
(They retire meekly through the 
study. MISS MOFFAT is alone. She 
looks at her watch; her armour 
loosens perceptibly; she is on edge 
and apprehensive. She goes towards 
the stairs, but before she reaches 
them the garden door opens sud- 
denly and MORGAN appears. He 
wears a new dark suit, carries a 
travelling bag and his cap, and 
looks dusty and tired. His manner 
is excited and unstable; he is alter- 
nately eager and intensely de- 
pressed. She stares at him, not dap- 
ing to speak.) 

MORGAN. I caught the early train. 

I knew they would all be watching 
for me, so I got out at Llanmorfedd 
and got a lift to Gwaenygam. 

MISS MOFFAT. Does that mean 

. . . ? 

MORGAN. Oh, no news. Except that 
I am not hopeful. 

MISS MOFFAT. Why not?. 

MORGAN. They talked to me for 
one hour at the Viva . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. That doesn’t mean 
anything. Go on. * 

MORGAN. They jugiped down hard 
on the Nftw Testament question. 
As you said they would. . . . Yoif ‘ 
are very pale. 
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MISS MOFFAT. Better than a raging 
fever. Go on. 

MORGAN. I spent five minutes ex- 
plaining why Saint Paul saile.d from 
a town three hundred miles inland. 

hpss MOFFAT. Oh, dear. (Their 
manner together has changed since 
we last saw them together. They 
are hardly at all teacher and pupil, 
superior and inferior, adult and 
child. They are more like two 
friends held solidly by a bond un- 
sentimental and unself -conscious. 
Morgan’s English has immensely 
improved, and he expresses himseff 
with ease.) Parnell? 

MORGAN. Parnell . . . (Smiles) 
Oh, yes ... I was going to stick 
up for the old chap, but when they 
started off with "that fellow Par- 
nell,” I told the tale against him 
for half an hour. I wasn’t bom a 
Welshman for nothing. 

MISS MOFFAT. Ha . . . And the 
French? 

MORGAN. Not good. I Said "nat- 
urellement” to everything, but it 
didn’t fit every time. 

MISS MOFFAT. And the Greek 
verbs? 

MORGAN. They were sarcastic. 

MISS MOFFAT. Did the President 
send for you? 


kind and grand old gentleman sit- 
ting in a drawing room the size of 
Penlan Town Hall. I talked about 
religion, the same as you said . . . 

MISS MOFFAT (correcting him, me- 
chanically). Just as you ad- 
vised . . . 

MORGAN. Just as you advised. He 
asked me if I had ever had strong 
drink, and I looked him straight in 
the eye and said "No.” 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh! 

MORGAN. I was terrible— terribly 
nervous. My collar stud flew off, 
and I had to hold on to my collar 
with one hand, and he did not 
seem impressed with me at all 
. . . He was very curious about 
you. (Rises) Did you know there 
was an article in the Morning Post 
about the school? 

MISS MOFFAT. Was there? . . . 
But what else makes you despond- 
ent? 

MORGAN. The other candidates. 
They appeared to me brilliant. I 
had never thought they would be, 
somehow! Two from Eton and one 
from Harrow— one of them very 
rich. I had never thought a scholar- 
ship man might be rich. He had 
his own servant. 

MISS MOFFAT.^Gosh! 


MORGAN. I had half an hour with Morgan. And the servant looked 
him ... * , so like my father I thought it was 

* ^ at first. . . . And, as I wasileav- 

MI8S MOFFAT. Yo^ did? ing« the exaiijiners appeared to be 

• sorry for me in some way, and I 

^'MORGAN. Yes, but so did the other received the impression that I had 
nine candidates! He was a veiy . failed, I • , • 
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MISS MOFFAT. When shall we 
know? 

MORGAN. (The day after tomorrow. 
They are writing to you. 

MISS MOFFAT. The villagers are all 
in their best, and talking about a 
holiday tomorrow. It is very stupid 
of them, because if you have failed 
it will make you still more sick at 
heart . . . 

MORGAN. If I have failed? (In sud- 
den desperation) Don’t speak about 
it! 

MISS MOFFAT. But we must! You 
faced the idea the day you left for 
Oxford . . . 

MORGAN. I know, but I have been 
to Oxford, and come back, since 
then! I have come back— from the 
world! Since the day I was born, 
I have been a prisoner behind a 
stone wall, and now somebody has 
given me a leg-up to have a look 
at the other side. . . . They can- 
not drag me back again, they can- 
not. They must give me a push 
and send me over! 

MISS MOFFAT. IVe never heard you 
talk so much since IVe known you. 

MORGAN. That is just it! I can talk, 
now! The three days I have been 
there, I have been talking my head 
off! 

MISS MOFFAT. Hal If three days at 
Oxford can do that to you, what 
would you be like at the end of 
three ^ars? , 

MORGAN. That’s just it again. *It 
would be everything I need, every- 
thing! Starling and I spent three 
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hours one night discussin’ the law— 
Starling, you know, the brilliant 
one. . . . The words came pouring 
out of me— all the words that I had 
learnt and written down and never 
spoken. I suppose I was talking 
nonsense, but I was at least holding 
a conversation! I suddenly realised 
that I had never done it before— 

I had never been able to do it. 
(With a strong Welsh accent) 
“How are you, Morgan? Nice day, 
Mr. Jones! Not bad for the har- 
vest.” A vocabulary of twenty 
words; all the thoughts that you 
have given to me were being stored 
away as if they were always gojjig 
to be useless— locked up and rot- 
ting away— a lot of questions with 
nobody to answer them, a lot of 
statements with nobody to contra- 
dict them. . . . And there I was 
with Starling, nineteen to the 
dozen. I came out of his rooms 
that night, and I walked down the^ 
High. That’s their High Street, you 
know. 

MISS MOFFAT (nodding, drinking in 
the torrent with the most intense 
pleasure). Yes, yes. . . . 

MORGAN. I looked up, and there 
was a moon behind Magd— Maud- 
lin. Not the same moon I have seen 
over the Nant, a different face al- 
together.. Everybody seemed to be 
walking Very fast, with their gowns 
on, in the moonlight. The bells 
were ringing, and I was walking 
faster than anybody and I felt— 
^well, the same as on the rum in 
the old days! 

• 

ikOFFAT. Go on. 

MORGAN. AH of a sudden, with one 
big rush, against that moon, and# 
against that High Street-I saw this 
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h)om; you and me sitting here 
^dying, and all those books— and 
everting I have ever learnt from 
tiiose books, and from you, was 
lighted up— like a magic .lantern: 
^cient Rome, Greece, Shake- 
speare, Carlyle, Milton. . . . 
JEverything had a meaning, because 
I was in a new world— my worldl 
And ‘so it came to me why you 
worked like a slave to make me 
ready for this scholarship. 
{Lamely) Ive finished. 

MISS MOFFAT. I didn't want you to 
stop. 

MORGAN. I had not been drinking. 

MISS MOFFAT. I loiOW. 

MORGAN. I can talk to you too, now. 

MISS MOFFAT. Yes. Im glad. 

«(the squire comes in from the 
front door, Morgan rises.) 

THE SQUIRE. No sign of the feller- 
me-lad, dang it . . . {Hangs hat 
on door) Evans! {Goes to Morgan, 
shakes hands) There you arel 

MQRGAN. Good day, sir. 

IHE SQUIRE. Well? 

MORGAN. They are sending the re- 
mit through 'the post. 

THE SQUIRE. The devil they are. 
{To MISS MOFFAT, OS he sits in 
armchair) Dye know I am find- • 
ing this Wjsiiting a definite strain? 
(mr. JONES in from the study, 
stops at foot of stairs.) ^ < 

MR. JONES. Somebody said they had 
^seen Morgan ... * 

^ Uio^GAN. Day after tomorrow. 


MR. JONES. Oh. • . . 

THE SQUIRE. Examiners all. right, 
my boy? f: 

MORGAN. Rather sticky, sir. 

THE SQUIRE. Lot of old fogies, I 
expect. Miss Moffat, I told you you 
ought to have made inquiries at 
the other place. However . . . 
(miss ronberry runs in from the 
study. ) 

MISS RONBERRY. Somcbody said 
they had seen . . . 

THE SQUIRE AND MR. JONES. The 
day after tomorrow! 

MISS RONBERRY Oh . . How are 
you, Morgan, dear . . . ? 

MR. JONES {wandering out to the 
porch). The suspense is terrible. 

THE SQUIRE. I loiOW. 

MR. JONES. Even the little children 
are worrying about— {He stops 
short; he has seen somebody com- 
ing down the village street; he 
looks again, doubtfully; starts, then 
peers anxiously into the room. 
Everybody is preoccupied. He 
comes into the room, shuts the 
door, and stands a moment with his 
back to it) Morgan, my boy, are 
you not exhausted after your jour- 
ney? Would you not like something 
to eat? 

MORGAN. I am rather hungry, 
yes ... ^ 

MISS MOFFAT. But hoW StupM Of 

me! Watty will boil you ah egg 
. Come along ... 
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MOROAN (rising). Tliank you. Ex- 
cuse Yne ... (He follows miss 
MOFFAT out,) 

MISS MOFFAT (os she goBs ifito the 
kitchen) . Did they spot the Dryden 
howler? 

MORGAN. No. 

(mr. JONES goes to the kitchen 
door and closes it after them. ) 

THE SQUIRE. You secmed very anx- 
ious to get ’em out of the room. 
What’s the matter . . . ? 

(The front door opens and bessie 
walks in. She has completely 
changed; she might be ten years 
older. Her hair is up; she wears a 
cheaply smart co^ume, with a 
cape, and looks dazzlingly pretty 
in a loose opulent style. Her whole 
personality has blossomed. A pause. 
They stare at her,) 

BESSIE. Hallol 

the SQUIRE. How d’ye do ... ? 

BESSIE. I’m very well indeed, 
thanks, and how are you, bloom- 
ing? (Her accent is nearer the lady- 
like than it has been yet,) 

THE SQUIRE. Yes, thanks . . • 
What is this? 

MISS RONBERRY. I really couldn’t 
say . . . Good gracious, it’s Bessie 
W- 

BESSIE. Right first time. Hello, Miss 
Ronberry, how’s geography, the 
world still goin’ round in circles? 
Hello, ^r. Jones, flirty as ever? 

^ • • 

THE SQxnRE. And to what do we 
owe this honor? 
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BESSIE. Well, it’s like this . . . 

MR. JONES (desperately). Miss Ron^ 
berry, will you please return to your 
class . .. . ? 

MLSS RONBERRY. They are quite 
safe. I left Mary Davies in 
charge ... 

BESSIE. No, you don’t. We’ve had 
too many secrets as it is. 

MR. JONES. Three days ago she sent 
money to you. Did you not receive 
the letter? 

BESSIE. Yes, I did, and all the 
others, till I was sick of ’em. 

* THE SQUIRE. What is all this? 

BESSIE. Last week I was glancing 
through the Mid-Wales Gazette, 
and I’m here to congratulate a cer^ 
tain young gent in case he has won 
that scholarship. ^ 

MR. JONES. Oh! 

MISS RONBERRY. But what has that 
got to do with you? 

BESSIE. You see. Miss, it’s like 
this . . . 

MR. JONES (in a last effort to stop 
her). Don’t say it-<Jon’t say it! 

BESSIE. Four weeks yesterday, I had 
a baby. 

* (A pause, miss ronberry and the 
squire stare at her, mr. jones gives 
a sigh of impotent ^despair,) 

• • 

% 

THE SQUIRE. You had a what? ' 

0 

BESSIE. A baby. Seven pounds thir. 
teen ounoeb 
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THE SQuiBsr. Good God, how 
ghastly. 

MB. JONES (turns to her). It is a 
disgustin' subject and .... 

BES^. It isn't disgusting at all. If 
I^had a wedding ring you'd think it 
was sweet. 

(MRS.' WATTY hurries in from the 
kitchen.) * 

MRS. WATTY. Morgan Evans’s lug- 
gage. Excuse me, sir. (Catches 
sight of the squire's serious face) 
Ohl . . . (Fearfully) Any news? 

THE SQUIRE. Well, yes. . . . 

MRS.* WATTY. Bessie! (Drops the 
bag in her excitement) My, you do 
look a dollymopl Excuse me, 

«ir . . . 

XiOE SQUIRE. Say anything you 
like . . . 

MRS. WATTY. Where d'you get them 
bracelets? 

BESSIE. Present. 

MRS. WATTY. Oh, that's all right. 
Where 'ave you been, you madam? 

BESSIE. Turnin' you into a granny. 

MRS, WATTY. A gra— (Bothlaugh) 
Well, fancy! 

(miss MOFFAT comcs in from the 
kitchen.) 

MISS MOFFAT. And I should try and 
have a sleep if I were you . . . 

MRS. WATTY. You could* 'ave^ 
knocked me do^ with a featherl 

i 

tBESSIE. Hello, (miss MOFFAT StOpS 
short) I've just been telling th^ 


you-know-what. (It is plain she is 
no longer afraid of miss MOffFAT. 
The latter looks .from one to. the 
other, helplessly.) t 

THE SQUIRE. And now I think it's 
time you told us who the fellow is. 
I am going to take drastic proceed- 
ings . . . 

MRS. WATTY. That's right, dear. 
Who is it? 

BESSIE. Well, as a matter of fact . . . 

MISS MOFFAT (with a cry). No! 
I'll pay you anything . . . Any- 
thing! 

BESSIE. It’s no good, miss, (miss 
MOFFAT turns away) It's Morgan 
Evans. 

(A pause.) 

THE SQUIRE. What! 

MISS RONBERRY (dazcd) . I don't 
believe it . . . 

MRS. WATTY (really upset, to miss 
moffat). Oh, ma'am. 

MISS MOFFAT. I've been dreading 
this, for months. In a terrible way 
it's a relief. 

BESSIE. Bamboozlin' me every week 
he was in the gutter! 

MISS MOFFAT. Lies, all lies, and I 
was glad to b^ telling them . . . 

MISS RONBERRY (suddenly articu- 
late). I can’t go on listening! I can't 
bear it! It all comes of middling 
with this teaching. She was in my 
class . . . What would Papa Imve 
said! This hordble unnatural hap* 
pening ... 
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MISS ‘MOFFAT (exosperated beyond 
endurance). Don’t talk nonsense! 
It isn’t horrible, .and it isn’t un- 
natural! ^n the contrary, it’s nature 
giving civilisation a nasty tweak 
of the nose. The schoolmistress has 
learnt a lesson, but it’s a little late 
now. 

BESSIE (rising). Where is he? 

MRS. WATTY. Over my dead body, 
my girl . . . 

BESSIE. She’s right, mum, it’s too 
late. I got a four-weeks-old baby, 
kickin’, healthy and hungry, and I 
haven’t got a husband to keep him, 
so his father’s got to turn into my 
husband. That’s only fair, isn’t it? 

THE SQUIRE (rises) . I’m sorry, Miss 
Moffat, but I’m inclined to 
agree . . . 

BESSIE. I’ll call him . . . 

MR. JONES. There is no need to call 
him! 

THE SQUIRE. What’s the matter with 
you? 

MR. JONES. I am sorry to say that I 
have a strong feeling of affection 
for this young woman. 

BESSIE (sitting again on the sofa, 
amused) . Oh, yes— I’ve got the face 
of an angel, haven’t I? 

MR. JONES. 'And I am willing to do 
my duty by rehabilitating her in 
wedlock, and bestowing on the 
infant ®every advantage by bring- 
ing. I’t up a Baptist. * * 
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MR. JONES. I am always serious. 

BESSIE (to MISS moffat). Youd 
like that, wouldn’t you? 

MRS. WATTY. Now we’re not pre- 
tendin’ it’s a windfall, but fof a 
girl who’s took the wrong turnin’ 
it’s a present! And you’d ’ave your 
own way in everything— wouldn’t 
she, sir? 

MR. JONES (eagerly). Of course . . . 

MRS. WATTY. Well, will you? 

BESSIE. No. I won’t. I’d like to 
oblige . . . (Laughs) but, remly, 

I couldn’t! (mr. jones turns away) 
Besides, my friend would be* fu- 
rious. 

MRS. WATTY (clutching at straws) 
Your friend? 

BESSIE. Ever such a nice gentleman, 
sporting, quite a swell, owns,^ace- 
course. (mrs. watty looks sus- 
picious) You needn’t look like that. 

I only met him ten weeks ago. I’d 
started servin’ behind a bar for 
fun. I was the picture of health and 
ever so lucky in the counter bein' 
very high. 

THE SQUIRE. I have never heard 
such a cgnversation outside a police 
court. I am seeking^ the safety of 
my own quarters. Anything I can 
do, Miss Moffat . . . 

* BESSIE. I suppose you wouldn’t care 
to stake a claim? 

s<^uiRE. Good gracious • • • ^ 
(Exits. BESSIE laughs.) * 

v% * 

MISS MOFFAT. Doesn’t ihis man ol« 
yours want ^o marry you? 


THE SQUIRE. Are you sermus? 
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BBSsm. *E won’t talk of anything 
else, but he won’t have the baby. 
He says it would be diflFerent if the 
father’d been a pal of his— you can 
understand it, really, can’t you? So 
I’ve got to give up my friend and 
marry Morgan Evans. Pity, ’cos my 
friend worships me. Ever since I 
left he keeps on sending me tele- 
gramc. I just got two at the station, 
and I expect I’ll get some more to- 
night, isn’t it rich? (Laughs) Mr. 
Jones wouldn’t consider the baby 
without me? 

MISS RONBERRY. The baby without 
yap! Your child! What about your— 
your mother love? 

BESSIE. I expect you’ll think I’m a 
wicked girl, but d’you know, I 
haven’t got any! 

MISS RONBERRY. Oh, what a vile 
thing to say, vile . . . 

tiESSlHk (rising). Now listen, dear. 

. . . You’re seeing this baby as if 
ft was yours, aren’t you— you’d 
think the world of it, wouldn’t you? 

MISS RONBERRY. It would mean 
everything to me— (Turns away) 
my whole life. . . . 

BESSIE. I have a pretty near idea 
how old you are. When I’m your 
^6 I’ll love^e idea of a baby, 
but life hasn’t begun yet for me. 
^I’m just getting a taste for it. What 
do 1 want with a baby? 

,1^. WATTY. TJiat’s what we all 
want to knowl^ 

BESSIE. Yes, muih, but you* know^ 
Vhat it, is . . . ^ 

MMSB , RCMNBERRY. You’re > inhuman, 
what; you arat Tio diink you 


don’t want it. . . . (She is on the 
point of bursting into foolish tears, 
and runs into sti^y.) 

BESSIE. I didn’t mean to ie nasty— 
but inhuman indeed! I didn’t want 
the baby, nobody would have, but 
I was careful so it’d be all right, 
and now it is all right I want it to 
have a good time. But I want a 
good time too! I could have left it 
on a doorstep, couldn’t I? But I 
must see it’s in good hands— and 
that’s why I’ve come to Morgan 
Evans. 

MISS MOFFAT. You Want to make 
him marry you, on the chance he 
will become fond enough of the 
child to ensure its future— your 
conscience will be clear and later 
you can go oflF on your own? 

BESSIE. I shouldn’t be surprised . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. In the meantime, it’s 
worth while to ruin a boy on— on 
the threshold of , . . 

BESSIE. I don’t know anything 
about that, I’m sure. (Calling) 
Morgan! 

MISS MOFFAT (intercepting her, 
desperately). SshI Wait a minute, 
wait. . . . There may be a way 
out— there must be . . . 

MRS. WATTY. Cawd bless us, ma’am 
—I got it! 

MISS MOFFAT. What? ' 

* 

HBS. WATTY. Why can’t you adopt 
ft? (BESSIE and mr. joneIi stare 
frdmjher fo«’Miss moffat.) 

MISS Don’t be ridiculous^. 
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MRS. WATTY. Would that do you, 
Bessie?' 

BESSIE. W|ll! I never thought . . . 

MRS. WATTY. Would it, though? 

BESSIE (after consideration). Yes, 
it would. 

MISS MOFFAT. It XJOOuld? . . . But 
. . . But what would I do with a 
baby? I—I don’t even know what 
they look likel 

MRS. WATTY. They’re lovely little 
things. Now it's all arranged . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. But it would be fan- 
tastic . . . 

BESSIE (going up to her, eagerly). 
Oh, do, please, it’d put everything 
to rights! I would know the baby 
was safe. Morgan Evans need never 
know a thing about it. I can marry 
my friend, and it will all be beauti- 
ful! He might grow like his father 
and turn out quite nice, and any- 
way I’m not really so bad, you 
know. And he’s on the bottle now— 
and I could give all the instructions 
before I go. And you could have it 
straight away, see, because if it’s 
going I don’t want to have it with 
me longer than I can help, see, 
because I’d only start gettin’ fond 
of it, see . . , 

MRS. WATTY. Comc QH, ma’am, 
you’ve been pushin’ ys about . for 
three years, now we’U give you a 
shove! 

» 

MISS iitOFFAT. But it’s mad— I tel} 
you . . . 

MRS. WATTY, Not as mad as takin' 
jne in was<^ with my trouble! You’ve 
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alius been like that, you might as 
well go on . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. But I was never 
meant to be a mother. I’m not like 
Miss Ronberry. Why, she * is the 
one to do it . . . 

MR. JONES (hastily). She would 
never agree. We were discussin’ 
Marged Hopkins going to the work- 
house— and she said she could never 
hold with any child bom like that. 

MISS MOFFAT. Oh ... I SUppOSC it 
would worry some folk. , . . But, 
Watty, you’re the grandmother, a^ 
surely you . . . 

^MRS. WATTY. Oh, I couldn’t! I don’t 
bear it no ill-will, but every penny 
I get goes to the Corpse. You’re 
the one, dear, really you are. 

MISS MOFFAT. Bessie Watty, do you . 
mean that if I do not adopt this 
child, you ... 

BESSIE. I will have to tell Morgan 
Evans, and he will have to marry 
me, I swear that. 

MISS MOFFAT. And do you swear 
that you would never let Morgan 
Evans know the truth? 

BESSIE. I. swear. If there are any 
questions. I’ll say it was my 
friend’s. 

(A pause.) 

* MISS MOFFAT, Then— I give in. 

BESSIE. That’s lovely^^ My friend wtU 
^e^pl^ed. I’ll pop back to t^ 
public-house for his tele^am and*^ 
send him nice one ba^. Ck)od.> 
bye, all, w^ell arrange details later, • 
shall we? My friend gave me thlv 
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budcle, isn’t it nice? He offered me 
a tiny one, real, but I think the 
lalse is prettier, don’t you? 

dtiR. JONES (09 she turns to go). Are 
you going to take up a life of sin? 

r BESSIE (smiling), I shouldn’t be 
surprised. I’m only really meself 
witff a lot of gentlemen round me, 
y'know, and a nice glass o’ port will 
never come amiss, neither. (To 
MRS. Watty) That cold water 
didn’t really do the trick, mum, did 
it? . . . (To MISS MOFFAT, serfotis 
for a moment) Good-bye ... I 
OE^y did it to spite you, y’know. 

MR. JONES. You are not fit to touch 
the hem of her garment. 

BESSIE. Oh, yes, I ami Just because 
she’s read a lot o’ books. Books, 
books! Look at ’em all! I got more 
^out of life at my age than she has 
out^’ them all her days— and I’ll 
get?lot more yet! What d’you bet 
me? (She goes out by the front 
door, leaves door open, mrs. watty 
closes the door after her,) 

MBS. WATTY. That’s settled . . . 
(Comes down,) 

(The voices of children, in the 
bam, singing "Dacw^n-ghatiad.**) 

MR, JONES (haking for the study 
door). For which’ we must be truly 
thanldul ... ^ 

(MORGAN walks in quickly from the 
kitchen. He goes straight to miss' 
MOfFAT; his face is white and 
shocked, Th$y stare at him, in- 
eHnctively silent,) t * 

L 

MOBCAN. Has sTie gqpi^ 

MISS jioPFAT. Why? 


MORGAN. The Squire just came in 
to see me. 

MISS MOFFAT. The fool! (rhe idiotic 
fool ... 

MORGAN. Then it’s true . . . ! He 
thought I knew. (Laughs) Then 
he said it was for the best— that 
I ought to be told. . . . (The sing- 
ing stops in the barn) It is funny^ 
She and I, we do not know each 
other at all. It was a long time ago, 
and I never thought again about it 
—and neither did she. I know she 
didn’t . . . And here we are . . . 
It is funny, too, because if you and 
I had not made that bad quarrel, 
it would never have happened . . . 
It ought to make me feel older— 
but I feel more— young than I have 
ever done before . . . Oh, God, 
why should this happen. . . . 

MISS MOFFAT. Steady . . . 

MR. JONES. There is no need for 
you to upset yourself, my boy. 
Miss Moffat is going to take care 
of— of— 

MORGAN. What? 

MISS MOFFAT. I am going to adopt 
it. 

MORGAN (his old truculent self 
emerging). What in hell do you 
take me for? 

MR. JONES. Morgan, swearing! Be 
haru ti . . .• 

MORGAN (in a rage), I will swear 
some more too, if people talk to 
<me like that! (To miss ^fi^FFAT) 
What do ypu t^e me for? ^ 

MR. JONES. Then what would you 
hke to do, my boy . . . P 
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MORG^. What wojuld I like to do? 
{Getting more and more Welsh) 
It is. xxot a question of what I 
would lik^ to do, or what I might 
be allowed, but what I am going 
to do— what any fellow with any 
guts in him must dol I am going 
to marry her! 

MISS MOFFAT {with a cry), I knew 
this would happen, I knew . . . 
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tucks U into her belt, sttU quiet, 
bumiiig with a slow-mourUing and 
deliberate fervour) Lock the school 
door, Watty, will you? 

MRS. WATTY {tO MR. JONES,’ tremU- 

lously). Go in there, sir. 111 make 
you a cup of tea. . , . (mr. jones 
goes into the kitchen, mrs. watty 
locks the study door and foUows 
him,) 


MORGAN. What else is there, when 
I have made a fool of myself and 
of her, and of the poor— the poor— 
I am not going to talk about any 
of it to anybody. All I will say is 
that Bessie Watty and I are going 
to get married as soon as we can, 
and that is final! {He flings himself 
into the armchair,) 

MISS MOFFAT {hopclessly) , I see. 
(A knock at the front door, sarah 
hurries in agog with excitement. 
She runs to mrs. watty.) 

SARAH. Bessie’s telegram from her 
friend, they send it from Penlan 
... I never seed one before! 

MRS. WATTY. Poor chap, ’ell be dis- 
appointed again. . . . (Opens the 
telegram, arid hands it to miss mof- 
fat) What does it say, ma’am? 
. . . Read it, ma’am, take your 
mind off things . . . 

(miss MOFFAT glances halfheart- 
edly at the telegram, A pause. She 

looks up at MORGAN.) 

• 

MISS MOFFAT. You have won the 
scholarship. {Reading) "First, 
Evans, Second, Faj^^et-Iles, Third, 
Starling Congratulations.” (sarai^ 
claps her hands and runs out Igf 
the'fiOnt door, closest, Morgan 
laupis bittedy and turns away. 
foUing the t^gram carefully, she 


MISS MOFFAT. Look at me, Morgan. 
(MORGAN faces her in the arm- 
chair, defiantly) For the first time, 
we are together. Our hearts are 
face* to face, naked and unashaip^, 
because there’s no time to lose, my 
boy; the clock is ticking and there s 
no time to lose. If ever anybody 
has been at the crossroads, you are 
now. ... 

MORGAN. It is no good. I am going 
to marry her. ^ 

MISS MOFFAT. And I am goiii^ to 
speak to you very simply. I want 
you to change suddenly from a boy 
to a man. I understand that this 
is a great shock to you, but I want 
you to throw off this passionate ob- 
stinacy to do the right thing. . , 

Did you promise her marriage? 

MORGAN. No, never . . . 

Miss MOFFAT. Did vou even tell 
her that you were* in love with her? 

I 

MORGAN {repelled). No, never . . . 

« 

MISS MOFFAT. Then your situation 
now is the purest aocident; it is to 
jje regretted, but it has happened 
before and it will happen again. ^ 
So cheer up;*you are not the central , 
figure of such a tragedy as you ^ 
tl^k . . . • 
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MORGAN. That does not alter the 
fact that I have a duty to—to them 
both. ... 

MISS MOFFAT.. She has her own 
plans, and she doesn’t want the 
child; and I am wilhng to look 
after it if you behave as I want 
you to behave. If you marry her, 
you •know what will happen, don’t 
you? YoiT will go back to the mine. 
In a year she will have left you— 
both. You will be* drinking again, 
and this time you will not stop. 
And you will enjoy being this be- 
sotted and uncoudi village genius 
vrf»o once showed such promise; 
but it will not be worth it, you 
know. 

MORGAN. There is a child, living 
and breathing on this earth, and 
living and breathing because of 

me. . . . 

u 

MISS MOFFAT. I don’t carc if there 
are^fifty children on this earth be- 
cause of youl . . . You mentioned 
the word "duty,” did you? Yes, 
you have a duty, but it is not to 
this loose little lady, or to her oflE- 
ispring either. 

MORGAN. You mean a duty to you? 

MISS MOFFAT. No. A year ago I 
should have $aid a duty |b me, yes; 
but that- night you showed your 
teeth— you gave me a lot to think 
about, you know* You caught ^e 
unawares, and I gave you the worst 
possible answer back. I tume<f 

S for myself and taimted you 
in^ajtitude. 1 was a dolt^not 
tp Tealise that a debt of rfatitudf 
is die most humiliating debt of all, 
and that a little shov^.W afiFection 
would have wl^ed it^^Ut. I offer 
that alEipctipil to you,(ttoday. 


MORGAN. Why are you s&ypig this 
to me now? 

MISS MOFFAT. Because, (ns the mo- 
ments are passing, and I aixl going 
to get my way, I know that I am 
never going to see you again. 

(A pause.) 

MORGAN. Never again? But why? 

MISS MOFFAT. If you are not to 
marry her, it would be madUess for 
you to come into contact with the 
child; so if I am adopting the 
child, you can never come to see 
me; it is common sense. You have 
been given the push over the wall 
that you asked for. 

MORGAN. But you— will be staying 
here . . . How can I never come 
back— after everything you have 
done for me? 

MISS MOFFAT> D’you remember, the 
last six months, I’ve gone for a 
long walk over Moel Hiraeth, every 
morning at eight, like clock-work, 
for my health? 

MORGAN. Yes? 

MISS MOFFAT. There’s one bit of 
die road, round a boulder— and 
there’s an oak tree, under it 
the valley suddenly drops sheer. 
Every morning regularly, as I was 
turning that corner, by some trick 
of the mindf I found myself think- 
ing of you workingTor this scholar- 
ship, and winning it. And I ex- 
perienced Something which must 
.after all be comparatively ^rare: A 
fueling— of complete happiness. I 
shall experience it again. Ncj?®!lvlor- 
gan Evans, you have no duty to 
me. Your only duty— is to the worldj 
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MORG^. To the World? 

MISS MOFFAT. Now you are going, 
there* is ud harm *in telling you 
somethingf I don't think you realise 

r ite what your future can become 
you give it the chance. I have 
always been very definite about the 
things I wanted, and I have always 
had everything worked out to a T. 
PYaps that's the trouble with me, 
T dunno . . . I've got you worked 
out, and it's up to you whether it 
will come righf or not. . . . 

MORGAN {eagerly). Go on. 

MISS MOFFAT. I rather made out to 
the Squire that I wanted you to be 
a writer— the truth might have 
sounded ridiculous; but stranger 
things have happened. You have a 
great deal now and Oxford will 
give you the rest. 

MORGAN. For what? 

MISS MOFFAT. Enough to become 
a great man of our country, “If a 
light come in the mine" you said, 
remember? 

MORGAN. Yes. 
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MISS MOFFAT. Yes. \mR. jd^ES's 
face lights up; he hurries to the 
study door, unlocks it, and dis- 
appears) I think that's all. 

MORGAN: But-I-I do not know 
what to say. 

MISS MOFFAT. Then don't say it. « 

MORGAN. I have been— so ihuch 
time in this room. 

MISS MOFFAT. And the lesspns are 
over. • 

MORGAN (impulsively). I shall— al’. 
ways remember. , ^ 

MISS MOFFAT. Will you? Well, I'm 
glad you think you will. (She 
presses the bag and cap into his 
unwilling hands, idwal runs^in 
from the study, very excited, rob- 
BART appears behind him.) 

s 

IDWAL. Please, Miss MofFat, the 
band is out, and they say Mbrgan 
got to come down to Penlan Town 
Hall for Wales to see a real toflFI 

MORGAN. Na, ddim diolch . . . 


i MISS MOFFAT. Make that light come 
in the mine and some day free 
these children. And you could be 
more, much, much more; you could 
be a man for a future nation to be 
proud of . . . Perhaps I'm mad, I 
dunno. We'll see. It's up to you. 

• 

MORGAN (rises before speaking). 
Yes. 

( MR. JONES appears timidly from 
thekit&hen.) • 

MR^jdfNES. Is it all riglft to ring tlie 
bell to say holiday tomorrow? 


ROBBART. Tyd, man, tyd, they never 
forgive youl (An afterthought) 
And, please, Miss Moffat, Mr. Jones 
say is he to say school day after to- 
morrow; nine o'clock ^ame as usual? 

m 

MISS MOFFAT. |Iine o'clock. The 
same as usual. . . . 


ROBBART. Yes, Miss Moffat. (He 
runs back into the ftudy, followed 
ijT n»^AL.) • 

MISS MOFF^ {she*offersJher hand, 
MORGAN takes it). Goo<f-bye. And' 
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I had my heart set on coming up 
to London and having tea on the 
Terrace. 

{Voices mixed with singing off 
stage.) 

ipwAL (putting his head round the 
bdrn door, and disappearing 
^hgain), Brysia, Morgan Evans, 
brysi^I 

(MORGAN to say something, 
fails, and hurries into the study. 
The kitchen door opens, and mbs. 
wa'i^'y appears cautiously.) 

MRS. wvTTY (whispering). Has he 
gpne? 

MISS MOFFAT. Yes. It s all over. 

MBi. WATTY. Bessie’s sent a gentle- 
man over to see you from the 
public-house . , . (Hands her birth 
certificate.) 

MISS MOFFAT. Tell him I can’t see 
anybody . . . (Taking certificate) 
What’s this? 


MRS. WATTY. His birth certipcate, 
ma’am. ^ 

MISS MOFFAT. I had for^gotteli— all 
about that, 

(MRS. WATTY Starts to kitcMn.) 

MRS. WATTY. Come on, ma’am, you 
got to start sometime I 

MISS MOFFAT. Just coming. 

(MRS. WATTY gocs iuto the kitchen. 
The sound of the village people 
singing and cheering down the 
road. A pause.) 

MISS MOFFAT (looks down at the. 
birth certificate. The singing anc 
cheering die down and stop. A 
pause). Moffat, my girl, you 
mustn’t be clumsy this time. Yoi 
mustn’t be clumsy . . . (The schoOi 
bell begins to ring, clear and cort ^ 
fident. She looks up, as she did^^ 
once before, listening, smiling, 
faintly. A vociferous burst of cheer-\ 
ing and singing in the village. She 
turns and walks towards the j 
kitchen . ) 1 


CURTAIN 




